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VALOE  AND  PATEIOTiaM. 


Longhas  Oppresdori  worn  th'  impBtial  robe, 
AndRapiiie'B  awoiil  has  wasted  half  llie  globe ! 
O'er  Europe's  cultured  realms,  and  dimes  afar, 
TriuTuphant  Gaul  has  pouFd  the  tide  of  war ; 
To  hex  fail'  Austria  veil'ii  ths  standard  bright  j 
Ausonia's  lovelj' plains  have  own'dhar  might; 
While  PruBsia's  eaj;le,  never  taught  to  yield. 
Forsook  lier  tow'nng  height  on  Jeca's  field! 

Oh  !  gallant  Frederic  !  could  thy  parted  shade 
Have  seen  thy  country  vanquish'd  and  belray'd; 
How  had  thy  soul  indignant  mouin'd  her  shune, 
Her  Bullied  tropMes,  and  her  taroiah'd  fame  ! 
When  Valor  wept  lamented  Brubswiok's  doom, 
And  nursed  witli  teaiB  the  laurels  on  his  tomb ; 
WhenPrv^aa,  drooping  o'er  her  hero's  grave, 
Invoked  his  spnit  to  descend  and  save ; 
'Then  set  her  glories — then  Bxpir'dheraun. 
And  fraud  achieved  e'en  more  tlian  conquest  won '. 

O'er  peaceful  realms,  thai  smiled  with  plen^gay, 
Has  desolation  spread  ner  ample  sway ; 
Thy  btasL  oh  Ruin  !  on  tretiiendous  wu 
Has  proii4ly  swept  o'er  empiras,  nations,T[i_, 
Thus  the  wild  hurricane's  mipetaoua  force, 
With  dark  destruction  marke  its  whehoing  couis,^, 
Despoils  the  woodland's  pomp,  the  blooming  plain. 
Death  on  its  pinion,  vengeance  in  its  i™n  I 
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How  long  shall  tyrant  power  her  ihione  maiiitaii 
Hnw  long  almll  despots  and  usuvpera  reign  1 
Is  honor^  lofty  soul  for  ever  fled  T 
Ig  virtue  lost  1  is  martial  ardor  dead  ? 
I3  there  no  heart  where  worth  and  valor  dwell. 
No  patriot  Wallace!,  no  undaunted  Tell  ! 
Yes,  Freedom,  yea!  thy  aons,  a  noble  band. 
Around  thy  banner,  firm,  snilting  aland ; 
Once  more,  'tis  thine,  invincible,  to  wield 
The  beamy  spear  and  adamantine  shield ! 
'—■n  thy  cheek  with  proud  re — ' •"'■ 


Thy  look  flnEilime  the  warrior's  heart  inspires ; 
And,  while  to  gue^  thy  standard  and  thy  right. 
CaatiliaDa  ruah,  intrepid,  to  the  fight, 
Lo!  Britain's  gen'rouB  host  their  aid  supply. 
Resolved  for  thee  to  triumph  or  to  die ! 
And  Glory  smUes  to  see  Iberia's  name 
Enroll'd  with  Albion's  in  the  book  oi'  fame ! 

Illustrious  names !  slill,  still  united  beam, 
Be  still  the  hero's  boast,  the  poet's  them? : 
So,  when  two  radiant  gems  together  shine, 
Ajid  m  one  wreafli  their  Inoidiight  combine 
Each,  as  it  spa^ea  with  transcendant  lays. 
Adds  to  the  lustre  of  iB  kindred  blase. 

Descend,  oh  Genius !  from  thy  orb  descend 
Thy  elowine  thought,  thy  kindhtie  spirit  lend 
Ab  Memnoja  harp  (so  ancient  fables  say) 
With  sweet  vibration  meets  the  morning  ray. 
So  let  the  chords  thy  heavenly  presence  own, 
And  swell  a  louder  note,  a  nobler  tone  ; 
Call  from  the  sun,  her  burning  throne  on  hign, 
"ITie  seraph  Ecsttisy,  with  lightning  eye  j 

o.,-i  r —  .1. ,^  of  day  empyreal  fir- 

of  raptm*  0  et  the  Ij 

Hail,  Albion  1  hail,  thou  land  of  freedom's  birth 
Pride  of  tiiB  main,  and  Phtsnix  of  the  eEUih ! 
Tiion  second  Rome,  where  meicy,  justice,  dwell, 
Whose  eons  in  wisdom  as  in  arms  escel  1 
Thine  are  the  dauntless  bands,  like  Spartans  bra» 
Bold  in  the  field,  truimpbant  on  the  wave ; 
In  claaaic  elegance,  and  arts  divine. 
To  rival  Athene  feirest  palm  is  thine; 
For  taste  and  &ncy  from  Hymellus,  fly, 
And  richer  bloom  beneath  thy  vaiying  sky. 
Where  science  mounts  in  radiant  car  sublime. 
To  other  worlds  beyond  the  sphere  of  time ! 
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Hiiil,  Albion,  hsE !  to  thee  1id3  fate  denied 
Peiuvian  miaes  and  lich  Uindostan's  ptide ; 
The  gema  that  Ormuz  and  Galoonda  boasli 
Ajid  all  the  wealth  of  Monlesuma'a  coast : 
For  thee  no  Parian  marbles  brightly  shine  j 
"     '      ■  ■       ■'  e  bwahing  ■ ' 

o _.pile9thei       " 

To  waft  SabEan  in 


No  glowing  suna  mature  the  bEdiing  vine ; 
No  Hght  Arabian  gales  their  wings  eipancl, 
""o  waft  SabEBn  incense  o'er  the  land  i 


N  ot  from  thy  frees  the  luiud  amber  flows, 
And  far  firim  thee  the  scented  cassia  blows ; 
Yetfearles  CommercejiilUar  of  thy  throne, 
Makes  all  the  wealth  of  foiei^  cUines  Hty  own  ; 
From  Lapland'a  shore  to  Afric's  fetved  reign, 
She  bids  thy  ensigns  float  above  the  main ; 
Unfurls  her  straamets  to  the  fav'ring  gale, 
And^wato  other  worida  her  daring  ssil: 
Then  wafts  their  gold,  tkeir  varied  stores  to  thee. 
Queen  of  the  trident  I  empress  of  the  sea  i 

For  thia  thy  noble  sons  have  apread  alarms, 
And  hade  the  zones  resound  with  Britain's  arms  ! 
Galpfe'a  proud  rock,  and  Syra's  palmy  ahore. 
Have  heard  and  trembled  at  their  battle's  roar ; 
The  sacred  waves  of  fertilizmg  Nile 
Have  seen  the  triurarfia  of  lihe  conquering  isle  ; 
For  this,  for  this,  theSamiel-blast  of  war 
Haa  roll'do'erVinoent's  cape  and  Trafalgar! 
Victorious  EoBMET  spread  thy  thundei's  sound, 
And  NelsOH  fell,  witli  fame  immortal  crown'd ; 
Blest  if  their  perils  and  their  blood  could  gain, 
To  grace  thy  hand— the  aoeplre  of  the  main ! 
The  milder  emblems  of  the  virtues  oahn, 
The  poet's  veiilant  bay,  the  sage's  pahn  j 
^  hcac  in  thy  laurel's  blooming  foliage  twine. 
And  round  thy  brows  adeatUeas  wreath  combine  i 
Not  Mineio's  banks,  nor  Meles'  clasMc  tide. 
Are  hal'ow'd  more  than  Avon's  haunted  side ; 
Nor  is  thy  Thames  a  less  inspiring  theme. 
Than  pare  lUasus,  or  than  Tiber's  stream. 

Bright  in  flie  annals  of  tii"  impailia!  page, 
Biitannia's  heroes  live  from  age  to  age ! 
From  ancient  days,  when  dwelt  her  aavage  race. 
Her  painted  natives,  formost  in  tiie  chase, 
Free  from  all  carea  for  luxury  or  gain. 
Lords  of  the  wood  and  monarchs  of  the  plain; 
To  these  Augustan  days,  when  social  Bits, 
Refine  and  meliorate  her  manly  hearts ; 
Prom  doubtiid  Arthur,  hera  of  romance. 
King  of  the  circled  boai-d,  the  spear,  the  lance ; 
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it  of  Alfbsd  !  PBtriot  Boul  anbUme ! 

moming-stitr  of  eiror'a  darkest  time  ! 

Prince  of  the  Uan-heart  1  whose  ami  in  Rf 


On  Syria's  rioina  repejl'd  Salodrn's  migUT 
Edwafb  !  for  bii^t  heroic  deeds  revered, 
Bv  CresBv'B  lame  to  Britam  atill  esdear'd ! 


Supreme  in  glory,  a ^^ 

And,  as  the  pyramid  indignant  re 

Its  awful  head,  and  mocks  the  waste  of  yeais ; 
See  her  ssoure  in  pride  of  virtue,  tower. 
While  prosliale  notiona  kiss  the  rod  of^ power! 

Lo !  where  her  peimons,  waving  high,  aspii-e. 
Bold  Victory  hovers  near, "  with  eyes  of  lire ! " 
While  Lusitania  hails,  wttti  just  applause. 
The  brave  defenders  of  her  lojared  cause ; 
Bids  the  full  song,  the  note  oi' triumph  rise, 
And  swells  th'  exulting  pffian  lo  Ihe  aldee ! 


Who,  aa  the  Tesael  bore  them  o'er  ihe  tide. 
Still  fondly  linger'd  on  its  deck,  and  ragh'd ; 
Gazed  on  the  shore,  till  teare  obscured  their  ^^t. 
And  the  blue  distance  melted  into  light ; 
'The  Ropd  eriles,  forced  by  Gallia's  hale 
To  fly  for  refuge  iii  a  foreign  state : 

*■«■>•.'? 


Of  &ithfiil  Isiael,  tf  er  the  desert  coast ; 

So  may  Brinmnia  guide  the  noble  band. 

O'er  the  the  wild  ocean,  to  their  native  land. 

Oh,  glorious  isle !— oh  soVl'eigii  of  the  waves  t 

ITiine  are  the  Bona  who  "  never  will  be  slaves ! " 

See  them  once  more,  wi^  Etrdent  hearts  advance, 

And  rend  the  laurels  of  insalting  France ; 

To  brave  Castile  their  potent  aid  supply. 

And  wave,  O  I^Veedoni !  wave  thy  swoM  on  high ! 

is  tliete  no  bard  of  heavenly  Bomer  posaess'd, 
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Like  Shalispeare  o'ct  the  secret  mind  to  Eway, 
And  cell  each  wayward  pa^on  to  ohey  ) 
Ih  iheie  no  bard,  unhued  wilh  hsllow'a  fire, 
To  wake  the  chords  of  OsEian's  magic  lyie ; 
Whose  numbers  breathmg  all  his  flame  dlTine, 
The  paliiot's  name  to  ages  might  conaign  1 
Rise  !  Invitation '.  rise,  be  ihxs  thy  theme. 
And  mount,  like  Uriel,  on  the  golden  beam ! 

Oh,  could  my  muse  on  seraph  pinion  Hning, 
\nd  sweep  with  ra-plure's  hand  the  trembling  strii 
Could  ^e  the  boBom  energies  control. 
And  pour  impBSaion'd  fervor  o'er  the  soul  1 
Oh,  could  she  strike  6ia  haip  to  Milton  given. 
Brought  by  a  cherub  from,  th'  empjrean  heaven ! 
Ah,  fraitlesB  wish  I   ah,  prayer  preferi'd  in  vain. 
For  her— the  humblest  of  the  woodland  train ; 
Yet  ^11  her  feeble  voice  essay  to  rsiee 
The  hymn  of  liberty,  the  song  of  praise ! 

Iberian  bands !  whose  noble  ardor  glows, 
To  pour  confiiMon  on  opprrasive  foes ; 
Intrepid  spirits,  hail !  'lis  yoius  to  feel 
The  hero's  fire,  the  fieeman's  godlike  zeal ! 
Not  to  secure  dominion's  boimdless  reien, 
Y"e  wave  the  flaa  of  conqaest  o'er  the  slain ; 
No  cruel  rapine  leads  yon  to  the  war. 
Nor  mad  ambition,  whirl'd  in  crimson  car ; 
Ko,  brave  Castilians  I  yours  a  nobler  end, 
Your  land,  your  laws,  yoiu'  nionaroh  to  defend  I 
For  these,  for  these,  your  valiant  legions  rear 
The  floating  standaiy,  and  the  loily  spear  I 
The  fearless  lover  wields  the  oonquerma  sword. 


le  conquering  b^ 

_, . jnaid  adoredT 

Ilis  best  beloved,  uia  IbniieBt  ties,  to  aid. 

The  Other's  hand  cn^aths  the  glilfring  blade ! 


His  dosmg  eyes  die  beam  of  valor  speak. 
The  flush  of  ardor  lingers  on  hie  cheek ; 
Serene  he  liAs  to  heaven  those  closmg  eyes. 
Then  for  his  cormtty  breaflis  a  prayer — and  dies 
Oh !  ever  hatioVd  be  his  verdant  grave, 
There  let  the  laurel  spread,  the  cypress  wave ! 
Thou,  lovely  Spring !  bestow,  to  grace  his  tomb. 
Thy  sweetest  Iragrajioe,  and  thy  earhesl  bloom ; 
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There  iel  the  tears  of  heaveii  descend  in  balm. 
There  let  the  poet  consecrate  hiapahn! 
Let  honor,  pity,  bless  ihe  holy  ground, 
j^ndid^es  of  Bointed  heroes  watch  around! 

■Twas  thus,  whf    ~'  

Thy  chief,  oh  T , 

Smiled  undiamay'd  within  the  arms  of  death. 
While,  Viotorf,  weepmg  nigh,  received  his  brenlh ! 

Oh !  thou,  the  sovereign  of  the  noble  soul ! 
Thou  source  of  energies  beyond  control ! 
Queen  of  the  lofty  thought,  the  gen'rous  deed, 
Whose  sous  unconquer*a  ight,  undaunted  blead,- 
Inspiring  liberty !  thy  worsbip'd  name 
The  warm  enthuaiast  kindles  to  a  fiame ; 
Thy  choraia  inspire  him  to  achievements  high, 
Thy  look  of  hearen,  thy  voice  of  harmony ; 
More  blest,  with  Ihee  to  tread  perennis]  anows. 
Where  ne'er  a  flower  expands,  a  zephys  blows ; 
Where  Winter,  binding  namre  in  bis  chain, 
In  frost-work  iffllaoe  hSds  perpetual  reign ; 
Tlian,  file  irom  thee,  with  folic  step  to  rove 
The  green  aavannas  and  the  spicy  grove  ; 
Scent  the  rich  balm  of  India's  perftimed  gales. 
In  citron-woods  and  aromatic  vales : 
For,  oh !  feir  liberty,  when  thou  art  near, 
Elysium  blossoms  in  the  desert  di^ar ! 

Where'er  thy  smile  its  magic  power  bestows. 

There  arts  am' '  -■— -  "■ ' 

The  sacred  lyre  its  wild  enchantment  gives, 


There  arts  and  taste  expand,  there  fancy  glow 

'^'-  sacred  Ivre  its  wild  enchan' '  -— " 

every  chord  to  swelluig  tia.    , 

There  ardent  Genius  bids  the  pencil  tr 


The  BOiil  of  beauty,  and  the  lines  of  grace ; 
With  bold  Promethean  hand,  the  canvas  warms. 
And  calls  from  stone  expression's  breathing  forma 
Thtis,  where  the  fruitfiil  Nile  o'erflowa  its  Bound, 
Its  genial  waves  diffuse  abandance  round, 


Immorml  Freedom !  daughter  of  the  iJiies ! 
To  thee  shall  Britaui'a  gratefiil  incense  rise. 
Ne'er,  goddess !  ne'er  foiaabe  thy  fiiv'rite  isle, 
Still  be  thy  Albion  brighten'd  with  thy  smile  ! 


iScelestial  beam,  he  breaks  to  aght : 
e  thy  kindling  soul  return, 
with  added  radiance  bum ; 


Chice  more  wc  see  thy  kindling  soul 
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Proceed,  proceed,  ye  fimi  undaunted  band ! 
Slili  sure  to  conquer,  if  combined  ye  stand : 
Though  myriads  flashing  in  the  eye  of  day, 
Ktteam'd  o'er  the  smiling  land  in  long  array ; 
Though  tyrant  Asia  pont'd  unnuinber*d  foes, 
.  Triumphant  Blill  flie  arm  of  Greece  arose : 
For  ev'iy  state  in  eacred  union  stood, 
Strong  to  repel  invaraon'a  wiielnung  flood ; 
Eacli  heart  was  glowing  in  the  gerfral  cause, 
Endi  hand  preimred  to  guard  their  hallon'd  laws ; 
Athenian  valor  join'd  Laconia's  might, 
And  but  contended  to  be  first  in  light ; 
From  rank  to  rank  the  warm  contagion  ran, 
And  Hope  and  FVeedom  led  the  flaming  van : 
Then  Perma'a  mooareh  mourn'd  his  glones  lost. 
As  wild  confiuiion  wiu^d  Ms  flyuig  host ; 
Then  Attic  barda  the  hymn  of  victory  sung, 
The  Gredan  harp  to  notes  exulting  rung  1 
Then  Sculpture  bads  tne  Parian  stone  record 
The  high  achievements  of  the  conquering  sword. 
Thus,  brave  Costilians !  thus  may  bright  renown 
And  fidr  succesa  your  vaUant  efibrts  crown ! 


1  mumon  suji  recounts  iu  v^wsst  mys : 
Whose  faded  splendors  fancy  oft  recalls. 
The  floating  banners,  and  the  bfty  halls ; 
Tlie  ^lant  &atg  thy  fe^vals  display'd. 


^-numfcra,  or  heroic  tale: 

ThoBB  times  are  fled,  when  stem  thy  castles  ftown'd. 

Their  stately  towers  vilh  feudal  grandeur  crown'd ; 

Those  times  are  fled,  when  fiiir  Iberia's  climr 

Beheld  thy  Gothic  reign,  thy  pomp  aublime ; 

And  all  thy  glories,  all  thy  deeds  of  vote. 

Live  bat  in  legends  wild,  and  poefs  lore. 

ho!  where  tJ^Silenthaip  neglected  hes. 

Light  o'er  its  ohoi-ds  the  marm'ring  zephyr  sighs; 

Thy  soleiiui  couna,  where  once  the  minstrel  sung, 

The  choral  voice  of  mirth  and  music  rung ; 

Now,  with  the  ivy  clad,  forsaken,  lone. 

Hear  but  the  breeze  and  echo  to  lU  moan : 

Thy  lonely  tow'ra  deserted  fell  away. 

Thy  broken  shield  is  mould'iing  in  decay. 

Yet  though  thy  tranoienl  pageantries  are  gone. 
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F^-  (ruth,  BiTay'd  in  robes  of  spotless  while. 
Her  eye  a  eunbeara,  and  her  zone  of  ligjil ; 
Wann  emulation,  nith  aspiiing  aim, 
Still  dardne  forward  to  tlie  wreath  ot  fiimo ; 
And  porestlove,  that  waves  his  torch  diiine, 
At  awAil  bxtnoi'B  consecmted  shrine  ; 
Ardor,  with  eagle-wing  and  fieiy  glance ; 
And  gen'rouB  couzage,  lestii^  on  Ms  lance  ; 
And  iDfalty,  W  yearn  unsdjmted ; 
Untainted  laith,  nnehaken  tbrtilude ; 
And  patriot  energy,  with  heart  of  flame — 
These,  in  Iberia's  soib  are  jet  the  game ! 
These  from  reniotesE  days  flieir  souls  have  fired. 
"  Nerved  ev^  arm,"  aiid  ev'ry  hreaat  inspired  ! 
When  MoorJMi  banas  their  auiiering  land  poaseas'd. 
And  fierce  oppres^on  rear'd  her  giant  creat ; 
The  wealth;  cdipha  on  Cordova^  throne. 
In  eastern  genm  and  purple  splendor  shone, 
.  Theirs  was  fhe  prooa  magiuilcence  diet  vied 
With  Btatelj  Bagdaf  s  oriental  pride ; 
TheiiB  were  the  couria  in  regal  pomp  array'd. 
Where  arts  aad.iaxnre  their  charms  di^Jay'd ; 
'Twas  theirs  to  tear  the  Zehrar'a  cosily  towera. 
Its  feiry-^alace  and  enchanted  bowera : 
There'  all  Arabian  fiction  e'er  cfflild  leil, 
Of  potent  genii  or  of  wizard  spell ; 
All  that  a  poet's-  dream  could  picture  bright, 
One  sweet  El};8inm,  chaim'd  the  wond'ring  sight  I 
Too  fair,  too  rich,  for  work  of  mortal  hand, 
It  aeem'd  an  Eden  ftom  Aroiida's  wand ! 

Yet  vain  their  pride,  their  wealth,  and  radiant  slnle, 
When  freedom  waved  on  high  the  sword  of  fate ! 
When  brave  Ramiro  bade  the  despots  feat, 
Stem  retribution  frowning  on  his  spear ; 
And  fierce  Alinanzor,  after  many  a  fidit, 
CHerHiiehned  with  slfflme,  confets'd  the  Christian's  iiiighi.. 


.^_.__'a  throne  m 

His  laoreate  brows  the  wreath  of  conquer  gain'd ; 

And  ^ill  his  deeds  Caatilian  bards  rehearse, 

Ir^ring  theme  of  patriotic  verse ! 

hi^  in  the  temple  of  recording  fame, 

Iberia  ;pointa  to  sreat  Gonsalvo^s  name ; 

Victonons  chief  r  whosa  valor  srill  defied 

The  arms  of  Gaul,  and  bow'd  her  crested  pride ; 

With  ^lendid  trophies  graced  his  sov'reign's  throne. 

And  bade  Granatm's  realms  hia  prawesa  own. 

Nor  were  his  deeds  thy  only  boast,  O  Spain ! 

In  mighty  Fekcibamd's  illustrious  reign ; 
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toad  tlie  sail, 

Bold,  sanguine,  tbatleea,  venluted  lo  explore 
Seas  unesplored,  and  worlds  nnknown  before. 
Fair  science  guided  o'er  tlie  liquid  realm. 
Sweet  hope,  exulting,  sleex'd  llie  daring  helm ; 
While  on  the  mast,  with  nrdor-fisshing  eye. 
Courageous  enterprise  still  hovei'd  nigh : 
The  hoary  genius  of  tli'  Allantic  main, 
Saw  man  invade  hie  wide  majratic  reign ; 
His  empire,  yet  by  mortal  unEubdued, 
The  titntne,  the  woiid  of  awAiI  solitnae ! 
And  e'eit  wl^  shipwreck  seen^d  to  rear  his  lorm. 
And  datk  deatiuctioa  menaced  an  the  stomi. 
In  ev'iy  diape,  when  gittnt-peril  rose. 
To  daunt  hia  spirit  snd  his  conise  oppose ; 
O'er  ev'rf  heart  when  terror  sway'd  alone, 
And  hope  forsook  each  hosom  but  hjs  own : 
Moved  by  no  dangeis,  by  no  fears  repelt'd, 
His  glorious  track  the  gulant  sailor  held ; 


IS  still  to  mark  the  sea-birds  lave, 
Or  high  in  air  their  snowy  pinions  wave. 
Thus  princely  Jason,  laanching  ftom  the  steep. 
With  dauntiefs  prow  explored  th'  nntravell'd  deep  j 
Thus,  at  the  helm,  Ulyssesf  watchfid  sight, 
View'd  ev'iy  ewr  and  planetary  light. 
SubUme  CoLUBEtis !  when,  at  length  deaaied, 
The  long-sought  land  arose  aiwve  the  tide ; 
How  ev'ry  heart  with  exultation  glow'd, 
How  from  each  eye  the  tear  of  transport  flow'd ! 
Not  wilder  joy  the  sons  of  Ismel  knew. 
When  Cauftan's  fertile  plains  appeared  in  view. 
Then  rose  the  choral  anthem  on  the  breeze. 
Then  martial  music  floated  o'er  the  seas ; 
Their  waving  stteameiB  to  the  sun  display'd. 
In  all  the  pride  of  warlike  pomp  array'd  ; 
Advancuig  neaiet  still,  the  ardent  band 
Hail'd  Ihe  glad  shore,  and  bless'd  the  stranger  land  j 
Admired  its  palmy  groves  and  prospecla  fair. 
With  rapture  breathed  its  pore  ambrosial  air : 
Then  crowded  round  ila  me  and  simple  race. 
Amazement  pictured  wild  on  ev'ry  face ; 
Who  deem'd  that  beings  of  celestial  birtli, 
Sprnns  from  the  sun,  descended  to  the  ear^i — 
llien  Hrat  another  world,  another  sky, 
Beheld  Iberia's  banner  blaze  on  high ; 

Still  prouder  Tories  beam  on  history's  pags. 
Imperial  Ciukles  !  to  mark  thy  prosperous  age : 
Those  golden  days  of  arts  and  fancy  bright. 
When  Science  poured  her  mild,  refiilgent  U^i ; 
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M  IINGI.AKD  AND  SPAIN. 

When.  Fainting  bods  the  glowing  canvnes  brendie, 
Creafive  SculWnre  claim'd  the  living  wreafti ; 
When  roved  the  Muses  in  Anaonian  bawera. 
Weaving  immortal  orowcB  of  feireat  floweis  ; 
When  angel~tnit]i  di^ieised,  ^ith  beam  divine. 
The  oiouda  that  veil'd  telieion's  hallow'd  ahtine ; 
Those  goideji  days  behela  Iberia  tower 
High  on  the  iiVTaTaid  o!  &ine  and  power ; 
Vam  all  llie  effotla  of  her  numerons  foes, 
Her  might,  Eoperior  still,  tduinphaiit  rose. 
Thus,  on  proud  Lebanorfs  exalted  brow, 
The  cedar,  frowning  o'er  the  plaina  below, 
Though  storms  asrail,  its  regol  pomp  to  rend, 
Majestic,  etili  aspires,  disdaining  e'er  to  bend ! 


Thefatai  mom  of  conflict  rose  atlast ; 

That  morning  saw  her  glittering  host  oouibiiie. 

And  form  in  close  airay  the  ihreafning  Ime ; 

fire  in  each  eye,  and  force  in.  ev'ty  arm, 

With  hope  exulting,  and  with  ardour  warm ; 

Saw  to  itie  gale  ih^  streaming  ent^s  play. 

Their  armor  flashing  Jo  the  beam  ofday  j 

Their  gen'rona  chargers  panting,  fjumi  the  gronnd, 

Roused  b7  the  trumpet's  animanng  aonnd ; 


Pale  Bet  the  aun — the  shades  of  evening  fell. 
The  moumfid  night-wind  rung  their  fiiQeral  knell ; 
And  the  same  day  beheld  their  warriors  dead, 
Thedr  Boreragn  captive,  and  thett  gloriee  fled ! 
I^d  like  &e  Ughtmna'H  evanescent  fire. 


Nor  less,  on  fcneil  St.  Quintin'B  deathfiil  ilay, 


,_ „„ , „.lH kindred  flame, 

Still  proudly  emulate  their  fiilher^  fame ; 
Still  with  the  soul  of  patriot-valor  glow, 
Still  rush  impetuous  to  repel  the  foe ; 
Wave  the  bright  feulchion,  lift  the  beamy  spear. 
And  bid  oppressive  Gallia  learn  to  tear ! 
iJe  theirs,  be  theira,  unfading  honor'a  crown. 
The  hving  amarandia  of  bright  renown ! 
Be  theirs  th'  inspiring  tribute  of  applause. 
Due  to  the  cliampioiis  of  their  country's  flftise ! 
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ENGLAND  AND  SPAIN 

Be  theirs  ihe  pvireal  bliss  that  virtue  Jovea, 
The  joy  when  conscience  whispers  and  approves ! 
When  ev'ry  heart  is  fired,  each  pulse  beats  bish. 
To  fight,  to  Meed,  to  fell,  fbr  liberty ; 
When  ev'iy  hand  is  dauntless  and  prepared, 
*"' — lered  chatter  of  mankind  to  guard  ; 

lom's  ri^'t. 


enal  ^ves  their  conquering  arms  withatand  ? 
Can  &me  refine  tlieir  gallant  deeds  to  blessi 
Can  victory  fiiil  to  crovm  them  with  success? 
Look  dowHj  oh,  Heaven !  the  righteous  cause  inaint 
Defend  the  iiyared,  and  avenge  the  slain! 
Despot  of  France !  dtalroyer  of  mankind  t 
What  apectre-cares  muM  haunt  thy  sleepless  mind ! 
Oh '.  if  at  midnight  round  thy  regal  bed. 
When  soothing  vislona  fly  thme  aching  head  ; 
When  eleep  deniea  thy  anxious  cares  to  calm. 
And  lull  thy  senses  in  his  opiate  balm ; 
Invoked  by  guilt,  if  airy  pbimloms  rise. 
And  murdefd  victims  bleed  before  thine  eyes ; 
Loud  let  fhem  thunder  in  thy  troubled  eat, 
"  Tyrant !  the  hour,  tli'  avenging  hour  is  near !" 
It  is,  it  is !  th.y  star  withdraws  its  ray, 
Soon  will  ila  parting  luslie  fede  away  ; 
Soon  will  Cimmerian  shades  obscure  its  light. 
And  veil  thy  splendors  in  eternal  night  I 
Oh  I  when  aoejising  conaderuie  wakes  thy  soul, 
With  awfiil  terroiB,  and  wi^  dread  control, 
Bids  threaf sing  fbims,  appalling,  round  thee  stand. 
And  summonB  all  her  visionary  band ; 
Calls  up  the  parted  Endows  of  the  dead. 
And  whi^)erB,  peace  and  hqipiness  are  fled ; 
HTen  at  the  time  of  ^leuce  and  of  i^ 
Paints  the  dire  poniard  menacing  thy  breast : 
Is  then  tiiy  cheek  with  guilt  andTiotror  pale  1 
Then  dost  thou  tremble,  does  thy  spirit  fail  ? 
And  wouldet  thou  yet  by  added  crunes  pi-ovoke 
The  bolt  of  heaven  to  launch  the  fatal  stroke  1 
Bereave  a  nation  of  its  rights  revered. 
Of  all  Eo  mortals  sacred  and  endear'd  1 
And  shall  they  tamely  liberty  reagn. 
The  soul  of  lile,  the  source  of  bliss  divine  1 
Can'st  thou,  supreme  destroyer !  hope  to  bind, 
£n  chains  of  adamaut,  the  nt^le  mind  1 
Go,  bid  the  rolling  orba  thy  mandate  hear. 
Go,  stay  the  lighmiiig  in  its  wing'd  career  1 
No,  tyrant !  no,  thy  utmost  foice  is  vain. 
The  patiiot-arai  of  fi-eedom  to  restrain : 
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Then  bid  thy  snbiecl-bands  in  atniot  ahme, 
Then  bid  thy  legiona  all  their  power  combine  I 
Yet  conld'et  thou  siimmon  myriads  at  command. 
Did  boundJess  realms  obey  ihy  Boenler'd  hniid, 
E'en  liieii  Iier  aoni  thy  kwlesa  mieht  would  spurn, 
E'en  then,  with  kindling  fye,  with  indignation  burn ! 

Ye  sons  of  Albion !  iirst  in  danger's  field, 
The  sword  of  Britain  and  of  truth  to  wield ! 
Still  prompt  the  injured  to  defend  and  save. 
Appal  the  deapot,  and  asdsl  the  brave ; 
Who  now  intrepid  M  the  gen'rouB  blade, 
TiiB  cause  of  Justice  ami  Castile  to  aid  ] 
Ye  sons  of  Albion !  by  your  coontry'B  mane. 
Her  crown  of  glory,  her  nnsullied  fame ; 
Oh !  by  the  abadea  of  C)«say's  maxtiBl  dead. 
By  warrior-bands,  at  Agincourt  who  bled ; 
By  honors  gairfd  on  Blenheim's  fatal  plain, 
By  those  m  Victory's  arms  at  Minden  a!am ; 
By  the  briabJ  laurels  Wotra  immortal  won, 
tlndaunted  spirit !  valor's  fav'rite  eon ! 
By  Aildon'B  thousand,  thousand  deeds  sublime, 
Hfinown'd  from  zone  to  zone,  fiom  clime  to  clime ; 
Ye  BriMi  hetoEB !  may  yotir  trophies  raise 
A  deathlcES  monument  to  fiiture  days '. 
Oh !  may  your  courage  still  triumphant  rise, 
Exalt  the  ''  lion  banner"  to  the  skres ! 
Tiansceitd  die  lairest  names  in  bist'ry's  page, 
lire  biightest  actions  of  a  former  age ; 
The  reien  (rf  Freedom  let  your  arms  restore. 
And  bid  oppression  fell— 1o  liffi  no  more! 
Then  soon  returning  to  your  native  isle, 
May  love  and  beanty  had  yon  with  their  smile ; 
For  you  may  conquest  weave  th'  undying  wreath, 
And  fame  and  glory's  voice  the  song  of  rapture  breathe  I 

Ah !  when  shall  mad  ambition  cease  to  rage  ? 
Ah !  when  shall  war  hia  demon-wrath  asBuage  1 
When,  when,  supplantuig  discord's  iron  reign. 
Shall  mercy  wave  her  ohve-wand  Bgaia  ? 
Not  tiE  the  despot's  dread  career  is  dosed. 
And  mi^  restraui'd  and  granny  deposed ! 

Betom,  sweet  Peace,  ethereal  form  benign ! 
Fair  blne-ey'd  seraph !  balmy  power  divine ! 
Descend  once  more !  thy  haUow'd  bleewngs  bring, 
Wave  thy  bright  locks,  and  spread  thy  downy  wmg 
Luitnrianl  plenty  laoghing  in  thy  train. 
Shall  crown  wiili  glowing  stores  the  desert-pkin ; 
Young  smiling  Hope,  attendant  on  thy  way, 
Shall  gild  thy  path  with  mild  celestial  ray. 
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Thy  smile  of  heaven  ahnll  ev'ty  muae  inspire, 
To  tbee  llie  liai-d  ahnll  strike  tlie  silver  \yie. 
Descend  once  more !  to  hid  the  world  rejoice — 
Let  nations  hail  thee  with  exuldng  voice ; 
Atouiid  Ihy  ehrine  with  purest  incenae  throng, 
Weave  the  fresh  palm,  ^td  Bwell  the  choisl  song ! 
Then  ahail  [he  ahepherd's  £late,  the  woodland  reed, 
I'he  mortial  clarion  and  the  drum  succeed ; 
Again  dittll  Uoom  Arcaditt'B  fauBSt  flowers. 
And  music  WBiUe  in  Jdalian  hawets. 
Where  war  and  caiuoge  blew  the  blast  of  death. 
The  gale  shall  whisper  yridi  Favonian  hreath ; 
And  golden  Ceiea  bleaa  the  festive  awDin, 
Where  the  wild  combat  redden'd  o'er  ihe  plain. 
These  are  thy  blessings,  feir  benignant  riiaad ! 
Return,  return,  in  vest  of  light  array'd ! 
Let  angel-foxms  and  floating  sylphides  bear 
Thy  ear  of  sapphire  through  the  reaims  of  nir. 
"With  accents  milder  than  ^olian  lays, 


Diffusing  round  the  heaven — that  glows  within  thy  breast ! 

(Jh,  Thou !  whose  fiat  Inlls  the  storm  asleep ! 
Thou,  at  whose  nod  sub^des  the  rolling  deep ! 
Whose  awful  word  restrains  the  whirlwind's  force, 
And  stays  the  thunder  in  i«  vengeful  course ; 
Fountain  of  life !  Omnipotent  Supreme ! 
Rolled  in  pertection !  crown'd  with  glory's  beajn ! 
'    "ieaiththyc( -.>■^-— 

Thefestafhi- ^ ^ 

Bid  truth  and  justice  once  again  appear. 

And  spread  tlieir  sunshine  tfer  this  mundane  spher 

Bright  in  their  path,  let  wreaths  uDfoding  bloom, 

Transcendant  fight  tiien  htdlow'd  iiiud  iUume  ; 

Bid  war  and  anarchy  tor  aver  ceaee, 

And  kindred  seraphs  rear  the  shrine  of  peace  ; 

Brothers  once  more,  let  men  her  empire  own, 

And  realms  and  monarcha  bend  before  the  throne ; 

While  eii-cling  rays  of  angel -mercy  shed 

Eternal  haloes  raund  her  eainled  head  ! 
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WALLACE'S  INVOCATJOK  TO  BilUUB. 


[AnvaaTiBBHBBT.— "AKallve  of  Eilinbuigli,  anrl  Membs(  of  Ui8 
Highland  Society  of  London,"  with  a  view  lo  giva  i.^pularity  10 
the  projecl  of  nBiUig; a  salable  NotioiiBl  Monumeni  in  the  Memory 
of  A'allacB,  IslBly  ofibced  Friisi  fin  Ihe  Ojkb  best  piieniB  on  [he 
anbject  of— Ilial  Illiutriaiis  Patrlol  invlllDE  Bruce  to  the  Scoltlsh 
Tbnue.  Tlis  fiiilawlnf  Posfn  obuined  Oa  Bnt  nf  these  nrliies. 
It  woald  hBTe  appe&redln  the  same  Ibcm  In  which  it  la  untv  oflbreil 
lathe  Public,  nDdH  the  dliectlDU  of  lis  propet  Edilor,  the  giver  o1 
llie  Frl»:  but  Mb  pilrllege  hu,  with,  prtda  aa  well  as  nSaBure, 
liceDTleldeltoB  Lady  of  Ihe  AnOior'B  uwn  Oountry,  wbn  soliclled 
peimUoa  n  btbIL  hemelf  of  IMa  oppoitnnlty  of  hoDodng  aail  fur- 
Uier  mnunaratiiig  the  genius  of  the  Poet :  and,  at  the  satne  liine, 
eipfesiilng  ber  adndmllon  of  the  theow  hi  wbish  ahehnBUiunipheil. 

people,  that,  hi  Eacland,  the  luemoiy  of  tlie  piitriols  niidninnyrsnl 

thM  which  prevafls  In  the  coimt^Wch  ^^13*1  heft  'Sf  Iholi 


Wild  Caledonia's  eUaio  gionnd, 
Where  the  bold  aona  of  other  days 
Won  theii  high  fiuiie  in  (Dsdan'a  lays. 
And  fell— but  not  till  Corron'a  tide 
With  Romiin  blood  vma  darttly  dieil. 
The  mom  roae  biif^t — and  heard  fhe  orv 
Sent  by  exulting  boats  on  high. 
And  saw  iLe  while-cross  banner  float 
(While  rung  each  clananan'a  galhering  now) 
D'er  llie  dark  plumes  and  ssmed  fipeara 
Of  ScoiIand'B  daring  mounlaineers ; 
As  all  elate  with  hope,  tiiey  stood. 
To  buy  their  ireedom  with  their  blood. 

The  suntet  shone— lo  guide  the  flying, 
And  beam  a  farewell  to  the  dying ! 

inFalldrVsli  ■■ 
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Nor  VDiiisli,  wJien  (he  trumpet's  Toice 
Bids  ardeiil  henrfs  agsia  rejoice : 
What  sunbeam'fl  glow,  whut  clarion's  breath. 
May  chase  the  efiJl  cold  sleep  of  death  ? 
Shrowded  in  Scotland's  blood-stein'd  plaid. 
Low  are  her  moantain-warriore  Itiid  j 
They  fell,  on  that  prood  soil  whose  moiild 
Was  blait  with  h«oes'  dnst  of  old. 
And  Eoarded  by  the  ties  and  brave, 
Yielded  the  Eoman— but  a  grave ! 
Nobly  the/  fell ;  yet  vrilh  them  died 
The  warrior's  hope,  llie  leader's  pride. 
Vainly  they  fell — ihat  martyr  hoBl — 
All  save  the  land's  high  sold,  ia  lost. 
Blest  are  the  alain !,  tSey  calinlj  sleep, 
Nor  heai  their  bleeding  conntrj  weep ! 
The  shouts  of  Elngland'a  niumph  telfing, 
Reach  not  their  &k  and  silent  dwelling  j 


But  thon,  the  fearless  and  the  iiee, 
Devoted  Kn^ht  of  Elleralie  ! 
No  vafBal-^nrit,  fomi'd  to  bow 
When  Blonns  are  gathering,  douds  thy  brow ; 
No  shade  of  lear,  or  weak  despair, 
Blends  -with  indignant  sorrow  ^re ! 
Ths  my  which  streams  on  yon  red  field, 
O'er  S(»Uaad's  cloven  helm  and  shield, 
GlllteiB  not  there  alone,  to  shed 
Its  olondleai  bsanty  o'er  the  dead  ; 
Bnt,  where  smooth  Canon's  rippling  wave 
Flows  near  that  dsathbeii  of  the  brave, 
Hlomicix  all  the  midnight  scene, 
Seeps  bririitly  on  thy  lofty  mien. 
But  other  beamB,0  Patrot!  shine 
In  each  commanding  glance  of  thine. 
And  other  light  hath  ml'd  thine  eye 
With  inspiratitHj'a  majestv, 
Caudit  from  th'  inunortu  fiame  dwitie. 
Which  makes  thine  inmost  heart  a  shrine  I 
Thy  voice  a  piwihet's  tone  hath  won. 
The  ginndeur  PVcedom  lauds  her  son ; 
Thy  bearing  a  resisdess  power, 
The  rulmg  g«iiiii9  uf  the  lloui! 
And  he,  you  Chief,  with  mien  of  pride, 
Whom  Carron's  wavfs  ftora  thee  divide. 
Whose  haurfity  gesture  £un  would  eeek 
To  veil  the  Noughts  lliat  blanch  his  cheek, 
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Feels  hia  relucKinl  tniiid  ooatioli'd 
By  thine  of  more  heroic  mould ; 
TTiough,  slrogghns  nil  in  vain  to  wnr 
With  tlial  high  soul's  ascendant  star. 
He,  with  a  conqueroi's  ecomliil  eye, 
Would  moct  the  name  of  Liberty. 

Heard  ye  the  Patriot's  awful  voice  1 — 
"  Proud  Victor !  iii  thy  fame  rejoice ! 
Hast  thou  not  seen  thy  bre^tten  slain, 
The  harvest  of  thy  battle  plain. 
And  bathed  thy  sword  in  blood,  whose  epot 
Btemi^  shall  cancel  not  1 
Rqoice ! — with  sonnda  of  wild  liunent, 
O'er  her  dark  heaths  and  mountains  spnt 
With  dying  moan,  and  dirge's  wail. 
Thy  ravaged  country  bids  thee  hail ! 

Rejoice! — while  ""  '— "1*=- ^— ■ 

From  England'j 

'    '   ■  -  ■ '  jtioral  tna 

e  hath  fou^,„.  .„^ 


Rejoice! — whfliC  yet  eudtine  cries 
From  England's conanraioghost  axis 
And  strains  of  charal  triomph  tell. 


ittji'd  chieis  her  dauditeia  monra. 

And  not  a  breeze,  but  walls  the  sound 
Of  wailing  through  the  land  around. 
Yet  deem  not  thou,  tiU  liie  depart, 
High  hope  shall  leave  the  patnot's  heart ; 
Or  coinage  to  the  stoim  inured. 
Or  stem  resolve  by  woes  matured, 
Oppose,  to  Pate's  severest  hoar, 
'  -js  thannnconquerablepowe-' 


And  wo  to  him  whose  might  would  daro 
The  energies  of  thy  despau' ! 
No ! — when  thy  diain,  O  Brace !  is  cnsl, 
"'jrtl^land'seharter'dm         ■    ■■    ■ 


a  Liberty !" 


Then  in  my  yeilding 
The  glotious  taith  of 

"Wild  hopes!  o'er  ._  . 

With  naughty  lauah  the  Conqueror  crii 
(Yet  hia  daik  cheek  is  flusWd  with  shai 
And  his  eye  fill'd  with  troubled  flame  ;) 
"  Vain,  brief  illusjona !  doom'd  to  ily 
England's  red  path  of  victory ! 
Is  not  her  sword  nnmatch'd  in  might  1 


Wild  hopes !  o'er  dreamer's  mind  that  ri 
Ihliaugh 
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Far  hence,  'midBt  oilier  heollis  nnj  snows, 
Must  freedom's  fbolslep  now  repose. 
And  thou— in  lofty  dreams  elate, 
Enthudast !  sUive  no  more  with  Fate  ! 
'Tia  vain — the  land  is  lost  mid  won — 
Sheathed  be  the  aword — its  ta^  is  done. 
Where  are  the  chiefe  that  stood  with  thee. 
First  in  itie  battles  of  (he  free  1 
The  firm  in  heart,  iu  spirit  high  ?— 
Thev  sought  yon  fatal  field  to  die. 
Each  step  of  Edward's  conquering  hoat 
llalh  left  a  grave  on  Scotland's  coast." 

"Vassal  of  England, yea!  agrave 
Wlieie  deep  ihe  Tailliful  and  the  heave ; 
And  who  the  ^ory  would  resign. 
Of  death  like  taeiia,  for  life  like  Uiine  1 
They  Hliurjwr— and  the  stranger's  tread 
May  spurn  thy  country's  nohle  dead  ; 
yet,  on  the  land  they  ioved  so  well 
Still  shall  their  burnmg  spirit  dwell. 
Their  deeds  shall  hallow  mmslrel's  thenw, 

ITieir  names  bo  inapitation'fl  breath, 
Kindluig  hish  hope  and  scorn  of  deatli, 
'Till  burels,  unmortal  ftom  the  tomb. 
The  flame  that  shall  avenge  their  doom '. 
This  is  no  land  for  chains — away ! 
O'er  softer  dunes  let  tyrants  sway  ; 
iTiiiik'at  thou  the  momitain  and  the  storm 
Their  hardy  sons  for  bondage  form  1 
Doth  our  stem  wintry  blast  instil 
Submiesion  lo  a  deapot'fl  will  1 
No  1  we  were  cast  in  other  mould 
Than  thehs  by  lawless  power  controll'd  ; 
The  nurture  of  our  hitter  sky 
Calls  fordi  resisting  energy. 
And  the  wild  fastnesas  are  ours. 
The  rocifs  with  their  eternal  towers ; 
The  soul  to  struggle  and  to  date, 
Is  mingled  with  our  northern  air. 
And  dust  beneath  our  soil  is  lying 
Of  those  wlio  died  for  feme  undying. 
TtBEd'st  ^on  that  soil !  and  can  it  be, 
No  lofiler  thou^t  is  Tocaed  in  thee  7 
Do^i  no  hig^  deling  proudly  sCsJt 
From  alnmEer  in  tbme  hunost  heart  I 
No  secret  voice  thy  boaom  thrill, 
For  thine  own  Scotland  pleadmg  still  I 
Oh!  wake  thee  yel-^iidignant,  claim 
A  nobler  fete,  a  purer  fiime. 


t_~.(.HH^lc 


Ii  thy  fetters  riven. 

And  take  thine  oiie™  crown  ftom  Heaven. 


Wake '.  in  timt  high  inmestit 
May  the  dstk  past  l>e  all  Ibrgot  ;■ 
And  Sco^and  shall  forgive  tie  lield 


Where,  with  her  blood,  Ihy  shame  w 

E'en  I— though  on  that  fetal  plain 

Lies  my  heatfa  brother  with  the  sloin ; 

Though  reft  of  hia  heroic  worth, 

My  epuit  dwells  alone  on  earth  i 

Am  when  all  other  grief  ia  past, 

Must  thi)  be  cheilEl^  to  the  last — 

Wm  lead  6ij  tiattles,  guard  thy  throne. 

With  iiiith  unspotted  as  his  own, 

Not  in  thy  noon  of  fiuna  recall. 

Whose  waa  the  guilt  that  wrought  his  M." 

Still  dost  thou  hear  in  stem  disdain  1 
Are  freedom's  warning  accents  vainl 
No !  royal  Bruce !  within  thy  breast 
Waltcs  each  high  thought,  too  long  suppreaa'dL 
And  thy  heart's  noblest  feelings  live, 
Blent  in  that  snpphant  word — ''  For^ye !" 
"  Forgise  the  wron^  lo  Scotland  done ! 
Wallace !  thy  fairest  palm  is  w  Ji ; 
And,  kindling  at  m;  cotintiy  n  hrine, 
My  soul  hath  caught  a  apark  trom  thine. 
Oh!  deem  not  in  the  proudest  hour 
Of  tiiomph  and  eiulting  power — 
Deem  not  the  light  of  peace  could  find 
A  L J.I.; tronbled  mind. 


Knawa  bat  to  Him  whose  dance  cau  Uace 

Thought  to  its  deepest  dwelling-ulace  1 

— "Tis  past— and  on  my  naUve  Bhore 

I  (read,  a  tebel  bob  no  more. 

Too  blest,  if  yet  my  lot  may  be. 

In  glory's  path  to  follow  thee  ; 

If  tears,  by  late  repenlance  poui'd 

May  lave  the  blooti-Btaina  from  mv  BWOrd  !* 

Far  other  tears.  0  Wallace !  rise 

From  the  heart's  ibuntain  to  ^ine  eyes ; 

Bn^t,  holv,  and  nncheck'd  they  epritut, 

Wme  thy  voice  felleis,  "  Hail  I  my  &g! 

Be  ever  ■wrong,  by  memory  traced. 

In  -UiiB  full  tide  of  joy  effiioed ; 

Hail !  and  rf  ioioe  f-^hy  race  shall  claim 

A  heritage  of  deathless  fame, 

And  Scodand  shall  arise  at  length. 

Majestic  in  triumphant  sti-ength. 
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An  eagle  of  the  luck,  that  won 

A  way  thraugh  tempesls  to  llie  sun ! 

Nor  scom  the  vMona  mildly  grand 

The  prophet-spirit  of  liiy  land : 

By  torrent-wave,  in  desert  vast. 

Those  visions  o'er  my  thought  Iihyb  paiEs'd  i 

Where  mountain  vapora  darkly  toll. 

That  spirit  hath  posses^ d  my  sonl ; 

And  shadowy  forma  have  met  mine  eye. 

The  beings  of  futurity ; 

And  a  deep  voice  of  years  to  be, 

Hath  told  that  Scotland  shall  be  free '. 

He  comes!  eiult,  thou  Sire  of  Kin^l 

From  thee  the  chiefs  th'  avenger  spnnga ! 

Far  tf  er  the  land  he  comes  to  eove, 

HiB  banners  in  Uieir  dory  wave. 

And  Albyn's  thousaod  mirps  aWake 

On  hill  and  heath,  by  stream  and  lake, 

To  swell  tiie  Btrainaj  that  &r  nrcmnd 

Bid  the  prond  name  of  Bruce  tBaonnd  I 

And  I— trat  wherefore  now  recall 

The  whisper'd  omens  of  my  M  i 

They  come  not  in  mysterious  gloom — 

Theie  ia  no  bondaes  in  the  tomb  t 

O'er  the  soul's  world  no  wrant  reigns, 

And  earth  alone  for  man Tiath  chams ! 

What  though  1  perish  ere  the  hour 

When  Scotland's  vengeance  wakea  in  powerT 

If  abed  for  her  my  blood  shall  stain 

The  field  or  acafiold  not  in  vain : 

TiH  vninp  to  eBbrls  more  sublime 

ie  the  spiiit  of  her  clime ; 


An  thou  forgot  1  and  hath  thy  worth 
Without  its  gloiy  pass'd  from  earth! 
Rest  with  the  brave,  wlwiae  names  belong 
To  the  high  sanctity  of  song, 
Charter'd  our  reverence  to  control. 
And  traced  in  autibeama  on  the  sohI, 
Thine,  Wallace !  while  the  heart  hoth  still 
One  pulse  a  genei-oiia  thought  can  thrill — 
While  voulh'E  wann  leaia  are  yet  the  mi;ed 
Of  martyr's  death,  or  hera's  deed. 


Thydi 

Thy  memory  speaks  in  10 , 

Thy  step  hath  nallow'd  rock  and'Cave, 
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And  cold  the  wandei'cr'a  heatl  must  be, 
Thai  holds  no  converse  there  with  thee ! 
Yet,  Scotland '.  to  thy  chompion's  ahndB, 
Still  are  thy  matefiil  riles  delay'd ; 
From  lands  m  old  renown,  o'6tq)ieiid 
With  proud  nieraoriijs  of  the  dedd. 
The  irophied  urn,  tlie  breathing  bust. 
The  pillar  guaidinfi;  noble  dust. 
The  shrine  wheie  art  and  genius  high 
Ha™  labored  for  etemitjr — 
The  stranger  cornea — hia  eye  exploreti 
The  wilds  of  thy  raaieotic  ahores. 
Yet  vainly  Eeeke  one  votive  stone, 
Raiaed  to  the  hero  all  thine  own. 

Land  of  bri^t  deada  and  minslrel-lora  f 
Withhold  that  guerdon  now  no  more. 
On  Boms  bold  ^ght  of  awM  Ibnn, 
Stem  eyrie  of  the  cloud  and  storm, 
SubHinely  mingling  with  the  skies. 
Bid  Ihe  proad  Cenotaph  arise  ; 
Not  to  record  the  name  thot  thrills 
Thy  soul,  ihe  watch- woi-d  of  thy  hills ; 
Not  to  assert,  with  needleas  olaim. 
The  bright  /iH-  ever  of  its  fame ; 
But  in  the  ages  yet  untold, 
When  ours  fliall  be  tlie  days  of  old, 
To  rouse  liigh  hearts  and  speak  thy  pride 
In  him,  for  thee  who  lived  and  died. 


These  vernes  were  thus  eriiically  nollted  slibe  time  of  i«ilillcn 
Uon:— 

tic  peisDU  EJEDiftel  Ks  intention  of  giving  ilOOO  HiwarilB  Ihe  erec- 
lioii  of  a  monument  to  Bit  William  WaLlaia  At  tha  snoie  (line  ha 
proposed  a  prize  of  £50  to  the  bMl  poem  on  the  fiillowlng  au%cl : 
'  Tlie  meeting  of  Wallace  and  Brace  on  the  Buihd  of  Die  IJarran.' 
The  prize  \ias  inleiy  adlnilgad  to  Urn.  HeiaanB,  tnhose  poelioal 
jgniua  has  been  filrKomojeBn  well  known  to  the  piiWic  *  • 
When  we  mentioned  in  the  lent,  tliat  lUra.  Hemaoa  had  aiithorl!«i1 

is  needOns  to  eay  with  what  enthnniasra  the  prc^oeol  of  reariing  il 
aloni!  was  received  oq  all  sides ;  and  at  in  conclualon  thunders  of 
niplanse  crowned  tlie  genlue  of  ihe  ftir  poel.  ScoUand  has  tier 
SaiUle— Ireland  her  TIghe— England  liet  Bemans."— BlBcADwI'f 
.A&0jazns4,  voh  v.,  Bept.  181B. 

*'Mtb. HemanA  so  soon  again t — and  with  a  pdiu  In  her  hand ^ 
We  welcoms  her  eordlally,  and  rejoice  to  Had  the  bigii  onlnion  of 
her  genlni  which  we  lately  ezivessed  so  unequivocally  cooTiEmed. 

"  On  Uiia  animating  tlieme  (the  meeting  of  Wallace  and  Rnice,) 
severe  of  Ihe  oompoBWrs,  we  nndersiand,  were  of  the  other  side  ol 
■    ~        '        ■       nstaate,  WB  leora,  which  was  linown  itom  the 
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or  a  poem  on  e.  anhjct  Bnraly.  proudly  acolUsh,  hss  been  adjiiilg 
in  English  «ndldaU,*ls  a  prbof  at  once  u(  tiie  peribot  Alroe 
he  Bwsri,  Bsd  rf  the  meril  oT  tha  poem.  It  fatlher  dsmgnEl 
ho  dtsnppoBrenM  of  those  JBalourfas,  wMch,  ngl  a  hundred  ■ 
igo,  woaii  hsTfl  denisd  to  anch  a  candldatB  sny  thing  like  c 

Willi  ft  native— irwB  can  BuppcBe  any  post  In  Ihe  south 

-" Ifeceiq  any  other 


rasnii^  of  nuUng  Eba  Irlsl,  oi  liewlng  Wf 
lian  thfttof.ansnemv,  and  a  retiBl  against  th 
f  Ei^and.    Wa  dollght  In  oyarf  glsam 


natloDB  alikfl,  and  ripens  ysl 

and  lyinpalli;  which  tdnd  Ihem  tugsthec  in 
Kd-aiiirgli  JObalMn  /{(Pi™,  vol.  11. 
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in  llie  JfisMi-ia  de  ins  Gaerras  Civile!  ds  Oratwdii.  Tliey  eccurred 
m  the  leign  of  Abo  Abila]l.  or  Ahdali.  Iha  laat  Monristi  king  of 
Ihal  dly,  called  by  Ihe  Spaiusids  EI  Hey  Chlco.  The  conqnoal  of 
Sraoada,  by  Ferdinand  and  Isabella,  Ib  eaid  Iiy  come  hlslorkuis  to 
bats  been  gtmiily  &i^ta.tad  by  the  AbsocsRagen,  whose  de&cllon 
was  ths  nsult  at  Ihe  ropBatod  tnjnrlM  Ihey  bud  reOBivefl  from  the 
Mng.  at  the  liul^atlon  of  the  ZegtlB.    One  of  the  most  beaoUful 


Lonely  and  Btil!  ats  now  thy  nmriile  halls, 

Thou  fair  Alhsmbta !  there  the  feast  ia  o'er 
And  with  the  muttnur  of  thy  fovuilain-fiills, 


Unheeded  there  the  flowering  myrtle  blowH, 
Through  tall  ai-oades  uiimark'a  ihe  sunbeam  smiles, 

Aiid  many  o  tint  of  aoflen'd  brilliance  throws 
O'er  &etled  walls  and  Bliining  peristylea. 
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Through  the  light  domes  andgracejul  colonnades. 

Far  other  tones  have  awell'd  those  conrta  along. 
In  days  romance  yet  fondly  loves  to  trace  ; 

The  tlaah  of  aims,  the  voice  of  choral  song, 
ilie  revels,  combala,  of  a  vanisli'd  race. 

And  yet  awhile,  at  Fancy's  potent  call. 
Shall  rise  that  race,  the  chtvajioua,  toe  bold ; 

Peopling  onee  more  each  fan-,  fbraaken  halh 
Vi  ith  oiately  forms,  the  knighte  and  chiefe  of  old. 

— The  sun  deelinea — upon  Nevada's  height 
Theie  dwells  a  mellow  ffuah  of  rosy  light ; 
Eich  BOiring  pinnacle  of  mountain  snow 
SmilcB  in  the  richnefs  of  that  parting  glow 
A  id  Darro'H  wave  reflecfa  each  pissing  dye 
That  melts  and  mingles  in  tli'  empurpled  sky. 
f\-agraQce,  eshaled  from  roee  and  citron  bower. 
Blends  with  Ihe  dewy  freahnefa  of  the  hour ; 
Hnsh  d  are  the  winds,  and  Nature  seems  lo  sleep 
In  hsht  and  stillness ;  wood,  and  tower,  and  steep. 
Are  dyed  with  tints  of  glory,  only  giiren 
To  the  nch  evening  of  a  southern  heaven : 
Tinle  of  the  sun,  whose  bright  &rewell  is  ftaught 
U  ith  all  that  art  hath  dreamt,  but  never  caught. 
— Yea  Nature  sleeps ;  but  not  with  her  at  rrat 
The  Sen  passions  of  the  human,  breast. 
Hark  '  from  lh'  AJbambra'a  towers  what  stormy  sotrnd, 
Each  moment  deepening,  ^Idlr  swells  amnnd  i 
^  hose  are  no  ttmiults  ofo  fealal  throng, 
Not  the  bght  lambra,'  nor  the  choral  song : 
The  comlSl  ra^s — 'tis  the  shout  of  vrar, 
T]s  the  loud  clash  of  shield  and  seymitar. 
Wilhm  tlie  hall  of  Liona,=  where  the  ray 


OF  eve,  yet  lingering,  on  the  fbnntiun  blaze ; 
There,  girl  and  guarded  by  his  ZegA  bands, 
And  stem  in  wrath,  the  Moorish  monarch  elands : 
—swords  around  him 
there  contend  the  bn 
Jtura  the  hattle-cry, 
!  let  the  tyrant  die  1  ■ 
nd  prevailing  still, 
the  fierce  avengers  fil 

jf  that  gallaftt  train, 
Bt,  charging  ne'er  in 
•e  glanomg  oright, 
ith  a  fielder  liQit, 


re  the  strife  centres— swords  around  hi 

There  bleed  the  fallen,  there  contend  the  brave. 
While  eLhoing  domes  return  the  hattle-cry, 
e  and  freedom !  let  the  tyrant  die  1 " 


is  led  hand  Uie  sabre  gl 

His  dark  eye  flashing  with  a -.ti— , 

Ardent,  untlred,  Bcarcs  conscious  that  ne  bleeds, 
His  Aben-Zurrahs'  there  young  Hamel  leads ; 
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V«B,  trace  the  foolstepa  of  the  watriot's  wrath, 
By  helm  and  coislet  sha.ttei-'d  in  his  path ; 
And  by  the  tiuckest  harvest  of  the  Koin, 
And  by  die  mnrble'B  deepest  crimson  E(am : 
Search  through  the  aeiried  fight,  where  loudest  c 
From  triumph,  anguish,  or  despair,  arise ; 
And  brightest  where  the  shivering  falchions  glert 
And  where  the  ground  is  reddest — he  is  there. 
Ves,  tiiat  young  arm,  amidst  the  Zegrl  host. 


In  ail  the  glow  nod  eurisbme  of  theii:  lame, 
And  proudly  smiling  as  the  death-pana  cs"ip 
Ohl  had  li^y  tkris  expired,  a  waitiorle  te 


Kid  flowed,  almost  in  ttiumph,  o'er  their  bier. 
Foi'  thus  alone  the  brave  should  weep  lor  those 
Who  bristly  para  in  glory  lo  repose. 
— Not  such  fliair  fete — a  tyrant's  stem  command 
Doom'd  ^em  to  fell  by  some  ignoble  hand. 
As,  widi  the  flower  of  all  theirhigh-bom  race, 
Sutnmon'd  Abdallah's  royal  least  to  grace, 
Feaiiess  in  heart,  no  dream  of  danger  nigh. 
They  Bought  the  banquetfs  gilded  hall— to  die. 
Betray'd,  unarm'd,  they  felF-the  fountain  wave 
Flowed  crimson  with  the  Ufe-blood  of  the  brave. 
Till  fer  the  {earful  tiding  of  theit  fete 
Through  the  wide  city  rung  from  gate  to  gate, 
And  of  that  Uiieage  each  surviving  son 
Rush'd  to  the  scene  where  vengeance  might  be  woi 


UrgiiM_his  followers,  tiB  their  foes,  beset. 
Stand  Mint  and  breathless,  but  undaunted  yet. 
Brave  Abeu-ZmTahs,  on '.  one  eflbrt  more, 
yours  is  Ihe  triomph,  and  the  conflict  o'er. 

But,  !o '.  descending  o'er  the  darken'd  hall. 
The  twilieht-shadows  fast  and  deeply  fall. 
Nor  yet  the  strife  hath  ceased— though  scarce  they  know, 
Through  that  thick  gloom,  the  brother  from  the  foe ; 
Till  the  moon  rises  wi^  het  cloudless  ray. 
The  peaceful  moon,  and  gives  them  light  to  slay. 
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He  lies  not  number'tl  with  the  valiant  dead, 
Hia  otwmpionB  round  him  have  not  yainly  hied  ; 
But  when  die  twilight  spread  her  shadowy  veil. 
And  bis  i^t  warriors  fonnd  each  effort  &il. 
In  wild  despair  he  fled — a  trnsled  few 
Endred  in  orimo,  are  atill  in  danger  true ; 
And  o'er  Che  Boene  of  many  a  marfial  deed, 
Tlie  Vega'^  green  eipanse,  bia  flying  footsteps  lead. 
He  pnss'd  th'  Alhambra's  calm,  and  lovely  bowers. 
Where  slept  the  gUslerang  leaves  and  folded  flowers 
In  dew  and  starlij^t — thwe,  from  grot  and  cave, 
Guah'd,  in  wild  music,  many  a  sparkling  wave ; 
There,  on  each  breeze,  the  breath  of  fragrance  rose, 
And  all  wsa  &eshuese,  beaaty,  and  repose. 

But  thou,  dark  monarch !  in  thy  bosom  reign 
Sloims  chat,  once  roaaed,  shall  never  sleep  again. 
Oh !  vaiily  bright  is  Nature  in  the  course 
Of  him  who  flies  from  (error  or  remorse ! 
A  Bpell  is  round  him  which  obaourra  her  bloom, 
And  dims  her  diiea  with  shadowa  of  the  tomb ; 
There  smQes  no  Paisdise  on  earth  so  Mr, 
But  guilt  will  raise  avenging  phantoms  there, 
Abdallah  heeds  not,  Plough.  Ilie  li^t  gale  roves 
Fraught  wifli  rich  odor,  scoLen  frimi  orange-groves ; 
Hears  not  the  sounds  m>m  wood  and  brook  that  rise. 
Wild  notes  rf  Nature's  veaper-melodies ; 
MarlfS  not  how  lovely,  on  ilie  mountain'H  head. 
Moonlight  and  mow  their  mingling  lustre  spread  ; 
But  urges  onward,  till  his  weai7  band, 
Worn  with  their  toil,  a  moment's  pause  demand. 
He  stops,  and  turning,  on  Granada's  Iknea 
Inalenoe  gazing,  fix'd  awhile  r '— 


But  waft,  in  fitful  mnrmnrs,  fiom  ^, 

Sounds,  indistincdy  fearfid,— «s  of  war. 

What  meteor  bmsts,  with  sttdden  jilaze,  on  high, 

O'er  the  bke  clearness  of  the  at&Try  sky  t 

Awfiil  it  rises,  like  some  GeDie-ibnu, 

Serai  'midst  the  redness  of  tbe  desert  slorm,^ 

Magjiificently 'dread — above,  below. 

Spreads  the  wild  splendor  of  its  deepenmg  glow. 

Lo !  from  th*  Alhambra'a  toweta  the  vivif  glare 

Streams  through  tha  still  tranaparence  of  the  air, 

Avengmg  crowds  have  lit  the  mighty  pyre. 

Which  feeds  that  waving  pyiamid  of  fire : 

And  dome  and  minaret,  nver,  wood,  and  height. 

From  dim  perspective  start  to  ruddy  lighL 
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For  life — euch  iife  H3  malcea  it  blias  to  die ! 
On  f  on  green  height,  die  moBque,  but  half  reTeal'd 
Thrau^  cypTGGB-gToves,  a  eafe  retieat  ma;  yield. 
Thilber  Ma  ateps  are  bent — yet  olt  be  tninB, 
WBtching  that  fearful  beocon  as  it  bums. 
But  paler  grow  the  smkiug  flames  at  last, 
Clickermg  thcf  ^e,  their  ciimEon  light  is  past ; 
And  spiiy  vaporB,  rising  o'er  the  scene, 
Mark  where  the  terrora  of  their  wialh  have  been. 
And  iKiw  his  feet  have  reacli'd  thai  lonely  pile, 
Where  grief  and  terror  may  repose  awnile  ; 
Embower'd  it  stands,  'midst  wood  tmd  diffoa  high. 
Through  the  grey  rooks,  a  torrent  sparlding  nigh ; 
He  hfiik  the  scene  where  eveiy  care  ehould  cease, 
And  all — except  the  heart  he  brings — is  peace. 

There  is  deep  stiUness  in  those  hsllB  of  slate 
Where  the  loud  eriee  of  eonfliol  rang  so  late  j 
Stilliteaa  Uke  that,  when  fierce  the  Kanisin'e  blnat 
liatb  o'er  the  dwellings  of  the  desert  para'd," 
fearful  the  ealm— nor  voice;  nor  step,  nor  breath, 
Distuibs  that  scene  of  beauty  and  of  death : 
Thoae  vaulted  roo&  re-echo  not  a  sound, 
Save  the  wild  gu^  of  waters— murmuring  round, 
Xq  ceeslesfl  malodieB  of  plaintive  tone. 
Through  i^ianibers  peopled  by  the  dead  alone. 
O'er  the  mosaic  fiooia,  with  carnage  red, 
Breostplats,  ami  shield,  and  cloven  helm  are  spread 
In  mingled  &agmentB--glinering  to  the  light 


Of  yon  still  moon,  whose  raya,  yet  sofily  foighl, 
Tlieh:  atresming  lustre  treraulooaly  shed. 
And  smile,  in  plaoid  beauty,  o'er 


O'er  features,  where  the  fieiy  spirit's  trace 
E'en  death  itself  k  powerlefB  to  eiiace  ; 
Cer  those,  who,  flush'd  with  ardent  youth,  awoke. 
When  glowing  mom  in  bloom  end  radiance  broke. 
Nor  dreamt  how  near  the  dark  and  frozen  sleep. 
Which  beats  not  Glory  call,  nor  Anguish  weep ; 
In  the  low  silent  house,  the  narrow  spot. 
Home  of  fbrgetfulness— end  soon  forgot. 

But  slowly  fiide  die  stars — the  night  is  o'er — 
Mom  beams  on  those  who  hail  her  light  no  more ', 
Sliunberera  who  ne'er  shall  wake  on  earth  again. 
Mourners,  who  call  the  loved,  the  lost,  in  vam. 
Yet  smiles  tlie  day — oh  I  not  for  mortal  tear 
Doth  nature  daviate  from  her  calm  career ; 
Nor  is  the  earth  less  laughing  or  less  fair. 
Though  breaking  hearts  ner  gladneeB  may  not  share. 
t>er  the  cold  urn  the  beam  ofaunmier  glows, 
Cer  fialds  of  blood  the  aephyr  fresWy  blows ; 
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Bnaht  shines  the  buo,  (hough  all  be  dark  below, 
Aua  skiee  arch  cloudless  o'er  a  world  of  woe, 
A.\id  flowera  renew'd  in  spring's  green  pathway  b 
AUke  to  grace  the  banquet  luid  the  tomb. 

Within  Granada's  waJIs  the  fiineral-rite 
Aliunde  that  day  of  loveliness  and  light; 
And  many  a  chief,  with  dirges  and  wllh  tears, 
la  gathered  to  the  brave  of  otiier  yeara : 
And  Hamet,  as  beneath  the  cypress-shade 
His  martyr"!!  brother  and  his  sne  are  laid, 
Feels  eveiy  deep  resolye,  and  burning  thought 
Of  ampler  vengeance,  e'en  to  passion  wrought  ] 
Yet  is  lie  hour  afar — and  he  must  brood 
O'er  ^oee  darit  dieama  awhile  in  solitude. 
Tumuli  and  rage  are  buah'd — another  day 
[n  edll  solemnity  hath  pasa'd  away, 
ill  that  deep  slumber  of  exhansled  wrath, 
The  calm  that  follows  in  the  tempest's  path. 

And  Abdallal  1 -a  ea  yon  pp  ceHilisne, 

Hi    -a     _   1  an 

No   on  T    f        1  1  d 

No   pi      I  1 


net  ' 


iumbe    n  tb  the  dead 


In  yo    1  s  n      1  gla  ce  of  scarce  di'iscmbled  rage. 
And  the  pale  me    of  calmly  moumlid  a^  , 
May  well  be  read  a  dark  aria  fearful  tale 
Of  thought  that  ai  th'  irulienant  heart  can  veil, 


:e  the  clarion,  from  Granada's  walls, 


Silence  and  doom  her  palaces  o'erspiead. 
And  Bongiahush'd,  and  pageantry  is  fled 
—Weep,  lilted  city !  o'er  thy  heioea  weep- 
Low  in  the  drat  the  sons  of  glory  sleep ! 
Furl'd  are  their  banners  in  the  lonely  ball, 
Their  trophied  shields  hang  mouldering  on  the  vaX 
Wildly  their  chargeis  range  the  pastures  o'er. 
Their  vo' «  in  battle  Bhalfbe  heard  no  more  j 
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And  ttiey,  who  Btill  thy  tyrant's  wrafh  eanive. 
Whom  he  hath  wrontfd  loo  deeply  to  forgive. 
That  race,  of  Uneage  high,  of  worth  approved, 
The  ohivalronB,  the  princelj-,  the  beloved— 
Thine  Aben-Znirahs— they  no  more  shall  wield 
in  lliy  prond  cause  the  oongnering  lance  nnd  shield : 
Comfcrnn'd  to  bid  the  cherish'd  scenes  ferewell 
Where  the  loYed  aahes  of  theii  fotheis  dwell. 
And  tar  o'er  foreign  plains,  ob  exilra,  roain. 
Their  laud  the  deaert,  and  the  grave  their  home. 
Yet  there  ia  one  Ehall  see  that  race  depart, 
la  deep,  though  silent,  agony  of  heart : 
One  wlioee  dark  6te  must  be  to  mourn  alone. 
Unseen  her  sorrows,  and  feir  cause  imknown. 
And  veil  her  heart,  and  teach  her  ciieek  to  wear 
That  smile  m  which  the  spirit  hath  no  share ; 
Like  llie  bright  beams  that  rfied  thdt  ftuilless  glow 
O'er  tlie  cold  solitude  of  Alphie  snow. 


le  ia  deeply,  secittiy  ei 
That  nan-™  ■-'"  "'-■'"  0"-°^ 

And  yet  not  heis  in  bittemeEa  to  prove 
The  sleepless  pangs  of  unrequited  love ; 
Panos,  which  the  rose  of  wasted  yontli  consul 
And  make  the  heart  of  all  delight  the  tomb, 
Cbeok  the  fi'ee  spirit  in  ita  eagle-flight. 
And  the  Bpiing-mom  of  early  genius  blight ; 
Nor  such  her  grief— though  now  she  wakes  to 
While  tearless  eyes  enjoy  the  hooey-deivs  of  e 


Doth  her  young  heto  seek  that  well-known  spot, 
Scene  of  past  hours  that  ne'er  may  be  ibigot  i 
'Tia  he — but  changed  that  eye,  whose  glance  of  fir 
Could,  lilte  a  sunbeam,  hope  and  joy  inspu-e. 
As,  InminouB  with  youth,  ^tith  ardor  fraught. 
It  spoke  of  glory  to  the  inmoat  thought ; 
Thence  the  brieht  Bpirifs  eloquence  liath  fled, 
And  in  its  wildexpresoon  may  be  read 
Stem  thoughts  and  fierce  reaoma — now  vell'd  in  si 
And  now  in  characteia  of  fire  porttay'd. 
Changede'enhiBVoiee— as  thus  its  mournful  tone 
Wakes  in  her  heart  each  feeling  of  his  own. 


And  the  wrong'd  exile  shall  b* 
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farfiom  tlie  acenea  where  slill  his  heart  raus 
His  home  of  yonlh,  and,  moie  ihan  all— £  ini 

Oh'  what  s  clDnd  hath  gathei-'-'  -' '- 

Sincp  last  w-  —'  "■  *'■"  ''---  * 

Lovely  aa  iJi     , 

Ancf  not  a  rase  liath  &ded  &om  thy  bower  ; 

y  hopes  the  tempest  halli  o'erthrown, 


1 1  me  the  glories  ofrnj 

The  eiile  Mth  no  eoautry  to  defend ! 

E  en  m  life's  mom,  my  dreams  of  pride  are  o'er. 

i  oath  a  boinenl  spirit  wakes  for  me  no  more. 

And  one  wild  teeling  in  my  alter'd  breast 

Broods  darkly  o'er  the  rains  of  the  rest. 

yet  fear  not  thou — to  thee,  in  good  or  ill. 

The  heart,  so  sternly  tried,  is  laithfal  still ! 

B  t  when  niy  steps  are  distant,  and  my  name 

Then  hears'l  no  longer  in  the  song  of  feme, 

Wlien  Time  steals  on,  in  silence  to  eftace 

Of  early  love  each  pure  and  snored  trace, 

Causing  oar  sorrows  and  our  hopes  to  seem 

ButnsthQ  moonUaht  pictures  of  a  dream.— 

Still  shall  thy  soulbe  with  me,  in  the  truth 

And  all  the  fervor  of  aflection's  youth  ? 

If  such  ihv  Jove,  one  beam  of  heaven  sliallplny 

In  lonely  beauty,  o'er  Ihy  wanderer's  vmy. 

Aaknot,  ifsuoh  my  love!    Oh!  trust  the minil 
To  gnef  Eo  lone,  so  silKDtiy  resign'd ! 
Let  the  light  spirit,  ne'er  by  sorrow  taught 
The  pure  andloftr  oonBtancy  of  thought, 
lis  fleeting  trials  eagerlo  fbi^t 
Rise  with  eiiiBtio  povfer  o'er  each  regret ! 
Foater'd  in  (ears,  otir  young  affection  grew. 
And  I  have  leam'd  to  saffer  and  be  true. 
Deem  not  my  love  a  frail,  ephemeral  flower, 
Nureed  by  soft  sundiine  and  the  balmy  shower ; 
No     tis  5ie  child  of  tempests  and  defies, 
Andmeet&unchaneed,  the  anger  of  ihe  skies! 
T™  well  I  feel,  with  grief's  prophetic  heart, 
That  ne'er  to  meet  in  happier  days,  we  part. 
We  part  I  end  e'en  this  agonizing  hour, 
When  love  first  feels  hia  own  o'erwhebiing  power 
Sbali  soon  to  Memory's  iiied  and  learfiil  eye 
taeem  almost  happiness— for  thou  wert  nigh ! 
Yes '  when  this  heart  in  solitude  ahsU  bleed. 
As  days  to  days  all  wearily  succeed. 
When  doom'cl  to  weep  in  loneliness,  'twill  be 
A.  miffit  like  rapture  to  have  wept  with  thee. 
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All  thai  of  joy  my  blighted  lot  can  know. 
Oh!  be  iiousliirihehish-Bourd  and  the  brave. 
To  whom  my  first  and  londeal  vowa  I  gav^ 
In  thy  proud  feme's  unlainished  besuly  Btill 
The  lofty  Vienna  of  my  youth  fiilfil, 
So  shall  It  soothe  me,  midat  my  heart's  deapnir, 
Tohold  ondimm'd  one  glorious  image  diere  !" 

"  Zayda,  my  beat-beloved  !  my  worda  too  well, 
Too  soon,  thy  blight  illu^one  mnst  dispel ; 
Yet  must  my  souUo  thee  unveil'd  be  shown, 
And  all  its  dreams  and  all  its  paf^ona  known. 
Thou  ahftll  not  be  deceiTed— for  pure  as  heaven 
Ta  thy  young  love,  in  ftuth  and  fervor  given. 
I  said  my  heart  wbs  ohansed — and  would  thy  thoiigl 
Explore  the  ruin  bv  thy  kindred  wrought, 
In  feircT  trace  the  land  whose  toweiB  and  &nes, 
GruBh'd  by  the  earthquake  strew  its  ravaged  plnina, 
And  snoh  that  heart — where  desolation  s  nand 
Hath  bbghted  all  that  once  ing  hir  or  grind  ' 
But  Vengeano"  F     1  iii  n  bor  1 1    iii>-throne 
Sits, 'miSat  ill  ii         i         i   I   ili  lie 

Ancilm^tu, 

Eachsofki  r      i  in 

-Yes'  tht^j  I  I  I  II  lila,,uii[i':.l. 

Whoholddi     I      II    I  li    I     liiilliu^  aoul ; 

They,  the  beti  iwl  the  snnfiud  the  bravo 
Who  fill  a  blood  stam  d  and  nntimely  grave, 
Must  be  avenged '  and  pity  and  remorse, 
In  that  stem  causa,  are  banished  from  my  course. 
Zayda,  thou  tromblest — and  thy  gentle  tieast 
Shrinks  from  the  paadons  that  destroy  my  rest ; 
YetalKJlthy  farm,  in  many  a  stormy  hour, 
Pass  biwhlly  o'er  my  soul  with  softeiiim:  power. 
And,  oft  recall'd,  thy  voice  beguile  my  lot, 
Like  some  sweet  lay,  once  heard,  and  ne'er  forgot. 

■  But  the  ni^  wanes — the  hours  too  swiftly  fly, 
rhe  bitter  moment  of  farewell  draws  nigh ; 
Yet,  loved  one!  weep  not  thtia— in  joy  or  pain, 
Oh  I  trust  thy  Hamet,  we  shall  meet  agamT 
Yes,  we  shall  meet  I  and  haply  smile  ai  last 
On  all  the  clouds  and  conflicts  of  the  past. 
On  that  fair  vmon  teaeh  thy  thoughts  to  dwell. 
Nor  deem  these  mingling  teara  our  last  ferewell !" 

Is  the  TOice  hush'd,  whose  loved,  expressive  tone 
Thrill'd  to  her  heait — anfl  doth  she  weep  alone  T 
Alone  she  weeps ;  that  hour  of  parting  o'er. 
When  sliall  the  pang  it  leaves  be  felt  no  raore  t 
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The  K^lo  breathea  light,  and  fans  hiii-  bosom  fitir, 
Showering  ihe  dewy  roee-leaves  o'er  her  hair ; 
Bij  I  ne'er  Tor  lier  shall  dwdl  reYiTing  power, 
!n  balmy  dew,  eoft  breete,  or  frapant  flower. 
To  wake  once  mora  that  cakn,  eerejie  dshglit. 
The  soul's  youn^  bloom,  which  poasion'e  bieatb  i 
The  smiling  slilEieBS  of  life's  moming  hoar, 
3ro  yet  the  day-star  bnmE '~  ""  ■"' 


*e  dawns  the  earliest  blush  of  day, 
Bends  to  the  Tale  of  tomba  his  penaLve  way. 
Fair  is  Ihat  scene  where  palm  »nd  cyprras  wave 
On  high  o'er  many  an  ALben-Zurrari'E  grave. 
Ltub^'  and  fair,  its  fresh  and  gliltering  leaves, 
With  the  young  myifle  (here  the  laurel  weaves, 
To  canopy  the  dead — nor  wanting  there 
FIowej-3  to  the  turf,  nor  fragrance  to'  tbe  air, 
Nor  wood-bird'a  note,  nor  tell  of  plaintive  stream, 
Wild  music,  soothing  to  the  moorner'a  dream. 
There  sleep  die  cliirfa  of  old— their  oombata  o'er, 
Tivfi  voice  of  glory  Ihrilla  Iheir  hearts  no  mote. 
Unheard  by  them  th'  awakecing  clarion  blows  ; 
The  sons  of  war  at  longtb  in  peace  repose. 
No  martial  note  is  in  the  gale  diat  oghs. 
Where  prond  their  frophied  sEpnlchreH  sriae, 
'Mid  Eiunls,  Biul  ehode,  and  SoweYB  of  brightest  bloom, 
As,  in  his  uatire  vale,  some  shepherd'a  tomb. 

There,  where  the  trees  thoir  thickesl  folinge  spread 
Hark  o'er  that  silent  valley  of  the  dead  ; 
Where  two  fiiir  pillais  riae,  embower'd  nud  lone. 


Young  Hamet  kneels— while  thus  his  vi 


Not  yet  with  ivy  c 
Young  Hamet  km 

The  fearful  vows  l_ 

— "  Spirit  of  him,  who  first  within  my  mind 
Each  loKer  aim,  each  nobler  tlioudit  enshriniid, 
A.nd  tauebl  my  steps  the  line  of  light  to  trace, 
Lsft  by  the  glorious  &ehers  of  my  tdoo. 
Hear  thoa  my  voice— for  thine  is  with  me  atiU, 
In  every  dream  its  tones  mv  bosom  thrill, 
In  the  deep  eslm  of  midnight  they  are  near, 
'Mid  busy  throngs  [hey  vibrate  on  my  ear. 
Still  murmuring  '  vengeance  !'~-iior  m  vain  the  ca 
Few,  few  shall  triumph  in  a  hero's  M ! 
Colli  as  thme  own  W  gloty  and  to  feme. 
Within  my  heart  there  lives  one  only  aim  ; 
There,  till  th"  oppressor  for  thy  &te  atone, 
Concentring  eveiy  thought,  it  reigns  alone. 
i  will  not  weep — revenge,  not  grief,  must  be. 
And  blood,  not  teats,  an  oflering  meet  for  thee ; 
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THE  ACENCBHItAGE 


"  Tliou,  too,  my  brother  !  fhou  art  pasa'd  away. 
Without  uiy  tame,  in  life's  ftir-dawiiing  day, 
Son  of  the  brave!  of  ihee  no  traro  will  shine 
In  the  proud  annals  of  thy  loily  line  ; 
N  or  ehtdl  thy  deeds  be  deothless  in  &e  lays 
That  hold  conunnnion  with  the  Bfter-daya. 
Yet,  by  the  wieotha  thou  might's!  have  nobly  won, 
HadBt  thou  but  lived  till  rose  thy  noontide  eun  ; 
^  glory  lost,  I  swear  !  by  hope  befray'd, 
Thy  fete  shall  amply,  dearly,  be  lepsid  ; 
War  with  thy  foea  1  deem  a  holy  strife. 
And,  to  arenge  thy  deatii,  devote  my  life. 

"Hear  ve  my  V0W9,  0  spirits  of  the  alain! 
Hear,  and  be  with  me  on  the  battle-plain ! 
At  noon,  at  midnight,  still  aroand  me  bide. 
Rise  on  my  dreams.  aTid  tell  me  Low  ye  died !" 


CANTO    II. 


Fair  land !  of  cliivalrj'  tlie  old  domaui, 
Land  of  the  vine  and  olive,  lovely  Spain  ! 
Though  not  for  thea  with  cIsBBie  ahorea  to  vie 
m  ehorma  that  fii  Ih'  entbuaiaat'a  pensive  eye ; 
Yet  heat  thoa  scenes  of  beanty  richly  frauah: 
With  all  Ihal  wakes  (he  glow  of  lofty  thought ; 
FonntainR  and  valea,  and  rocks,  whose  aricient  n;ime 
Hjgh  deeda  have  raised  tommgle  wilh  theirfoiiie. 
Those  Bcenea  are  pe      fiil     w    th     '        11    -a 
WildapeadB       myrfl   wher  the   m        pose 
Noa      d  flw  la   o  Do  ro     h 

And  ba      ra  w  F  m  m 

But  wh  ,     m  tr    d 

Thyft  d 
Blest  btith 


Howtf^diosB  oefcsh  h 

Ofkng  tawh  R         s^ 

Oftam.rBn  w      ui    d 
First  of  4e  brave,  the  gallant  Campeador 


^tx^^lc^ 


Of  those,  the  fomed  in  song,  who  proudly  died 
When  "  Rio  Verde"  roU'd  a  ocunfloa  tide  ; 


,  ...  ..fromafar 

Ihat  Greeii  Vega  rose  the  din  of  wac. 
«.c  morn  or  eve  no  more  the  Bunbeaiiis  ahone 
O'er  a  calm  Hcene,  in  paaloral  beauty  lone ; 
On  hehn  aiid  corslet  tremulous  thejf  glanced, 
On  shield  and  spear  in  quivering  luslre  danced. 
Far  as  the  aght  by  cleat  Xenil  could  rove, 
Tents  rose  around,  and  harmers  glanced  abore. 
And  eteeda  in  surgeoiis  trappuigs,  armor  bright 
With  gold,  reflectmg  every  tmt  of  light, 
And  many  a  iloatmg  plume,  and  blazoti'd  shield, 
Diffiised  romantic  splendor  o'er  the  field. 

TheiB  swell  those  sounds  that  bid  tlie  life-blood  b 
Swifl;  to  the  manthng  cheek,  and  beating  heart. 
The  ctang  of  echoing  steel,  the  charger's  neigh. 
The  measured  tread  of  hosts  in  war's  array  ; 
Atid.oh!  that  music,  whose  esultmg  breath 
Spealfs  but  of  glory  on'the  road  to  death ; 
In  whose  wild  voice  there  dwells  inspiring  power 
To  wake  the Btormy joy  of  danger's  hour; 
To  nerve  the  aim,  the  spirit  to  sustain, 

f  ....  J J — J tt  in  pain  ; 

,f  the  stitfe, 
■e  than  life. 

High  o'er  the  camp,  in  many  a  broider'd  Ibid, 
Floats  to  the  wind  a  standard  rich  witb  gold : 
There,  imaged  on  the  oroa,  his  form  appears 
Who  drank  for  man  the  bitter  cup  of  tears." 
HU  form,  whose  word  recall'd  the  spirit  fled. 
Now  home  by  hosts  to  guide  them  o'er  the  dead ! 
O'er  yon  feir  walls  to  plant  the  cross  on  high, 
Spai;i  hatii  sent  foi-tli  her  flower  of  chivalry. 
Fired  v/ith  that  ardor  which,  in  days  of  yore. 
To  Syrian  plains  the  bold  crusaders  bore  ; 
Elate  with  lofty  hope,  with  martial  Eea\, 
They  come,  die  gallant  children  of  CasUle ; 
The  proud,  the  caJmly  dignified :— ^nd  there 


But  thou,  conspicuous  'midst  the  glitCring  so 
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Apostate 


Young  Aben-Zurmh!  "midst  that  host  of  foes. 
Why  mines  thy  helm,  thy  Mooryi  Innce !    DiBcloae . 
Why  rise  the  tents,  where  dwell  thy  kindred  train, 
O  son  of  Afiie,  "midst  the  sons  of  SpBin  1 
3t  thoa  widi  these  thy  nation's  fell  conspired, 
""""te  chief!  by  hope  of  veiigeanee  fired  ? 
__-t  thon  changed !    Still  firat  in  eyery  fight, 
.ja.uot,  the  Moor !  Caadie's  devoted  Imi^t ! 
There  dwells  a  fiery  lustre  io  thine  eye. 
But  Dot  the  light  that  shone  in  days  gone  by ; 
There  is  wild  ardor  in  thy  loot  and  lone. 
But  not  the  soul's  eiprcBBion  once  thine  own. 
Nor  augjil  Uke  peace  withm.    Yet  who  shall  eay 
What  aeeret  thonghts  thine  inmost  heart  may  sway  1 
No  eye  bat  Heaven's  may  pierce  that  curtain'd  breast. 
Whose  joys  and  giiefe  alike  are  uneipress'd. 


And,  rent  and  trampled,  b , , . , 

TeU  of  a  fierce  and  weU-conteBled  tield : 
Bui  all  is  peaceful  now— die  west  is  bright 
With  the  rich  splendor  of  departing  light ; 
Mi^hacen'a  peak,  half  lost  amidst  the  sity, 
Glows  like  a  purple  evening-cloud  on  high, 
And  tints,  that  mock  the  pencil's  art,  o'erspread 
Th'  eternal  snow  that  crowns  Veleta's  heod  j'^ 
While  the  warm  sunset  o'er  the  landsciyie- throws 
A  solemn  beauty,  and  a  deep  repose. 
Closed  are  ihe  toils  and  tumults  of  the  day, 
And  Hamet  wanders  from  the  camp  away. 
Jn  alent  mnMOgs  rapt :— the  slau^tet'd  wave 
Lie  thickly  strewn  by  Dnrro's  rippling  wave. 
Foil;  fell  the  dews— bat  otlier  drops  have  dyed 
The  scented  shrabs  that  fiinge  the  river  side, 
Beneath  whose  shade,  as  ebbing  lite  retired, 
The  wounded  eouglit  a  shelter — and  expired." 
Lonely,  and  lost  in  thoughts  of  other  days, 
By  tlie  bright  windings  of  the  stream  he  strays. 

Ail  is  repose,  and  aohtude  sereiie. 
There,  'neath  on  olive's  ancient  shade  reclined, 
Whose  rustling  foliage  wares  in  evening's  wind. 
The  harrass'd  warrior,  yielding  to  the  power. 
The  mUd  sweet  influence  of  the  tranquil  hour. 
Peels,  by  degi  ees,  a  long-forgotten  calm 
Shed  o'er  his  troubled  son!  unwonted  balm ; 
His  wrongs,  his  woes,  liia  dark  and  dabions  lot, 
"^ t,  the  fiiture,  are  awhile  fergot ; 


Half  dares  to  whigiej 
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Si  his  cold  hand  the  brokea  felchion  atra  n  J 
W  ih  lile  8  last  foroe  oonvolsively  retain  d 


ri    )  .  i  s  to 

^doert      t-        «■•  f  ivadcs 

riis  shades  of  <k,atE  iue  gaUusiing  dark,  and  £i3t. 
Yet,  aa  yoD  riajig  moon  Ear  light  serene 
Sheds  the  pale  ofive'a  waving  bows  between, 
Too  well  can  Hamet's  conscious  heart  retrace. 
Though  chan^d  thus  fearfnlly,  that  pallid  face, 
SVhose  every  feature  to  hia  soul  conveys 
Sojne  bitter  thonght  of  long-departed  days. 

"  Oh !  is  it  thus,"  he  cries, "  we  meet  at  last  1 
Fiiend  of  my  sonl  in  years  lor  ever  past ! 
Hath  fete  but  led  me  hilher  to  behold 
The  last  dread  alrnggle,  ere  that  heart  ia  cold,— 
Receive  thy  latest  agonizmg  biecth, 
And,  with  vaiji  pity,  soothe  the  jMines  of  death  1 
Yet  let  me  bear  thee  hence— while  life  remains. 
E'en  though  thus  feebly  circling  throi^h  ^y  veins, 
Some  heaUne  balm  thy  sense  may  stjU  revive, 
Hope  is  not  lost— and  Osmyn  yet  may  live ! 
And  blest  were  he,  whose  Oniely  care  should  save 
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.   ....   _  jilng  aid  from  thee : 
1  IB  iim  lor  Ehee  to  olose  the  lading  eyes 
Of  him  who  taithfiil  to  his  countiy  dies : 
Not  for  thy  hand  to  i-aias  the  drooping  head 
Of  lum  wno  siuks  to  itflt  on  glory's  bed. 
Soon.Biioill  these  pangs  be  closed,  this  conflict  o'er 
And  worlds  be  mine  wliere  thou  canst  never  soar : 
Be  thine  existence  with  a  blighted  niune. 
Mine  the  bright  death  which  seals  a  warriors  &nis . 

ThegU 

Hath  loBt , „ ^  . 

Frozen  and  fix'd  it  seems— his  brow  is  chill ; 
One  struggle  more — that  noUe  heart  is  still. 
Departed  warrior '.  were  thy  mortal  throea, 
Were  thy  last  pongs,  ere  Nalare  foimd  repose. 
More  keen,  more  bitter,  than  th'  envenomed  dart 
Thy  dying  wmiia  have  left  m  Hamet's  heart  1 
T^u  pangs  were  transient ;  kis  sliall  sleep  no  more, 
Till  life's  delirious  dream  itseif  is  o'er ; 
Bnt  thoD  Shalt  rest  in  glory,  and  thy  grave 
Be  the  pure  altar  of  the  patriot  brave. 
Oh,  what  a  change  that  little  hoar  ha^tb  wrought 
In  the  high  spii7t,  and  nnbending  thought '. 
Yet,  from  himself  each  keen  regret  to  hide, 
Sdll  Hamet  elmggles  with  indigiiant  pride ; 
White  his  soul  itses,  gathering  all  its  force. 
To  meet  the  fearful  conflict  with  wanoree. 

To 

Hisoi  ._. ^.., ^ .  ._ 

Zaydal  to  thee  his  heart  for  reflige  flies ; 
Ttiou  still  art  faithful  to  oflection's  ties. 
Yes !  let  the  woild  upbraid,  let  foes  contemn. 
Thy  gentle  breast  the  ride  will  firmly  stem ; 
And  soon  thy  smile,  and  soft  coiisolijig  voice 
Shall  hid  bis  troubled  soul  again  rejoice. 

Within  Granada's  walla  are  hearts  and  hands 
Whose  aid  in  secret  Hamet  yet  eommonds ; 
Nor  hard  the  task,  at  some  propitious  hour. 
To  win  his  dlent  way  to  Zayda's  bower. 
When  night  and  peace  are  brooding  o'er  the  world 
Wlien  mate  the  clarions,  and  the  banners  furl'd. 
That  hour  is  come — and,  o'er  the  arms  he  bears, 
A  wandering  fekir's  gaib  the  chieftain  weais  i 
Disguise  that  ill  from  piercing  eye  could  hide 
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Young  Zayda'fl  chosen  haunt,  the  &ir  alcove, 

Tlw  Hparkling  fountain,  and  we  oraiiEe  grove ; 

Calm  m  the  moonlight  nnilea  the  slill  retreat, 

Au  fonn'd  alone  for  happy  hearts  to  meet. 

For  happy  hearts  7— not  auch  as  bera,  who  there 

Benda  o'er  het  late,  witji  dark,  unbraided  hair  ; 

That  moid  of  Zegri  race,  whose  eye,  whose  mien. 

Tell  thill  despair  her  bosom's  suesl  hath  been. 

So  lost  ill  thought  she  eeems,  the  wortioi's  feet 

Unheiird  approach  her  Holitaty  seat. 

Till  his  known  accents  every  sense  restore— 

"  My  own  loved  Zayda !  do  we  meet  onoe  more  ?" 

She  starts,  she  turns— the  fe"- 

Of  sudden  rapture,  flashes  & 

But  that  is  fleeting— it  is  past— and  nun 

Far  other  meaning  darltena  o'er  hia  hrow ; 

Changed  is  her  aspect,  and  her  tone  severe — 

"Hence,  Aben-Kurrah!  death  surrounds  thee  here!" 

"  Zayda '.  what  meajifi  that  glance,  imlike  thine  ( 

[Snged- 
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It  was  not  thas  in  other  days  we  met : 
Hath  time,  hath  absence,  taught  thee  to  forget '. 
Oh !  speak  once  more — Uiese  rising  doubts  dispel ; 
One  smile  of  tenderness,  and  all  ia  well !" 

"  Not  thus  we  met  in  other  days!— oh,  no! 
Thou  werl  not,  wariior,  then  thy  country's  foe  ! 
Those  days  are  past— we  ne'er  shall  meet  again 
With  hearts  all  warmth,  all  oonfidenee,  aa  then. 
But  thy  dark  soul  no  eentler  feelmgs  sway, 
Leader  of  hostile  bands !  away,  away ! 
On  in  thy  path  of  triumph  and  of  power. 
Nor  pause  to  raise  from  earth  a  blighted  flower" 

"  And  thou  too  changed  ;  thine  early  vow  torgot ! 
Thia,  this  alone,  was  wiinting  to  my  lot ! 
Esiled  and  scom'd,  of  every  lie  bereft. 
Thy  love,  the  desert" s  lonely  fount,  waa  left  ; 
And  thou,  my  soul's  last  hope,  its  lingering  lienni, 
1'hou,  the  good  angel  of  each  brighter  dream, 
Wert  all  the  barrenness  of  hfe  poeaest. 
To  wake  one  soft  aflection  jn  my  breast  1 
That  vision  ended— lite  hath  nought  in  store 

Got  Zeari  maid  I  to  scenes  of  sunshine 'fly. 
From  the  stem  pypil  of  adveraty ! 
And  now  to  hope,  to  confidence,  adieu! 
If  ihou  ait  feillileaa,  who  shall  e'ei-  be  true  V 
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"Himet!  oh,  wrong  me  notl— I  loo  could  apanS 
Of  Borrovra — trace  tliein  on  my  feded  cheek, 
In  the  Slink  eye,  and  in  the  wealed  fbim, 
That  tell  the  heart  hath  nnraed  a  canker  woim ! 
But  words  were  idle — read  my  sutlerings  there. 
Where  grief  is  Btamp'd  on  all  that  once  was  mr. 

"  Oh,  wert  thou  alill  what  once  I  fondly  deemM, 
All  that  thy  mien  expreas'd,  ihy  spirit  seem'd. 
My  love  had  been  devotion-till  m  death 
Thy  name  had  trembled  on  my  latest  breath. 
But  not  the  chief  who  leads  a  lawless  band. 
To  crush  the  altars  of  his  native  loud  ; 
Th'  apostate  son  of  heroes,  whose  disgrace 
Hath  stain'd  the  trophies  of  a  glorious  race ; 
Not  him  I  loved — but  one  whose  youthfiil  name 
Was  pure  and  Tadiant  in  unsullied  fame. 
Hadst  thou  but  died,  ere  yet  diabonor'a  cioud 
O'er  that  young  name  had  gather'd  as  a  shroud, 
I  then  had  mourn'd  thee  proudly,  and  my  grief 
In  its  own  loftiness  had  found  relief; 
A  noble  Borrow,  cheilsh'd  to  the  last, 
When  every  meaner  v«oe  had  long  been  past. 
Yes !  let  Aflection  weep — no  common  tear 
She  sheds,  wiien  bending  o'er     '       "  ' ' 


"  High-minded  maid !  the  time  admits  not  Jiow 
To  plead  my  cause,  to  vindicate  my  vow. 
That  vow,  too  dread,  too  solemn  to  recall. 
Hath  urged  me  onward,  hapljr  to  my  fall. 
Yet  this  Delieve— no  meaner  aun  iiikiires 
My  aoiJ,  no  dream  of  poor  ambition  iires. 
No!  every  hope  of  power,  of  triumph,  led. 
Behold  me  bat  th'  avenger  of  the  dead ! 
One  whose  changed  heart  no  lie,  no  kindred  koowa, 
And  in  thj^  love  alone  hath  sought  lepose. 
Zayda  I  wilt  t/iau  his  stem  accuser  be  ? 
False  to  his  eonntry,  he  is  true  to  thee ! 
Ob,  hear  me  yet !— if  Hamet  e'er  was  dear. 
By  our  iirat  vows,  onr  young  aflection,  heav '. 
Soon  must  this  &ir  and  royal  city  fell. 
Soon  shall  the  cross  he  ptmted  on  her  wall ; 
Then  who  can  tell  what  tides  of  blood  may  ilow. 
While  her  fanea  ecio  to  the  shrieks  of  woe  T 
Fly,  fly  with  me,  and  let  me  hear  *ee  far 
From  horrors  thronging  in  tlia  path  of  war : 
Fly !  and  reposr  in  satety— till  the  blast        ' 
Hath  made  a  desert  in  its  coiuse — and  nastfd!" 
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wilt  Iriumph  when  the  bout  is  com 
HastBii'd  by  thee,  to  seal  Ihy  counny's  doom, 
VVith  tiee  from  scenes  of  death  Bhall  Zayda  fly 
To  peace  and  safely  ? — Woman,  too,  can  die! 
And  die  exulting,  though  unknown  lo  &me, 
In  all  ths  Etainleas  beauty  of  her  name  l 
Be  mine,  unmunuuring,  undismay'd,  lo  share 
The  fele  my  .kbidred  and  my  me  must  hear. 
And  deem  inou  not  my  feeble  heart  shall  fail. 
When  the  clouds  gatbet  and  the  blasts  assail. 
Thon  haat  hut  known  me  ere  the  trying  hour 
CaU'dinlo  life  my  spirit's  latent  power; 
But  I  have  snergjee  that  idly  slept, 
While  withering  o'er  my  silent  woes  I  wept. 
And  now,  when  hope  and  bappuiesa  ate  fled. 
My  Houl  ie  finn — for  what  remains  to  dread  ! 
WTio  shall  have  power  to  suffer  and  lo  bear, 
If  strength  and  courage  dwell  not  with  Despair  ? 

"  Hamet,  ferewell— retrace  thy  path  again. 
To  join  thy  brethren  on  the  tented  plam. 
Theie  waye  and  wood,  in  mingling  murmurs,  tell 
How,  in  far  other  eanse  thy  ft  thera  fell ! 
Yea !  on  that  soil  hatli  Glory's  foolatep  been. 
Nan         "       '■" ' 


Dwell  not  the  souls  of  heroes  round  thee  there, 
Whose joices call  thee  m  the  whigiering  air! 
UnheaiB,  in  y»in,  they  call— their  fiilleu  son 
Hath  slain'd  the  name  those  mighty  spirits  won. 
And  to  the  haired  of  the  brave  and  fiee 
Eequealh'd  hia  own,  through  ages  yet  to  be  !" 

Still  as  she  ^wke,  ih'  enthuaast'a  kindling  eye 
Was  Ushled  up  wii  inborn  majesty. 
While  her  6ir  form  and  youtliful  features  catiglit 
All  the  proud  grandeur  of  heroic  Ihouoht, 
Severely  beauteous  :'*  awe-sErnch  and'^amazed, 
fn  silent  trance  a.  while  the  warrior  gazed, 
As  on  some  lofty  vision— for  she  seem'd 
One  all-inspii'ed — each  look  with  glory  beam'd, 
While,  brightly  burating,  through  its  cloud  of  woes, 
fler  soul  at  once  ui  all  its  Ught 


He  stood — till  wondsi' 

"  The  dream  iavanish'd — daughter  of  my  foef 
Reft  of  each  hope  the  lonely  wanderer  goes. 
Thy  words  have  pierced  his  soul— yet  deem  tho 
•Thou  couldst  be  once  adored,  and  e'er  ibrgot ! 
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O  ibnn'ti  for  hapirier  love  ;  heroic  maid ! 
In  grief  sublime,  in  danger  undismEy'd, 
Fnrewell,  and  be  thou  blest '. — all  words  were  vnin 
Prom  him  who  ne'er  may  view  that  form  again  ; 
Him,  whose  sole  thought,  reaemblmg  blias,  must  be. 
He  hath  been  loved,  once  fondly  loved,  by  thee !" 
And  is  the  warrior  gone  ? — dolh  Zayda  liear 
His  pBrling  fbolstep,  and  without  a  tear  ! 
Ttiou  weep'st  net,  lofty  maid '. — yet  who  can  tell 
What  secret  pangs  within  thy  heart  may  dwell  ? 
Tliey  feel  not  least,  the  firm,  the  high  in  soul, 
Who  beat  each  feeling's  Bgooy  control. 
Yea,  wemayjudce  theineaBure  of  the  grief 
Which  finds  jn  Miseiy'B  eloquence  relief; 
But  who  Shalt  pieree  tliose  depths  of  silent  woe 
Whence  breathes  oo  language,  whence  no  teats  may 
The  pangs  that  many  a  nob&  hre^t  hath  proved, 
Scoimng  itself  that  mus  it  amid  be  moved  1 


Fair  city  !  then  that  'midst  thy  stately  fnnea 
And  gilded  minarets,  towering  o'er  the  plains, 
In  eastern  grandeur  proudly  oost  arise 
Beneath  ihy  canopy  of  det^i-blue  skies ; 
While  Btreama  that  bear  Ihee  ■ -'"■"  ■■■ 


Bat  diere  a  race  that  reaiM  them  not  shall  dwell ; 
For  'midat  thy  councils  IKsnord  still  preades, 
Degenerate  fear  thy  waveiing  monnteh  guides, 
Lasl  of  a  line  whose  regal  spirit  flown 
Hath  to  their  offiipring  but  bequealh'd  a  throne, 
Without  one  generous  thought,  or  feeling  high, 
To  teach  his  soul  how  kings  should  live  and  die. 

A  voice  resounds  within  Granada's  wall. 


See,  on  a  fortress  tower,  with  beckonii^  hand, 
A  form,  majeatie  as  a  pi-ophet,  stand! 
Uia  mien  is  ell  impassion'd — and  his  eye 
FiU'd  with  a  light  whose  fountain  is  on  high  ; 


^^CTITGoogTe^ 


Wild  on  the  gale  hia  silvery  Ireaaes  How, 

And  inapiralion  beams  upon  hia  brow  ; 

While,  Unoneing  round  him,  breathleaa  ihousanda  goze 

As  on  some  mighty  Beer  of  elder  days. 


'd! 

,_._..    .  !l-clod  hDBta  ( "  he  CI      . 

"  Children,  of  conqoerota  1  in  your  Blrenelti  srise  ! 
0  hi^-bom  tribes  1  0  names  unstain'd  ly  fear ! 
Azanjuea,  ZegrLs,  Almoradis,  hear!" 
Be  every  feud  forgotten,  and  your  hands 
Dyed  with  no  blood  but  that  of  hosffle  bands." 
Wake,  princes  of  tbs  hmd !  tiis  hour  is  come, 
And  the  red  Babre  must  decide  your  doom. 
Where  is  that  aririt  which  prevail'd  of  yore. 
When  Tank's  bands  o'eispiead  the  wealern  shore  .' 
When  the  long  combal  raged  on  Xeres'  plain,i> 
And  Afric's  tecbir  Bwell'd  ilirough  yielding  Spain  H 
[s  the  lance  broken,  is  the  shield  decay'd, 
The  warrior's  arm  unstrung,  his  heart  dismay'd  1 
Shall  no  high  spirit  of  Bscendant  worth 
Arise  to  lead  Ihe  sons  of  Islam  forth  1 
To  guard  the  reaions  where  oar  fethera'  blood 
Hato  bathed  eaeh  plKin,  and  mingled  with  each  floi 
Where  long  their  dust  hath  blended  with  tlie  soil 
Won  by  their  swords,  made  fertile  bv  their  toil  1 


Woods,  fountains,  rocks  of  Spain !  ye  saw  their  inif 
In  many  a  fierce  and  unforaotton  fight — 
Shall  ye  btiiold  their  lost,  degenerate  race. 
Dwell  'midst  yonr  scenes  in  fellers  and  disgrace  t 
With  each  memorial  of  the  past  around. 


Each  mi^tv  mi— __ ,-  - 

May  this  indignant  heart  ere  then  be  cold, 
This  frame  be  gather'd  to  its  kindred  mould  '. 
And  the  last  life-drop  circling  through  my  veir 
Have  tinged  a  soil  untainted  yet  by  chains ! 


Still  while  hfl  speaks,  each  aallanf  heart  beats  hi 
And  ardor  flashes  fi-om  each  Endling  eye  ; 
Youth,  manhood,  age,  as  if  inspned,  have  caught 


Dwell  on  the  tones  of  that  wild  eloquence. 


ogle 


Bui  when  hia  voice  hath  ceased,  th'  hnpetuons 
or  esgGF  lliousands  banaa  at  once  im  Mgo ; 
Rampart,  and  rack,  and  fortress,  ring  amunii. 
And  fair  Alhambra's  iraaost  hallH  resound. 
"  Land  ns,  O  cMefiain !  lead  us  lo  the  Btrife, 
To  lame  in  death,  or  iiberty  in  Hfe ! " 
O  zeal  of  noble  heaiW !  in  yain  display'd  ; 
Now,'  while  the  burning  spirit  of  ihe  brave 
Is  roused  to  energies  that  vet  might  save. 
E'en  now,  enthusiasts !  while  ye  rufih  to  claim 
yonr  glorious  trial  on  the  field  of  feme, 
Yoar  king  hath  yielded !  Valor's  dream  is  o'er ; ' 
Power,  wealth,  and  freedom,  are  your  own  no  m 
And  for  your  children's  portion,  but  remains 
That  bitter  heritage — the  sminger's  cbains. 


CANTO    III. 

IlrppDiitc  PimiemonCe 


Heroes  of  elder  diys '  nnb 
Who  bled  for  bpam  m  ma 
Ye.lhntaiouuifrl, 


In  the  last  chasi 


„„j_.je '-^r  Spam  aiismgmhu  slren,^tli 
Hath  buret  the  remnant  of  their  yoke  at  length. 
And  they  in  turn  the  cup  of  woe  must  dram 
And  bame  then  fetters  wi'h  their  tears  m  vam 
And  fhou  the  waraor  im  n  in  liappy  hma ," 
Valencia's  lord,  whose  name  alone  was  power, 
■ITieme  of  a  thousand  songs  in  davs  unue  bv. 
Conqueror  of  kings  '■  exult,  O  C 


Thou,  in  lliat  hour  when  Mbu 


Rush'd  from  their  palmy  jgroves  and  burning  lamb. 
E'en  in  the  realm  of  ^iiils  didst  retain 
A  patriot's  vigilance,  remembering  Spain !'' 
Then,  at  deep  midnight,  rose  the  miglity  sound. 
By  Leon  heard,  in  shuddeiing  awe  protound. 
As  through  bet  echoing  st ■"  ^ — -' 


■,»,i„(jOOglf 


Poices,  from  wuilils  we  know  iii 


And  join  thy  wamors  with  iineBnhr?  might 

To  au)  ihe  rescue  in  Toloea'a  fight. 

Those  days  are  past — the  oi-eaeiit  on  thy  ahote, 

O  realm  of  evening  '■  seO,  to  rise  no  more." 

What  banner  atreams  afar  from  Vela'a  tower  ?^' 

The  croes,  bright  enagii  of  Iberia's  power ! 

What  the  glad  ahoiit  of  each  eiulting  voice  t 

Castile  and  Atagon!  rejoice,  rejoice  I 

Yielding  free  entiimce  to  victorious  foes, 

Tlie  Mooridi  oily  sees  her  sales  unclose, 

And  Spain's  proad  host,  with  pennon,  shield,  and  lanra 

Thi-ough  her  long  streets  in  Imighdy  garb  advance. 

Oh  •.  ne'er  ui  lofty  dreoma  hath  Fancy's  eye 
Dwelt  on  a  scene  of  statelier  pageantry, 
AtjouBt  or  tourney,  theme  of  poet's  lore. 
High  masque,  or  Eolenm  fcsdval  of  yore. 
T&  gilded  cupolas,  that  proudly  lisa 
O'erarch'd  by  clandless  and  cerulean  skies  i 
Tall  minarela,  shining  mosqoes,  baFbaric  toweie, 
Fountains,  and  palaces,  and  cypresa  bowers : 
Aiiii  iber,  the  splendid  and  triumphant  throng. 
With  helcaetB  glittering  as  they  move  BJong 
With  broider'dBcaif,  and  gem-testodded  mail. 
And  gracefiil  plumage  slteaming  on  the  gale  ; 
Shields,  goltl-eniboffl^d;  and  peniioiii;  floaliiig  far, 
And  all  Uie  gorgeous  blazonry  of  wai-, 
All  brighten^  1^  the  rich  transparent  hues 
That  southern  suns  o'er  heaven  and  earth  diffuse  ; 
Blend  in  one  scene  of  glory,  form'd  to  throw 
O'er  memory's  page  a  never-feding  glow. 
And  there,  loo,  foremost  'midst  the  conquering  brave. 
Your  azure  plumes,  0  Aben-Zurrahs  I  wave. 
There  Hamet  moves ;  the  oliief  whose  lofty  porl 
Seems  not  reproach  fo  shun,  nor  praise  to  court ; 
Calm,  stem,  collected — yef  ivitliin  his  bicasl 
]s  there  no  pang,  no  struggle  unccnfess'd  ? 


JO  the  skies  that  raise 

The  full  majeatic  harmony  of  praise  1 
l^ !  where,  sarrounded  by  then-  jnincely  train, 
They  come,  the  sovereigns  of  rejoicing  Spain , 
Borne  on  their  trophied  car-^oJ  burating  tt   loi 


A.  blt^  of  ohiiahvna  magnilice 


i,L.tH)'^le 


Onwsrd  their  alow  and  slately  eoutae  lliejr  bend 
To  where  th'  Aihambra's  ancie^it  towers  ascend, 
Rear'd  and  adom'd  by  Moorish  kings  of  yore, 
Whose  lost  descendants  ihere  shall  dwell  no  more. 

They  reach  those  towers — irregolHrly  vast 
And  rude  they  seem,  in  mould  harbaric  caat ;" 
They  enlei-— to  their  wondering  si^ht  is  given 
A  genii  palace — an  Arabian  heaven  !" 
A  scene  by  magic  raised,  so  strange,  so  fair. 
Its  forma  and  colors  seem  alike  of  air. 
Here,  by  sweet  orange-bou^,  half  shaded  o'er, 
The  deep  clear  bath  reveHlB  its  marble  fli 


Unlike  the  models  of^each  ctosio  ra... 

Of  Doric  grandeur,  or  Corinthian  grace. 

But  answering  well  each  vi^on  that  poitreys 

Arabian  splendor  to  the  poet's  gaze : 

Wild,  wondrous,  brilliant,  hU— a  nungliug  ^ow 

Of  tainbow-tints,  above,  around,  below ; 

Bright  streamins  from  the  manj^-tinctnred  veins 

Of  precious  maftle,  and  the  vivid  stains 

Of  rich  mosaics  o'er  the  light  arcade. 

In  gay  fcstoona  and  &iry  Eiots  display'd. 

On  through  th'  enchanted  reahn,  that  only  seems 

Meet  for  the  radiant  creatoies  of  oor  dreams. 

The  royal  oonquerora  pss — while  still  their  sight 

On  some  new  wonder  dwells  with  fresh  delight. 

Here  the  eye  rovea  through  slender  iMlonnades, 

O'er  bowe^  teiracea  andmyTtla  shades ; 

Dark  olive-woods  beyond,  and  fiir  on  high 

The  vast  Mcrra  miti^ing  with  the  sky. 

There,  scattering  for  around  their  diamond  spray. 

Clear  streams  from  founts  of  alabaster  play. 

Through  pillat'd  hulls,  were,  eimiisitely  wrought. 

Rich  arabesques,  with  ghttering  Tohage  fraught. 

Surmount  each  ftetted  arch,  and  lend  the  scene 

A  wild,  romantic,  oriental  mien : 

While  many  a  veree,  from  eastern  bards  of  old. 

Borders  the  walla  in  eharaoters  of  aold.*' 

Here  Moslem  luxury,  in  her  own  domain. 

Hath  held  for  ages,  hei-  voluptuous  reign 

'Midst  goreeotis  domes,  wheic  soon  shall  silence  brood 

And  allbelone— a  splendid  solitude. 

Now  wake  tlieir  echoes  to  a  thousand  songs. 

From  mingling  voices  of  exulting  throngs ; 

Tambour,  and  fhite,  and  atabal,  are  there,^' 

And  joyous  clariona  pealiug  on  the  air; 


■«vrii-,y  Google 


THE  ABENCKRllAUl!. 


d    !  for 


Cnstils  and  Anij 

Tu  maht — from  dome  and  tower,  in.  dazsling 
Th    fefl  al  lamps  innumerably  Maze  ;" 
Th    ugh  long  arcades  iheir  qaivering  lualra  gloti 
t  ery  laliee  tretnulousfy  streams, 

Mid      tanee.gardeus  plays  on  fount  and  rill, 
A  d  gilds  the  waves  of  Darro  and  Xenil ; 
R  d  ff  me  tiie  torches  on  each  iniiiai«t'9  lieiahr, 
A  d  ahroes  each  street  an  avenue  oi'  light ; 
And  m  dnight  feaafa  sse  held,  and  music's  voice 
Thi  ugh  the  long  Dighl  still  en 


heorlB  DJisoothed  by  those  delusive  hours, 
U  d  by  the  chsin,  though  deck'd  awhile  with  Sowers ; 
._    m  p  aaiona  working  in  th'  indignant  breast, 
Df  p  pangs  untold,  hi^  feelings  nnexpress'd, 

F   m  yon  pioud  height,  whose  olive-slioded  brow 
C  nda  ttie  wide,  luxuiianl  plains  below, 

Wh   h  gering  gnzea  o'er  tiie  lovely  scene, 
\  guisl  and  ^lame  contending  in  his  mien  1 
H    wh  ,  of  heroes  and  of  kings  the  son, 
H   hi   ed  Co  lose  whate'er  his  fathers  won  ; 
Whose  doubts  and  feats  his  people's  late  hath  seai'd, 
W       rmg  alike  in  council  and  m  field ; 
W  ak  timid  ruler  of  the  viise  and  brave, 
S  dl    fierce  tyrant  or  a  yielding  slave. 

Fa  fom  these  vine-clad  hills  and  naiffeekies, 
T   Af  c*a  wilda  the  royal  exile  flies ;" 
Y    p  uses  on  his  way,  to  weep  in  vain 
O*      11  he  never  must  behold  aeain. 
F        p  eads  the  scene  around— -for  him  too  fair, 
Ea  I  ijlowjng  charm  but  deepens  hifldes|mir. 
Tl     V  ga'a  meada,  the  city's  glittering  spires, 
Th      id  majesticpalaceofhiaaires, 
Th   gay  paviliona,  and  reUred  alcoves, 
Bosom  d  m  citron  and  pomegranate  gi-oves ; 
T  crested  rocks,  and  streams  that  wind  in  light, 

Al!        ne  moment  bursting  on  his  sight, 
So     k   0  his  soul  of  glory's  vanished  years, 
4  d  w  ke  the  source  of  unavailina  teara. 
-Weep'et  thou,  Abdallah?— Thou  dosi  well  to  weep 
"  ■"   "   '       ■'    '      "  "'      couldst  not  keep! 


i,,GtH)^le 


The  gale  sigha  mournfully  through  Zayda'a  bovli 
llie  hnnd  is  gone  Ihat  nursed  each  Mane  flower. 
No  voice,  no  step,  is  in  her  Other's  halls, 
Mute  ate  the  echos  of  their  marble  avails ; 
No  Etrauger  enteiis  at  the  cbieflain'a  gate, 
But  all  iBbuah'd,  and  void,  and  deso&te 

There,  tlirough  each  tower  and  aoliiaiy  aliade, 
In  vain  doth  Hsmet  seek  the  Zeeri  maid : 
Her  grove  is  silent,  her  pavilion  tone. 
Her  lute  foisaken,  and  her  doom  imlsnown  ; 
fljid  through  the  scene  she  loved,  unheeded  fluivs 
The  stfeam  whose  muac  luli'd  her  to  repose. 


....      10  hia  couoby  and  his  fcith  betray  d. 
And  lent  Casdie  reveneeful,  powerful  aid ; 
A.  voice  of  sorrow  sweOa  in  every  gale, 
(ilaiji  wave,  low  rippling  tells  E,  moumHil  tnle ; 
And  as  the  Hhruha,  mitended,  unconfined. 
In  mid  exuberance  rustle  Uj  the  wind ; 
Each  leaf  hath  latig^age  to  his  startled  sense, 
And  aeems  to  mnrmur— "  Thou  hasl  driven  her  he 
And  well  he  feels  to  trace  her  flight  were  vain, 
— Whea-e  hath  lost  love  been  once  recali'd  sgauii 
In  her  pure  bieaW,  so  long  by  anguish  torn, 
IBs  na  ne  ca      ouse  no  fee  ng  now    bu   sco  n 
O  bilte   hou      when  fi  -a  the  abudd       g  h  art 
Wakes  obe      dhevodwtlu      adea 
To  fee    tsownab  d         d 

O'er  the  ch 
The  stormy  p 
Have  sway 


(Vom  tsbneh  path  b  aJ         gs  a  d 

And  onwani  m  la  new  tun     tuous  cou  s 
Borne  wi  h  oo  rapid  and  n  ense  a  torce 
To  pause  one  moment  m  tl  e  d  ead  ca  ee 
And  a^— 4f  each  could  be   b  na  ve  sphe  s  ] 
Now  are  those  days  of  wild  delirium  o'er. 
Their  feara  and  hopes  excite  his  soul  no  more ; 
The  feverish  enerfijes  of  paaeion  dosB, 
And  his  heart  sinlts  in  desolalB  reposB, 
Turns  sickening  from  the  world,  yet  snrinka  no 
From  its  own  deep  and  utter  loneliness. 

There  ia  a  sound  of  voices  on  fho  an-. 


■,■-.- rGotn^C 


'Midst  fie  wild  AlpuiiarraB ;" — Ihere,  on  high, 
Where  mountam  anowa  ate  mingling  with  we  sky, 
A  few  bmve  Oibea,  witb  spirit  vei  unbroke, 
Have  fled  indignitiil  from  the  Spaniard's  yoke. 

O  f e  dread  acenea !  where  Nature  dwelia  alone, 
Severely  glorious  on  her  craggy  throne  ■, 
1  e  ciladelB  of  rock,  gigantic  lornis, 
Veil  d  by  ihs  miala,  and  girdled  by  the  stomis, — 
Rav  nes  and  riens,  and  deep  resounding  oaves. 
T  mt  hold  communion  with  the  torrent- -- 
And  ye  th'  uustain'd  and  eierlaadng  sn 
That  dwell  above  in  bright  and  stilt  repi 
T    you  in  every  dime, in  every  age, 


— .T, n  the  barren  eteep. 

blie  lilie  the  mountain  eagle,  etill  delights 
To  gaze  exalting.irom  unconqner'd  heighls, 

To  dare  the  wind,  and  mingle  with  the  cloud. 

Now  her  deep  voice,  the  sonl's  awahener,  swelia. 
W  li  AIpDJfiriaa,  throagh  your  inmost  dells. 
Ther     the  dark  glens  and  lonely  rocka  among, 


There  high-bom  maids,  ^at  moved  upou  the  earth. 
More  hke  blight  croaturea  of  Krial  birth, 
hutehngBof  palaces  have  fled  lo  share 
The  late  of  btotheis  and  of  eirea ;  to  bear. 
All  undiBiiiay'd,  privatioD  and  distress. 
And  smile  the  roses  of  the  wildemers : 
And  mothers  with  their  inlants  thei-e  lo  dwell 
In  the  deep  forest  or  the  cavern  cell, 
And  rear  their  oUspring  midst  the  rocks,  to  be. 
If  now  no  more  the  migbty,  still  the  free. 


^  hey  saw  thy  glory,  they  have  wept  Ihy  tall, 
"  — yil  city!  end  the  wreck  of  all 

Y  loved  and  hallow'd  most : — doth  aught  le 


'd — earth  lades  before  iheir  eye, 

.. ng — ihev  have  but  lo  die. 

ye,  why  fled  they  lulher) — that  their  doom 


Their  task  is  cloang — Ihey  have  but 
Ask  ye,  why  fled  they  hither) — 1|— 
Might  be,  to  sink  unlelter'd  lo  tht 


r,G"oo^ 


And  youlh,  in  nil  ila  jnide  of  sneneth,  is  thera. 
And  buoyancy  of  apiril,  form'd  lo  dare 
And  Bufier  all  things— fell'n  on  eiil  days 
V'et  darUxig  o'er  tha  world  an  nrdent  gaze, 
Aa  on  th'  arena,  where  ila  poweis  may  find 
Full  BcopB  to  strive  for  aloiy  with  mankind. 
Such  are  the  tenants  oFthe  mouQtnin-hold, 
The  high  in  heart,  nnconqiier'd,  uncontioll'd : 
By  day,  ihe  hunffiman  of  the  wild — by  nidit, 
Unwearied  cuardinns  of  tlie  watch-fire's  light, 
liiey  from  flieir  Weak  majestic  home  have  caught, 
A  sterner  tone  of  unsubmittiag  thouglit, 
While  all  around  them  bids  the  soul  ariae 
To  blend  with  Nature's  dread  so  blimitiea. 
—But  these  are  lofty  di-eams,  and  must  not  be 
'"'"■re  tyranny  is  near;— the  bended  knee, 

who^  glance  no  inborn  raandeur  fires, 
'.amed  ueait,  are  tributes  she  regniiea  ; 
.._.  ....St  the  dwellers  of  the  rock  look  down 
On  regal  conquereis,  and  defy  their  &own. 
What  wairior-band  is  loiliiig  to  explora 
The  mounlain-pasBj  with  pine-wood  sliadow'd  o'er  T 
Startling  with  martial  sounds  each  rude  leceas. 
Where  the  deep  echo  slept  in  lonelineffl. 
TTiefle  are  the  sons  of  Spain !  Yoor  foes  are  near, 
O  e  jilea  of  the  wild  sierra !  hear ! 
Hear '.  wake !  arise !  and  from  your  inmost  caves 
Pour  like  the  torrent  in  its  might  of  waves ! 

Who  leads  the  invaders  on  1 — hia  features  bear 
The  deep  woi  n  traces  of  a  calm  despair 
Yet  his  d  irk  brow  is  haughty— ind  hi3  eye 
Speahs  of  aeouilhit  tisfcs  notsjmpathy 
"Tishe'  'tis  he  again'  th  ipostate  chief , 


e  eye,  *i 
id  the  ta 


Of  strife  IB  1111  I   imd 

Withm  the  E,t  ^cn 

Cli&p^Jed  on  I  III       I  I         ne 

Where  Moon^li  "Aik   mil  (  a&tilian  knight 
Are  wildly  mmglmg  m  ihp  serried  light 
Red  flows  the  fo-5mmg  streamlet  of  the  glen. 
Whose  bright  trmsparence  ne  er  was  stam  d  tl 


??ifT^<X)gie^ 


While  swell  Ihe  war-note,  and  the  dash  of  spears, 
To  the  bleak  dwelUnga  <rf  the  mountolaeets. 
Where  Shy  Bad  danriilers,  lost  Qranaiia !  wait, 
[n  diead  saapense,  the  Ufings  of  their  lata. 
But  he — whose  spirit,  panting  fw  its  rest, 
Would  fain  each  bwom  concentrate  in  his  hreast — 
Who,  where  a  apeor  is  pointed,  oc  a  lance 
Aim'd  at  another's  breast,  would  still  advBnce— 
Courte  death  in  vain  j  each  weapon  glances  by, 
As  if  for  him  'twere  bliss  loo  great  to  die, 
fes,  Aben-Zurrah!  there  are  deeper  woes 
Beaewed  for  thee  ere  Nature's  last  repose  i 
Thou  know'st  not  yet  what  vengeance  late  can  wi-ei 
N  or  all  the  heatt  can  sufler  ere  it  break. 
Doubtful  and  Iom  the  strife,  and  bravely  fell 
The  sons  of  battfa  in  that  narrow  dell ; 
youth  in  its  light  of  beauty  there  hath  past, 
And  age,  the  weaiy,  found  repose  at  last ; 
Till,  few  and  faint,  the  Moslem  tiibes  recoil. 
Bom  down  by  numbeia,  and  o'erpower'd  by  toil. 
Dispere'd,  di^carlen'd,  through  the  pas5  (hey  fly. 
Pierce  the  deep  wood,  or  mount  the  cUff  on  high  ; 


^  .„ .  to  whom  earth  is  paradise— tiieir  doom 
[jends  no  stem  courage  to  approach  the  tomb: 
Not  sooh  his  lot,  who,  Bchool'd  by  fete  flevere. 
Were  but  too  blest  if  aught  remain'd  to  fiiar.» 
Up  the  rude  crags,  whose  giant  masses  throw 
Eternal  shadows  o'er  the  glen  below ; 
And  by  the  fall,  whose  many-tinotnrad  aptay 
Half  in  a  mist  of  radiance  veila  ia  way. 
He  holds  his  venturons  track :— supported  now 
By  some  o'erhangmg  pme  or  ilei  bough ; 
Now  by  some  intBne  alone  that  seems  to  dwell 
Half  ill  mid-air,  as  felaneed  by  a  spell : 
Now  hath  his  fijotalep  gain'd  the  summit's  head, 
A  level  span,  with  emerald  Terdure  spread, 
A  ^ly  circle— there  the  heath-floweis  rise, 
And  the  rock-rose  imnotiEed  bb>oms  and  dies ; 
And  brightly  plays  tiie  stream,  ere  yet  its  tide 
In  fi>ani  and  thunder  cleave  the  mountain  side ; 
But  all  is  wild  beyond— and  Hornet's  eye 
R,7T<B  o'er  a  world  of  rude  sabLmity 
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That  dell  beceslh,  where  e'en  at  noon  of  day 
Earth's  charler'd  guest,  the  Bunbeam  scarce  can 
Around,  unlrodden  woods ;  and  far  above 
Where  tnorla!  footstep  ne'er  nioj'  hope  to  rove, 
Bai-B  granitB  di(6,  whose  fix'd,  inherent  dyes 
Rival  the  tints  that  float  o'er  summer  skies  ■?' 
And  the  pure  glitterine  snow-realm,  yet  more  hi 
That  seems  a  part  of  Heaven's  eternity. 


Thai  soiuid,  whose  cadence  dies  upon  his  ea 
He  follows,  reeldess  if  his  bands  are  near. 
On  by  the  raahing  stream  hia  way  ha  bends. 
And  through  the  mountain's  forest  zone  ascend 
Piercing  tiie  still  and  solitary  shades 
Of  ancient  pine,  and  dark,  lusuriant  glades, 
Eternal  Iwilighi's  reign  : — those  niaies  naat. 
The  glowing  sunbeams  meet  his  eyes  at 
'"-' ■^"  'one  wanderernow hath  rea-'- 
ihe  wave  gashes,  foaming  oi 
he  pauses — for  the  lonely  sc 
Towers  in  Bueh  dread  magnifieence  of  mien. 
And,  miucled  oft  with  some  wild  eagle's  cry, 
From  rock-built  eyrie  rushing  to  the  sky, 
80  deep  the  sotenm  and  majestic  sound 
Of  ibresfs,  and  of  waters  murmuring  roimd — 
That,  wrapt  in  wonderii^  awe,  his  heai-t  tbrgets 
Its HeetJng atmggles,  andila Tain regratB, 
— What  earthly  feelrag,  unnbash'd,  can  dwell 
In  Nature's  mighty  presence  1 — 'midst  the  sweB 
Of  everlasting  hills,  the  roar  of  floods, 
And  frown  of  rocks,  and  pomp  of  waving  woods? 
These  their  own  ^andeur  on  the  soul  impress. 
And  bid  each  passion  feel  its  nothingness. 

'Midst  the  vast  mai^ble  cllfis,  a  Mty  cave. 
Rears  its  broad  arch  beside  the  nishing  wave  ; 
Shadow'd  by  giant  oaks,  and  mde,  and  lone. 
It  seems  the  temple  of  some  power  unknowa. 
Where  earthly  being  may  not  dare  intrude 
To  pierce  the  aecreta  of  me  solitude. 
Vet  thence  at  intervals  a  voice  of  wail 
Is  rising,  wild  and  solemn  on  the  gale. 
Did  thy  heart  thiill,  O  Hamet !  at  the  hme  t 
Cams  It  not  o'er  thee  as  a  spirits  moan  1 


—Ji^rtiODgir''' 


As  some  loved  aouiid,  that  long  from  earth  had  f\e,\, 

The  Unforgolten  acceiita  of  the  dead? 

E'en  thus  H  rose— and  spriiigine  froip  his  trani^e 

His  eager  footateps  to  the  Bound  advance. 

He  mounlH  [he  ctiffi,  he  gains  the  cavern  floor ; 

Its  dark  green  moss  with  blood  is  sprinkled  o'ei' ; 

Ha  ruahes  on — and  lo  !  where  Zayda  rends 

Her  locks,  aa  o'er  her  elaughtei-'d  sir's  she  bends, 

Lost  in  despair ;— yet,  as  a  step  dvaws  nigh, 

Diatorbing  sorrow  s  lonely  sanctity, 

She  lifts  her  head,  and,  oil  subdued  by  giief, 

Views,  with  a  wild,  sad  smile,  the  oiice-Ioved  chiet ; 

While  rovB  her  thoughts,  unconscious  of  the  past, 

And  every  woe  forgetting— but  the  last. 

"  Com'st  thou  to  weep  with  me  !— for  I  am  kfl 
Alone  01.  earth,  of  every  tie  bereft, 
jjow  lies  the  warrior  on  his  blood-stain'd  bier; 
Hia  child  may  call,  but  he  no  more  sliall  bear. 
He  sleeps — but  never  shall  these  eyes  unclose  ; 
'Twaa  not  niy  voice  that  luli'd  hiin  to  repose, 
Nor  can  it  break  hie  slmnbets.    Dost  thou  monni  I 
And  is  thy  heart  like  mine,  with  anguish  lorn  ? 
Weep,  and  my  soul  a  joy  in  grief  shall  know, 
Tliat  o'er  hia  grave  my  teais  with  Hornet's  flow !" 

But  Ecareo  her  voice  had  breathed  that  vircll-knoM 
When,  swiftly  rushing  o'er  her  spirit,  camo 
Each  dnrk  mmijnibrancB ;  by  aftliction's  power 
Awliilc  cffiiccd  in  that  o'erwiBlmiiig  hunt, 
To  wake  with  tenfold  strength ;  'twas  fiien  her  cv» 
Resumed  its  light,  her  mien  its  majesty. 
And  o'er  her  wasted  oheelc  a  burning  glow 
Spreads,  while  her  lips'  indignant  accents  flow. 

"Away!  I  dream— oh,  how  hathaon-ow's  miglii 
Bow'd  down  my  soul,  and  quench'd  its  nffrive  liglil— 
That  I  sliould  aius  forest  I  and  bid  tky  tear 
With  mine  be  minded  o'er  a  fltiier's  bier  I 
Did  he  not  perish,  Hajily  by  thy  hand, 
In  (he  last  combat  with  thy  ruthless  band  1 
The  mom  beheld  that  conflict  of  despair : — 
■TwBS  then  he  fell— he  fell !— and  then  wert  there ' 
Thou  l  who  thy  countr)''e  children  hast  pursued 
To  their  last  refiige  "midst  tiieae  mountains  rude. 
Was  it  tor  this  I  Bved  th     '   '      '  ' 


My  soul 
•Twill  so 


jn  Be  past— i  bow  to  Heaven's  decree. 

Which  bade  each  pang  be  ministei'd  by  thee." 
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Bnt  ibns  to  meet  thea,  Zayda !  can  imparl 

One  more,  one  keener  agony  of  heart. 

Oh,  hear  me  j^t ! — I  would  nave  died  to  save 

My  foe,  bol  siill  thy  iather,  fi-om  the  grave ; 

But,  in  the  fierce  confusion  of  the  atriie. 

In  ray  own  Bterii  deBfmJr,  and  scorn  of  life. 

Borne  wildly  Oil,  I  saw  not,  knew  not  aught. 

Save  that  to  jeiish  there  in  vain  I  sought. 

And  let  me  share  thy  sorows — Jiadst  Ihon  known 

All  I  have  ielt  in  silence  and  alone. 

E'en  thoa  might'st  then  relent,  and  deem,  at  last 

A  grief  like  mine  mi^t  expiate  all  ^e  past. 

"  But  oh  I  for  thee,  the  loved  and  precious  flower, 
Bo  fondly  lear'd  in  luiury's  guarded  bower, 
i'rom  erery  danger,  every  storm  secured, 
How  hast  thou  sufier'd !  wlmt  hast  thon  endured ! 
Daughter  of  palaces !  and  can  it  be 
That  this  bleak  deseit  is  a  home  for  thee ! 
These  rooks  thy  dwelling  I  thou,  who  should'!*  have  kno» 
Of  lite  the  suidieara  and  the  smile  alone  1 
Oh,  yet  forgive !— be  all  my  guilt  forgot. 
Nor  bid  me  leave  thee  to  so  rude  a  lot!" 

"  That  lot  is  fix'd ;  'twere  fruitless  to  repSie, 
S^l  must  a  gulf  divide  my  fate  with  thine. 
I  may  forgiye— but  not  at  will  the  heart 
Can  bid  its  dark  remembrances  depart. 
No,  Hamet,  no ! — too  deeply  are  these  traced, 
yet  the  hour  comes  when  all  ehall  be  effiiced ! 
Not  long:  on  earth,  not  long,  shall  Zayda  keep 
Her  lonely  vigils  o'er  the  grove  to  weep ; 
E'en  now,  prophetic  of  my  early  doom. 
Speaks  to  my  soul  a  presage  of  the  tomb ; 
And  ne'er  in  vain  did  hopeless  mourner  feel 
That  deep  foreboding  o'er  the  bosom  steal ! 
Soon  shall  I  slumber  calmly  by  the  ade 
Of  him  for  whom  I  Hved,  and  would  have  died  ; 
Till  then,  one  thought  shall  soothe  my  orphan  lot. 
In  pain  and  peril— I  forsook  him  not. 

"  And  now,  farewell !— behold  the  summer-day 
Is  pasams,  Uke  the  dreams  of  hfe,  away. 
Soon  will  the  tribe  of  him  who  sleeps fciw  nigh, 
With  the  last  rites  his  bier  to  sanctify. 
ObjVetintime,  away  1— 'twere  not  ns!/ prayer 
Could  move  their  hearts  a  foe  like  thee  lo  ^lare ! 
This  hour  they  come — and  dost  thou  acorn  to  fly  ! 
Save  me  that  one  last  pang — to  see  thee  die !" 


rrGrio^ 


Tliey  reach  llie  cave — they  enlei— slow  iheii  pace, 
And  ciiliii,  deep  sadness  marks  each  monmer'B  fiice ; 
And  all  is  hush'd  till  hs  who  seems  to  wait 
In  silent,  stem  devoted neas,  hia  6ts, 
ffath  met  ihtlt  glance — then  giief  to  ftiry  turns ; 
Bach  mien  is  changed,  each  eye  indignant  bums, 
And  voices  rise,  and  sworda  h^ve  leE't  thei]*  aheath  i 
it]ooA  must  atone  for  blood,  and  dealb  for  death ; 
They  close  around  him  :  lofty  still  his  mien, 
Ilis  cheek  iuialtei*d,  and  his  brow  Berene, 
UnlieArd,  or  heard  in  vain,  is  Zayda's  cry ; 
FmitleSB  her  prayer,  munark'd  lier  agony. 
But  03  hia  foremost  files  iheir  weapona  bend 
Against  the  lUe  he  seeks  not  to  d^eiid, 
mldiy  die  darla  bell  ■    '     ■ 

Save  strong  affection, 

Oh!  notin  vain  lis  daring— i— . 

Aira'd  at  his  heart  ha^  rade  her  life-blood  flow ; 
And  she  hath  sunk  a  martyr  on  the  breast, 
Where,  in  that  hour,  her  head  may  calmly  reat, 
For  he  ia  saved :— behold  the  Zegri  band 
Pale  with  dismay  and  ^eli  around  her  etand : 
While,  every  thought  M  hate  and  vengeance  o'er. 
They  weep  for  hej-who  aeon  shall  weep  no  rnora. 
She,  she  alone  is  cnhn :— n  fading  smile, 
fjika  smiset,  passes  o'er  her  cheek  the  while ; 
And  in  her  eye,  ere  yet  it  closes,  dwell 
Those  laal  fiimt  rays,  the  partmg  soul's  farewell. 

"  Now  is  (he  conflict  past,  and  I  have  pfoved 
How  well,  how  deeply,  thou  hast  been  beloved  ! 
Yes!  in  an  hour  like  this 'twere  vam  to  hide 
The  heart  so  iong  and  so  severely  tried : 
Still  to  thy  name  that  heart  hath  tbndly  thrili'd, 
Bat  sterner  duties  caU'd !  and  were  ftdfill'd : 
And  I  am  blest  I— To  every  hoUer  tie 
My  life  was  faithfiil^and  for  thee  I  die ! 
Nor  shall  the  love  ho  purified  be  vain ; 
Sever'd  on  earth,  we  yet  shall  meet- again. 
Farewell ! — And  ye,  at  Zayda's  dymg  prayer. 
Spare  him,  in^  kinifred  tribe !  forgive  and  spare! 
Oh  I  be  his  guilt  forgotten  in  his  woes. 
While  I,  beside  my  sire,  in  peace  repose." 

Now  fades  her  cheek,  her  voice  hath  sunk,  and  death 
Riia  in  her  eye,  and  struggles  in  her  breath. 
One  pang — 'tis  past — her  task  on  earth  is  done. 
Ami  the  pure  spirit  to  its  rest  huth  flown. 
Bat  he  lor  whom  ahe  died— Oh!  who  may  pninl 
The  grief,  to  which  all  other  woes  were  liimt ! 
There  is  no  power  in  lauRuaee  to  impart 
The  deeper  pangs,  the  ordeafe  of  the  heart, 
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A  dirge  IB  name  on  the  monntam-air. 
Whose  fitful  sweSs  ite  plaintive  muimura  bear 
Far  o'er  the  AlpuiarraB ;— wild  ils  tone, 
And  rocks  and  caverns  echo, "  Thou  art  gone 

Daughter  of  heroea !  ihon  art  gone 
To  stiare  his  ton^  who  gave  thee  birth ; 

Peace  to  tha  lovely  Hplrit  flown .' 
It  was  not  form'd  for  eavlh. 

Thou  wen  a  sunbeam  in  thy  race, 
Which  brightly  pass'd,  and  left  no  trnoe. 

But  calmlf  sleep  !-^br  thou  art  free, 
And  hands  unchain'd  thy  tomb  shall  raiee, 

Sleep  !  they  are  closed  at  length  for  thee. 
Life's  few  and  evil  days '. 

Nor  Shalt  thou  watch  witli  leai-rul  eya. 
The  hngering  dealh  of  liberty. 

flower  of  the  desert!  ihoa  thj  bloom 
Didst  early  to  the  storra  resign ; 

We  bear  it  still — and  dark  Ihea-  doom 
Who  cannot  weep  for  thine  ! 

For  us  whose  eveiy  hope  is  fled. 
The  time  is  past  to  monm  the  dead. 

The  days  have  been,  when  o'er  thy  hiei 
Far  other  strains  than  these  had  flow'd  ; 

Now,  as  a  home  from  grief  and  fear, 
We  hail  thy  dark  abode '. 

We,  who  but  linger  to  bequeath 
Ovur  sons  the  cnoloe  of  chains  or  deolh. 

Thou  art  with  those,  the  free,  the  brave. 
The  mighty  of  departed  years : 

And  for  the  elnmberers  of  tlie  grave 
Our  fete  hath  left  no  teats. 

Thongh  lovsd  and  lost,  to  weep  were  vain 

For  thee,  who  ne'er  shalt  weep  again. 


Who» 

Oh,  thatTik«  thnm  't 
I>aughter  of  heroes ! 


inE  ABENCERItAGK 

Scver'd  ill  life,  united  in  the  lomb — 
Such,  of  the  iiearta  that  loved  so  well,  the  doom '. 
Their  dirge,  of  woods  end  wares  th'  etsmal  moan 
Their  Bepnlchie,  the  pine-clad  rookB  alone. 
And  Oti  De^ie  we  midnight  watch-fire's  blaze, 


I  oe  stem  ana  tony  couucuh  oi  uonpvu  >r 
Some  exiled  Moor,  tt  roarrior  of  the  wild, 
Who  the  lone  hours  with  moumfui  Etiains  beau 
Hath  taught  hia  mountain-home  the  tale  of  thoi 
Who  thus  have  enfier'd,  and  who  thus  repose. 
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gh  SjWlO. 

The  fega'sgrem  expense. 

aallieaiit.alimjlerci  Uie  JCa-auin'a  ilctt 

ilnEgyplpWehftvElhe 

....       ,     "  gflnMftI  name  of  Ihe  winds  of  fll^  days,  becniise 
they  pTBViill  mnrefieqiieDllyln  the  fUty  days precBilIm  and  Mlotvlns 


'■ow.  me  br; 


oicesalvalliRtiliBdifficnUto  ftmn  at, —  

harlag  experienced  Jt.    When  they  begin  tu  Eilow,  the  shy,  at  other 

times  ao  clear  In  this  cllmale  ■- -'--''  — ''  "■ ■  ■  ■'—  •"" 

lesea  hia  aplendar,  and  appea 
cloadr:  Snc  grey  anfl  IhIcK,  an 


i  sniighl 


niarlile,  Iran,  water,  thoaghthe  sun  no  longer  appears . 

aadves  of  toivns  BJid  lillgges  sbul  theiDsetvee  up  la  Ihelr  bouses, 
hose  of  the  de«ert  In  tenta,  or  hales  dug  In  the  earth,  %vhere 
tf^t  the  tetminatien  of  Ihla  heal,  which  generally  lasu  Ihraa 
,    Woe  ID  the  travellec  whom  It  surprises  reuioUt  from  shellBt: 


IB  ilrea^M  eflMs,  which 
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fkUelearless  egta  cnj^J  the  haiicn-ilcu"  of  slicp. 

„ 

-Enjoy 

he  honey-heavydow  of  slumber."— aHittavtia 
Ob  the  gresa  Vega  wmt  in  tingle  J}gkl. 

™  Ihe  vlclor)  wiUi  a  Moor,  on  Ihe  Veja  ofGrn 

sda. 

Note  B,  page  43,  lino  M. 

trhednnii  far  mmllieiilCiv  cup  of  te^Ti. 

"El  Key 

eil"?^eyt dlas 'del  ™  drA't^r^mdlrU  1 

de™o"lo 

oecesjarlo;  ponlondo  el  Christlano  loila  si. 

esquadron 

undarte, 

"""" 

Now  ICp^  Aline  44, 
From  yen  rid  jutwibm  ef  tke  scealern  star. 

a  stenlfteB,  in  Amble,  Ihe  region  of  the  evenin 
ivord,  Ihe  Ifesperiiiot  the  Qreeks.^ee  CiBiKi. 

BMul. 

'"""" 

Nolo  11.  page  43,  line  48. 

■■Lob  a 

azn]  y 

Wanca,  toil 

UB  dea- 

qSa™ 

leonea.  y  otms  un  innndo  que  lo  deahazla  un  eo 

vagecon 

Koleia,jia6eHlioeSa. 

ha™^J 

est  helBhls  of  Ihe  Sierra  Nevada,  are  those  ca 

ed  Mul- 

i 

Nolel3,page44,Une3fi. 

Tie  iMimAaJ  smgkt  a  i,helU>~and  erpirsd. 

i                JOskno 

le  dying 

1            iheltec  wl 

■ 

eh  jpay  be  aflbrdeil  by  any  bush  or  thlckel  on  Ih 
Note  14,  p^e  49,  line  35, 

"Severe  in  yo«lhfolbeaiity."-Mii.TOB. 
Nolel5,page,TO,lbtea7. 

e  field.                ] 

1 

stands  mioo  two  hills,  separated  by  the  Tlarro.  TheGenll            II 

f  iins  undo 

Ihewalls.    The  Dar^rSwto'earrv with  i 

Binall  parUcies  of  (oW.  ami  the  Gouil.  of  sUver.    When  Chwlea  V.            | 

caiiie  to  Gnuiada  wllli  iha  Empreji  tialiella,  the  clly  prase 

ted  him 

wa  made  of  ^Id,  which  had  bean  eollecled 

Note  la,  page  50,  line  43. 
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Sis  voice,  in  (be  ItiUlet  of  ths  clr^,  ood  awHkeiied  Ibe  InliBbllBiits 
^Diii  thekT  leOmi^.  T^venty  thoiuand  enthubliuto,  vangad  ondei 
hJa  iHinners.  were  pceporsil  lo  sslly  Ibrth,  wifli  tbe  ftiry  nf  despsn- 
tlOD,  to  HUack  the  baslegBM,  wliBn  Abo  Abdell,  iBore  aftBld  oT  his 


aiihjecia  Uian  qf  the  eneni;,  ceKilvei 


IS  irtth  the  Chilstlana,  by  which  it  wm  agiSed  that  the 

Hiwn  should  be  alloiveil  the  ttue  eieiclie  of  their  religion  sod  Uvn : 
should  liB  pBTinltleil,  ir  they  thoueht  prnpar,  to  dapirt  unnioleitsi] 
with  their  aKcIa  Id  Africa:  and  t£nc  he  hhnseli;  If  he  renielned  In 
Bp«ln,  ahouLil  retain  Bn  eileasive  eebilo,  with  houses  and  slaves,  oi 
tie  granleil  an  equWalenc  in  money  ir  he  preferred  retiring  to  Qur 
liary."— See  Jxcofl's  Traeela  ii  Spain, 


Dyed  xiti  no  Uead  Imt  tAat  afiastae  bintds. 
The  conniient  nf  Granada  was  greatly  tUcllllBled  by  the  civil  dls- 
Bcnsinns  which,  el  this  jioiioii,  prevailed  in  Ibe  clly.    Several  of  the 
Monilsh  irilies,  idllneneed  by  private  feucis,  were  fully  pre|Hieii  fur 
submUslnn  to  the  Spaniards;  others  haii  embraced  the  cause  n( 
Miilcyel  Zagal.the  uncle  aud  coni|ielltor  for  the  Ihtone  of  Abdallah 
(or  Abo  Abiicll)  and  aM  wsa  jealousy  aod  anliuosity. 
Hole  19,  page  51,  line  13. 
IVhen  Jiir^^s  brmds  o'erBpreod  &e  loeBteni  shore, 
Tarlk,  the  first  leader  of  the  Anbs  end  Moors  Into  Spain.    "  Tbe 
Saracens  landed  stlhepiUar  or  polalof  Eiiro)ie.    The  corrupt  snij 
huilllar  appellation  of  Gibiallar  (Geiiel  al  Tarlk)  describes  the 
inonnt&ln  of  Tarlk ';  and  ttie  eutreDahuienta  of  bia  eniun  were  the 
llrsc  outline  of  (hose  fortillcationa,  which,  hi  the  h»nds  of  our  coua- 
tryoien.  have  resisted  the  art  and  power  of  the  house  of  Bourlion. 
The  adjacent  oivernors  Infhrmed  the  court  of  Toledo  of  the  descent 
and  progrees  of  the  Arabs ;  and  the  defeat  of  his  llenlenaat  ildeco, 
md  hind  the  presumptuous 
he  munitude  of  the  dnneei 
uuls,  the  bishops  and  ngbles, 


tiangen,  Eist  edmonlshed  Roderlc  of  thi 
Vt  the  royal  simini 


seixe  and  hind  ti 
irlc  of  the  idi 
and  couuls, 
ibled  at  the  hi 
which  Is 
Bseafflnll,  .. 
of  Spain."— 


■  ■      ■       ■'    B  affinity  of  language,  reiig' 


and  Fall,  &c,  TDi.  1*.  p.  47i,  473. 

NoleSQ,  page  SI,  line  14. 

'  WIieniliBlpag  anlfat  raffed  ffnXfTM*  plain. 

"  In  the  nelghbrn-hoad  of  Cadiz,  the  town  of  Xeres  iax  been  llius- 

two  camps,  and  niarbed  the  odvaoclng  and  retreatiog  skirmiahes  of 
three  successive  days.    On  the  fburlh  dxy,  the  two  ermies  Joined  a 

Saracens,  they  fainted  under  tbe  weight  of  muIUtndes,  and  the  plain 
of  Xerea  was  overspread  nilh  sixteen  (boiisand  uf  their  dead  bodies 
— '  My  brethren.'  said  Tarlk  to  his  surviving  companions. '  the  enemy 
is  before  yua,  the  sea  is  behind:  whither  ivouilyou  fly?    Follow 


rCitH)'^"le~ 


eich 

aately ;  luiil  the  reinidns  of  1 
j-ed  in  iha  fiighi  and  piraait 

nr  Siwplrdon  lo  ecu 
e  UotWe  Htnir  wep 

» 

leciir,  Ihe  si 

«0te3I,|,Bg8 

51,  Una  15. 

d  by  the  BniBceas 

Th 

terro^oTc^ 

oned  by  Ihls  sh 

53,  line  13. 
reler'liresmilo' 

trflffOF  A  GmDoda  el  dla  seia  de  eLoto.^* — Paseos  en  Qro,\ioda,  vol-  L 
Mole  33,  pBge  53,  Hub  18. 

The  oaken  moss,  cattied  by  PeJsgios  In  baitLa. 
Note  31.  page  59,  line  33, 
And  then,  tke  vmrri&r  lorn  m  \jippy  Atmr- 

luealty  styled,  "hiioho  itmsbora-ijiliappy  fi^ur." 
Note  as  page  Sa,  linos  30  and  37 
Eexlii  ijrealiitiifiiptrltsdiditretnn 

"Uoieover   wher  "                                  hi 

BBBinal  King  Don  A  t 

power  of  Ihs  nlsbsl  n 
^ce  the  deBtruct  o 


Qt  the  navoa  dEloIositwi 

Note  Sfl,  page  SS,  line  S. 
applied  by  Ihe  Arabs  not  only  lo  the  province  so  called,  but  lo  the 
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THE  ABENCEKRAiB 


"  En  esiB  dia,  para  siempre  mHmopibie 
de  Si,  Jaeo,  y  el  de  Im  Seyaa  ds  Cast 


Tkdff  reach  l^ae  towsra — irregid/trlji  nasi 
Jiv4 nu^  thty Bt&n,  in mouldbarbaric  cost 
Swlnbunie,  afMr  deKTibing  the  noble  jialace  built  bf  Oliarles  V. 
In  the  preclneuof  aBAllMjnb™,lhiia  proceeds:  "  Adjolnina  <io  ihe 
noitb)  BtBjida  a  huge  heap  of  as  uiiy  bBUdlugs  aa  caa  well  ne  seen, 
all  hoddleil  togethar,  fieemlflfly  wlthent  the  least  mtenUon  of  form- 
inj  me  habltaUan  out  oT  them.  Tin  wnlla  b»  enUtely  iinornatdeQi- 
e£  Bll  (Tairel  ajid  «bbl«B,  daubed  ovei  with  plazler  by  a.  very 
eaan«  band ;  yet  Ihts  Is  the  palace  of  the  Hoorlsh  klogs  of  Granada, 
Indlspatjiblythe  most  envious  place  within  that  evirits  In  Spain,  per- 
hapa  In  Kurepe,    Id  many  countries  you  may  see  efcfiliant  miiderq 


"  Pasai  II  ff  round  Ihecoroerof  tho  emperor's  palace,  yon  aieaiknit- 

old.  tu  hod  myself,  on  a  sndden  lrans|»tted  into  a  species  of  fi^ry 

or  dd  AHHcnr,  that  Is,  the  common  be.th5 :  au  oblong  sqaars.  with 
s  deep  bason  of  cLeai  water  In  the  middle ;  two  iTiehls  of  mair- 

flOBWB,  anflatowofoniDSo-treBs.    Bound  the  court  runs  a  peristyle 


mUiute  anTli 


the  arches  b< 
and  walls  er 


[fole31,pageHlli 


rCoo^Te' 


1e  32,  pa^  5S,  line  3. 

.  ciuilad,  y  Bubleron  al  Athambrri, 


de  RodlllBB,  y  dlfi  InilniUis  gnu^ns  k  Dins  pa 


9l  pluzer  que  iodog  llow 


llhHinbra  sDtinroJi  rmTlosHunisnlin  de  mii9lc&  de  belliws  tr 
Lus  Moros  flnil(       '  '  - 

grands  ruydo  de  alsmborcs  p 
Qufiras  C'Viles  dc  GranMa- 


Swinburne,  Is  his  Travels  Ihioneh  SiHia,  In  Ibe  yaais  IT 
HTR,  BienMoni,  Out  the  aniTenary'  of  llie  nirrenfler  of  Gmi 
FerdinBnd  and  iMbella,  was  bUII  osaervafl  in  iha  city  us  a  gn 
Uval  and  day  of  i^o\cias ;  and  rliat  tbe  populace  on  that  a 
Vaid  aa  annual  visit  to  t£e  Mourish  paiej^- 


cily  B»d  palace.    OvereoniB  by  the  Bich^hHhll^aliDlo  tears,  and  waa 
Ihiis  rBiiroaclied  by  his  motliEr,  the  Sullaness  Aym,— "  Thou  doent 

Ihou  kneweBI  noi  how  to  defend  and  die  for.  Uke  a  man?' 


56,  line 

13. 

act  is 

^VU"""^ 

"" 

Nolo  37,  p«g 

n.lln 

1- 
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TS  THE  ABENCERaAUE. 

Ihe  Muura  loni  refuge."— BouBoomm's  TVavela  in  Spain. 
Note  38,  page  50,  Hoe  34. 
Where  lat  too  blsst  if  a^ht  reTiuim'd  to  fear. 
"PiuL  d  Dieu  que  Je  ctaignldGe!  " — .Sndrataagjie. 
Nole  39,  pBge  00  line  8, 

UrB.  RadclilTe,  in  her  journey  along  the  bsnka  of  the  Bhine.  thns 

sUasse.  "  The  oestet  we  upproecheA  these  mounli^na,  tl^  mors  we 
had  occasion  la  admire  the  vaiUiua  tints  of  [belt  gtanilos.  Soinetlmea 
thepreclpicaB  wore  of  a  feint  pint,  then  of  a  deep  red,  a  dall  purple, 
or  a  Unsh  sppnxLchtaie  to  lilac,  and  aometitueg  eleanu  of  a  pida  fel- 
low mingled  with  tlielowahnibs  that  grew  npoE  their  aldea.  The 
da;  waa  cloudlesa  and  bright,  and  we  were  too  near  these  heigbla 


iT^IStW^ 


THK  WIDOW  or  CRESCENTIUS. 


''  In  therelgb  of  OLhoIII-EmperDTDf  GeinrifiJiy>tlieRaDiaiifl.exc[led 

Baxon  yolre,  Mul  the  aulliortty  of  the  Popes,  whose  vicea  tendered 
IhetQ  oluecli  of  universal  BDUeiopt.    Tlie  Conaul  was  besieged  I17 

, „ ntered  Into  necQliii 

pledging  his  Imperial  wwd  to  reapeet  the  life  of  Creac 


.  io,  afler  many  unavaiiini 

IQ  litis  AirlreBS,  et  last  entered  into  negattBlions ;  sod, 

pledging  his  Imperial  wwd  to  respect  the  life  of 

xbs  rjEhiB  Df  the  Boninn  cLLJzeoa>  the  niklbrlunai 


......  ,        esllug  her  affliction  ai 

It  for  the  InsulB  to  which  she  had  been  eipose 
^ed  10  revenge  her  hiubaud  and  herself.  Oa  LI 
>  ftom  n  pilgrimaEe  to  Mocmt  Oaigumr  which,  pt 
ig  of  remorse  had  induced  hini  to  undertake,  si 
tn  lie  iDtrodnced  U>  Um,  ejid  lo  gain  his  conMenc 


Where  dwell,  m  daya  departed  long. 
The  Bona  of  battle  and  of  aong, 
No  tree,  no  ahrub  ite  folinge  rears. 
But  o'er  llie  wi-ecks  of  other  years, 
TemplfS  and  domes,  which  long  nave  been 
The  Boil  of  [hat  enchanted  eeene. 

There  the  wild  fig-tree  and  the  vine 
O'er  Hadiian's  mouldering  villa  twine ;' 
The  cjpMsa,  in  iiinereai  grace, 
Usurra  the  vanidi'd  oolumn'a  place ; 
O'er  BJlen  shrine,  and  ruin'd  frieze ; 
The  wall-flowei-  rnatles  in  the  breeze ; 
Acanthus-leavea  the  marble  hide 
They  once  adorned,  in  aculptured  pride. 
And  nature  hath  resumed  her  throne 
O'er  Ihe  vast  worlis  of  ages  flown. 

73 
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THE  WIDOW  OP  OKESCE.fTlUa. 

Wos  it  for  this  that  many  a  pile. 
Pride  of  BisauB  and  of  Nile, 
To  Anio'a  banks  the  ImegB  lent 
Of  each  imperial  monument  1* 
Now  Athens  weeps  her  ehatter'd  fenea, 
Thy  temples,  Egypt,  strew  thy  plains ; 
And  the  proud  fcbrida  Hadrian  rear'd 
KT>m  Tibur's  vale  have  disappeofd. 
We  need  no  prescient  sifayl  Uiere 
The  doom  of  grandeur  to  declare ; 
Each  stone,  where  weeda  and  ivy  cliniti. 
Reveals  some  orncla  of  Time  ; 
Each  relic  utters  Fate's  decree. 
The  future  as  the  past  shall  be. 

Halia  of  the  dead  >.  in  Tibtir'a  vale, 
Who  now  Bhall  tell  your  lofty  tale  J 
Who  trace  the  high  patrician's  dome, 
The  bard's  retieB.t,  the  hem's  homs  1 
When  mosB-dad  wrecks  ajooe  record 
There  dwelt  the  world's  departed  lord. 
Ill  scenes  where  vetdure'a  rich  erray 
Still  sheds  young  beanty  o'er  decay. 
And  sunshine  on  each  glowing  hill, 
Midst  ruina  finda  a  dweUing  atill. 

Snnk  ia  thy  palace — but  thy  tomb, 
Hadrian !  hath  shared  a  prouder  doom,' 
Thx>UEh  vaniah'd  with  the  days  of  old 
[ts  pilTaiB  of  Corinthian  mould  ; 
And  the  &ir  forms  by  scolpturs  wrought, 
Each  bodying  some  immortal  thonglit, 
Which  o'er  that  temple  of  the  dead, 
Set«ne,  but  solemn  beauty  ^d, 
Have  found,  lOte  glory's  self,  a  grave 
In  time's  abyts,  or  Tibar's  wave :' 
Yet  dreams  moi-e  lofty,  and  more  fair, 
Than  art's  bold  hand  liath  imaged  o'er. 
High  thoughts  of  many  a  mighty  mind, 
El^ianding  when  all  dse  declined. 
In  twilight  yeaia,  when  only  they 
Recail'a  the  radiance  pass'd  away, 
Have  made  that  ancient  pile  their  home, 
Fortress  of  freedom  and  of  Rome. 

There  he,  who  strove  in  evil  days 


CreaeentiuB  long  maintaiu'd  Se  sUife 
Which  closed  but  with  its  martyr's  life. 
And  left  the  tmpei'iaL  tomb  a  name, 


rGcH^te' 


A  hcrilage  of  holier  fame. 

There  closeil  De  Brescia's  mission  liigh, 

From  thence  the  patriot  came  to  die  ? 

And  thou,  Whose  Roman  sonl  the  last, 

Spoke  with  the  voice  of  ages  paat,^ 

Wliose  Ihonghfs  so  long  from  earth  hod  fled, 

To  mingle  with  the  glorious  dead. 

That  midst  the  world's  degenerate  nine 

They  vainly  sought  a  dwelling-ploce, 

Within  that  lionae  of  death  didst  brood 

O'er  Tisioos  to  thy  rain  woo'd. 

Yet,  worthy  of  a  brirfiter  lot, 

Rienai,  be  (hy  laulls  fiirgot ! 

For  thnu,  whjin  all  aiwind  thee  lay 

Cliain'd  in  ihe  slumhera  of  decay  ; 

So  sunk  each  heart,  that  mortal  eye 

Had  scarce  a  (ear  for  liberty ; 

Alone,  amidst  the  darkness  there, 

Could'st  gaze  on  Rome— yet  not  despair !' 

'Tis  mom,  atid  Nature's  richest  dyes 
Are  floating  o'er  Italian  skies  i 
Tina  of  transparent  lustre  shine 


Where  tombs  and  Men  fenea  hi 
The  wide  Campagna's  solitude, 
'Tis  sad  amidst  that  scene  to  tract 
Those  relics  of  a 


Yet,  o'er  the  ravaaed  path  of  time,— 
Such  glory  sheds  that  brilliant  clime, 
Wiiere  Nature  still,  thou^  empires  Inll, 


Holds  her  triumphant  festival ; 

E'en  Desolation  weais  a  smile. 

Where  skies  and  sunbeams  laugh  the  vihUe  : 

And  Heaven's  own  light,  Earth's  richest  blo'  a 

Array  the  mia  and  the  tomb. 


__    .  _  w  feir  the  scene  Below, 

Robed  in  Italia'fl  briehtest  glow. 
Though  throned  'miaBt  Iiatmm's  clas^c  p 
Th'  Eternal  City's  towers  and  fenfB 
And  they,  the  Heiades  of  earUi, 
The  seven  proud  hilia  of  Empire's  bu1h. 
Lie  spread  beneath:  not  now  her  glonce 
Roves  o'er  that  vast  sublime  expanse  i 
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THE  WIDOW    or  CRESCENTEUS 

Insirired,  and  bright  with  hope,  'tia  thrown 
On  Adrian's  mafsy  tomh  alone : 
Tliere,  from  the  Htorm,  when  Freedom  fled, 
His  fHilhfiil  few  Cresoentdua  led : 
While  slie,  his  anxious  bride,  who  now 
Bends  o'er  the  scene  her  yonthful  brow, 
Sourfit  refage  in  the  hallow'd  lane. 
Which  then  conld  shelter,  not  in  vnin. 

But  now  the  lofty  strife  is  o'er. 
And  Liberty  fliuiU  weep  no  more. 
At  lenglh  imperial  Olho'a  voice 
B  da  he   devo    d  so  s  rej      e 


Wheal 

He  ard  n  h  \  I 

The  seema  beyond  he   ea  h  of  fate 

He  me  n  like  creature  1    n  aljove 

All    Tified  w  ll  hope  and  love 


Li.._  

A  meaning  lofty  and  inspired, 
Aa  liy  her  native  day-etar  fired ; 
Such  wild  and  hi^  eipreaaicHi,  fraught 
With  glances  of  impnsaon'd  thought, 
Aa  &ney  eheds,  in  vi^ons  bri^it, 
"'jr  priestess  of  the  God  of 


\j  er  priesicss  ui  iiiu  ^juu  oi  jjigiii  i 
And  the  dark  lodts  that  lend  her  fiice 
A  youthful  and  luzuriaDt  grace, 
Wave  o'er  her  cheek,  whiSe  kindling  dyea 
Seem  irom  the  Ere  wi^n  to  rise ; 
But  deepen'd  by  the  burning  heaven 
To  iiet  own  land  of  BunlJeanm  giveiL 
ItaUan  art  that  fervid  glow 
Would  o'er  ideal  beauty  tlu^w,' 

el , 

'a  fell, 

But  Bee, — She  banner  of  the  bmve 
O'er  Adrian's  tomb  hath  ceased  to  via 
"Tie  lower'd— and  now  Stephania's  ey. 
Can  well  the  martial  train  descry, 


r^no^fc 


THE  WIDOW  or  CliESCENTIUS. 

Who,  issning  from  thnt  aiicnent  dome. 
Pour  ihrongfl  the  crowded  Btreela  of  Rome. 
Now  from  her  walch-tower  on  the  heiglit, 
With  etep  OS  fiibled  i70od-nyinphfl  h^i, 
She  fliea— and  swifE  her  way  cuTBura, 
Tiiroiigli  the  lone  convent's  ovenues. 
Dark  cypreag  groves,  p.iid  fieida  o'ei'SDreiid 
With  records  of  the  conquering  dead. 
And  paths  which  triick  a  glowing  waste, 
She  tiEiverses  in  breathless  haste ; 
And  b}  the  tombs  where  dust  is  shrined, 
<.>nee  tenanted  by  loflieat  mind, 
Still  passing  on,  hath  reach'd  the  gate 
or  Roine,  the  proud,  the  desolole" 
Throng-d  are  the  streets,  and,  eliU  renew'd. 
Rush  on  tlie  gathering  multitude. 

Is  ii  their  hiaji-soul'd  chief  to  greet. 
That  thus  ihs  RonnELn  thonsands  meet? 
With  names  that  bid  (heir  thoughts  ascend 
Ci-escentiuB,  thine  in  song  to  blend ; 
And  of  triumphal  days  gone  by 
Recall  th'  inHpiiing  Mgeanliy  1 
—There  ia  on  air  of  breathless  dread. 
An  eager  glance,  a  hniryiug  tread  ; 
And  now  a  ^rful  silence  round, 
And  noff  a  filM  marmtuing  sound, 
'Midst  the  pale  crowds,  that  almost  seem 
Phantoms  of  some  tumultuous  dream. 
Quick  is  each  step,  and  wSd  eatJi  mien, 
Portentons  of  some  awfol  scene. 
Bride  of  Creeeniius '.  as  the  throng 
Bore  thee  with  whelming  force  along, 
,v!v»,i,  Uo'.rj  ^"tx  higb, 

in  shall  close, 


Who  "midst  yon  guarded  precinct  slani 
With  feaiieSB  inien,l)ut  fetter'd  hantb? 
The  ministera  of  death  nre  nigh, 
Yet  a  cahn  grandeur  lights  Ills  eye ; 
And  in  his  glonce  theie  lives  a  mind 
Wliich  was  not  fotin'd  for  chQins  to  bind. 
But  cast  iu  such  hei-oic  mould 
As  theira,  ih'  ascendant  ones  of  old. 
Creacenlius)  Freedom's  dnnng  son, 
ts  this  the  guerdon  (hou  hpsl  won! 
O  worlh^  10  have  lived  and  died 
In  the  biighl  days  of  Lntiujn's  pride ! 
Thiii  must  the  beam  of  gloty  close 
Cev  the  seven  hills  iigaiTi  th,it  rose. 


i^y  Google 


^ul  ofVd 


burst  the  yoke, 
ignom  woke! 


Vain  dream !  tht 

Sunk  is  the  ctownjng  city'a  thiom 

Th'iiluaii       ■' -''- ' 

Tneir  aai- ,— -, 

Thy  life  hath  been  a  *ot-Bta , , 

Shed  o'er  ber  midn^t  of  decay ; 
Thy  death  at  Freedom's  nun'd  shrine 
Must  rivet  every  eliain — but  thine. 

Calm  is  his  OBpeot,  nnd  li 

" —  "^-'d  upon  thr  -" —  '-' 

thf^  wre 

AieIi,  temple,  column,  worn  and  grey. 
Recording  triumphs  paaa'd  away ; 
WoAa  of  the  tnfehty  and  the  ftee, 
Whose  steps  on.  earm  no  more  shall  be. 
Though  their  bright  course  hath  left  a  trace 
Nor  years  nor  sorrows  can  eflace. 
Why  changes  now  the  patriot's  mien, 
Erewhile  so  loftily  serene  1 
TtntB  can  approachmg  death  control 
The  might  or  that  commanding  soul  1 
No !— Heard  ye  not  that  Ihriiling  oiy 
Wbich  told  of  bitterest  agony  1 
He  heard  it,  and  at  once  eiibdueil. 
Hath  sunk  the  hero's  fortitude- 
He  heard  it,  and  his  heart  "too  well 
Whence  rose  that  voice  of  woe  con  tell ; 
And  'midst  the  gazing  throngs  around 
One  vi'ell-known  form  his  glance  hath  fbmid ; 
One  fondly  loving  and  beloved,   ' 
In  grief,  in  peril,  feilhful  proved. 
Tes,  in  the  wildness  of  despair, 
She,  his  devoted  bride,  is  there. 
Pale,  breathless,  Ihrouffli  the  crowd  aire  flies, 
The  li^t  ot  frmzy  inner  eyea : 
But  ere  her  Hrms  can  claep  the  Ibrm, 
Which  hfe  ere  long  n«iat  cease  to  warm ; 
Bra  oa  his  agonizing  breast 
Her  heart  can  heave,  her  head  can  rest ; 
Check'd  in  her  couise  by  ruthless  hnnda, 
Mnte,  mo^onlesa,  at  once  she  stands ; 
With  bloodleps  cheek  and  vacant  glance, 
Froaen  and  fiit'd  in  horror's  trance ; 
Speil-bound,  as  every  sense  were  fled, 
And  thought  o'erwhelm'd,  and  feeUng  dead, 
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The  Hcene  of  grief  and  dealh  is  o'er. 
The  paltiofs  heart  shall  Ihi-ob  no  more : 
Bui  hers — so  vainly  form'd  to  prove 
The  pure  devolsdnesa  of  love, 
And  druw  fiom  food  aifection'B  eye 
Al]  litouglji  sublime,  all  feeline  high ; 
When  consdouaufss  Bcain  ^fll  iralie. 
Hath  now  no  refuge — but  to  break. 


A.  broken  aem,  whose  inborn  light 


FART  0. 

Host  thou  a  scene  that  is  not  spread 
With  records  of  thy  giory  fiedJ 
A  monument  ihat  dolh  not  tell 
The  tale  of  Liberty's  farewell  1 
Italia !  thou  oil  but  a  grave 
Where  floweis  luxuriate  o'er  the  brave 
And  nature  gives  bet  treasures  bitlh 
O'er  all  IhalTialh  been  great  on  earth. 
Yet  smile  thy  heavens  as  once  they  smiled , 
When  thou  wen  Freedom's  fevoi-'d  child: 
Though  fiitie  and  tomb  aliJte  are  lew, 
Tinie  hath  not  dunm'd  thy  sunbeam's  glow: 
And,  robed  in  that  exulting  ray, 
Thou  seem'st  lo  triumph  o'er  decay. 
Oh,  yet,  though  by  thy  sorrows  bent. 
In  nature's  pomp  magnificent ; 
What  marvel  if,  when  all  was  lost, 
Still  on  thy  blight,  enchanted  coast, 
TTiough  many  an  omen  wam'd  him  thence, 
Lmger'd  the  lord  of  eloque— •  "•' 

itargan' —  '■--  '"■-'■■  -' 
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T[iK  winow  or  chesce.vtiits. 

Who  'midst  thy  glowing  acsnea  could  dwell, 

Nor  bid  awhile  his  griefe  farewell  ? 

Hath  not  tliy  pare  and  genial  air 

Kalm  for  all  sadness  but  despair?'' 

No  !  there  are  panga,  whose  deep-wora  trace 

Not  all  thy  magic  can  eftace  1 

Hearts  by  uckindneas  winng  may  lesm, 

The  world  and  all  iJs  ^s  lo  apum ; 

Time  may  steal  on  with  silent  tread, 

And  dry  the  tear  that  moiiras  the  dead ; 

May  change  fond  love,  subdue  regret. 

And  teach  e'en  vengeance  to  forget: 

But  thou,  Remorae  I  there  is  no  charm, 

iri^  BtiDg,  avenger,  to  disaim ! 

Vain  are  Diight  suns  and  laughing  sties, 

To  soothe  thy  victim's  Dgonies : 

rra.- 1 L ^g  jjj^  burning  throne, 

is  thine  alone. 

In  vain  for  Olho'a  joyleffl  eye 
Sniile  the  &ir  scenes  of  Italy, 
Aa  tbioagh  her  landscapes'  rich  array 
Th'  imperial  pilgrim  bends  his  way. 
Tbf  form,  Crescentius,  on  his  eight 
mses  when  nature  laughs  in  light 
Glides  rouiiiit  him  at  the  midnight  hour, 
fepresent  in  his  festal  bower, 
With  Bwfid  TOice  and  frowning  mien. 
By  all  but  him  unhenrd,  unseen. 
Oh !  thus  to  diadowa  of  die  grave 
Be  every  tyrant  sUll  a,  slave ! 


In  shades  that  saw  him  live  and  die 
Beneath  their  waving  canopy. 
'Tw^  his,  aa  legiona  tell,  to  share 
The  converse  of  unmortals  there ; 
Aixiund  that  dweller  of  [he  wild 
There  "  bright  appearances"  have  smiled,'* 
And  angel-winra,  at  eve,  have  been 
Gleaming  tlie  snadowv  boughs  between. 
And  oft  from  that  fecluded^ower 
Hath  breathed,  at  midnight's  calmer  hour, 
A  swell  of  viewless  haips,  a  sound 
Of  warbled  onthema  pealing  round. 
Oh,  none  but  voicea  oT  the  sk.y 
It  walie  that  thrilling  111 
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(■cars  have  gone  by ;  Ihg  hermit  sleeps 
Amidst  Gnrgano'a  woods  and  steeps ; 
Ivy  and  flowers  have  half  o'er  grown, 
And  veil'd  bis  low,  sepulelu^  stone : 
Tet  still  the  spot  is  holy,  still 
CeleatiDl  tbotsteps  haunt  the  hilt ; 
And  oft  lbs  Bwe-Htmck  raonntaineer 
Aerial  ve^r-hynms  may  hear 
Around  thoSB  ioresC-precmctt  float. 
Soft,  solemn,  clear,  bat  sdll  remote. 
Oft  will  Aflliciion  breathe  her  plaint 
To  that  rude  shrine's  departed  saint. 
And  deem  that  spirits  of  the  blest 
There  shed  sweet  influence  o'er  her  breast. 

And  thither  Otho  now  repairs. 
To  soothe  hia  aoul  whh  vows  and  prayeis ; 
And  if  for  hirn,  on  holy  ground, 
The  lost  one,  Peace,  may  yet  be  found, 
'Midst  roclis  end  ibrests,  by  the  bed, 
Where  calmly  deep  tbe  sainted  dead. 
She  dwells,  remote  from  heedless  eye, 
Wilh  NalQie's  lonely  majesty. 

Vain,  vain  the  search— hia  troubled  breast 

The  weary  pilgrimage  is  o'er. 
The  hopes  that  cheei'd  it  are  no  more. 
Then  sinks  his  soul,  and  day  by  day 
Youth's  buoyant  energies  decay. 
Tbe  lichl  of  health  his  eye  hatn  flown. 
The  glow  that  tinged  his  cheek  is  gone. 
Joyless  Bs  one  on  whom  ia  laid 
Some  baleful  spell  that  bids  liim  £ide, 
Estending  its  myaterioua  power 
O'er  eveiy  scene,  o'er  every  hoar ; 
E'en  thus  he  witliers ;  and  to  him 
Itaiia's  brilliant  sides  are  dim. 
He  withers — in  that  glorious  clime 
Where  Natme  lausba  in  scorn  of  Time  ; 
And  suns,  that  sbefl  on  all  below 
Then-  full  and  vivifying  glow. 
From  him  alone  their  power  withhold, 
And  leave  his  heavl  in  darkness  cold. 
Earth  blooms  aroimd  him,  heaven  in  fair. 
He  only  seems  to  perish  there. 

Yet  sometimes  will  a  transient  smile 
Play  o'er  his  faded  cheek  awhfle. 
When  breaths  bis  minslrel-boy  a  strain 
Of  power  to  lui'  sU  earlhly  pam ; 
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So  wildlj'  sweet,  ila  notes  might  seem 

Th'  ethereal  music  of  a  dresm, 

A  spiril'a  voice  I'tom  worlda  unknown. 

Deep  Ihrilliiig  power  hi  every  tone ! 

Sweet  is  that  lay,  and  yet  its  flow 

Hath  language  only  given  to  woe ; 

And  if  at  dtnes  its  w^Eening  swell 

Some  tale  of  gloiy  seems  to  tell, 

Soon  the  proud  notes  of  triumph  die, 

Lost  in  a.  diige's  harmony : 

Oh !  many  a  pang  the  heart  hath  proved, 

Hath  deeply  sufier'd,  fondly  loved, 

Ere  the  sad  strain  could  oatoh  from  thencs 

Such  deep  impasBioii'd  eloquence ! — 

Yes !  gaze  on  him,  thai  minstrel  boy — 

He  is  no  child  of  hope  and  joy '. 

Though  few  his  years,  yet  nave  they  been 


Breathe  other  blighM  than  those  of  time. 

Yet  seems  his  spiiit  wild  and  proud, 
By  giief  unsoEten'd  and  uuhow'd. 
Oh  r  there  are  sorrows  which  imparl 
A  sternness  forrign  to  the  heart. 
And,  rusiiing  with  an  earthquake's  power. 
That  makes  a  desert  in  an  hour, 
Rouse  the  dread  paeons  in  their  oonrse. 
As  tempests  wake  the  billows'  force  t — 
'Tis  sad,  on  yoathfiil  Guido-s  &ce. 
The  stamp  of  woes  like  these  to  trace. 
Oh !  where  can  ruins  awe  mankind. 
Dark  as  tlie  ruins  of  the  mind  1 

His  mien  is  lofiy^  but  hie  gaze 
Too  well  a  vjand'rmg  sou!  betrays : 
His  full  dark  eye  at  times  is  bright 
With  sttange  and  momentaiy  hght. 
Whose  quick  uncertain  fkahes  mrow 
O'er  his  pale  cheek  a  hectic  glow : 
And  oft  his  features  and  his  air 
A  shade  of  troubled  mystery  wear, 
A  glance  of  harried  wildncss,  frai^t 
Widi  some  uofeehomable  tfaou^t. 
Whale'er  that  thought,  still,  nneipress'd. 
Dwells  the  sad  eecret  in  his  breast ; 
The  pride  his  hanghtv  brow  reveals. 
All  other  passion  well  conceals. 
He  breathes  each  wounded  feeling'fl  tone. 
Id  music's  eloquence  alone ', 
His  soul's  deep  voice  is  only  ptrnr'd 
Through  his  full  song  and  mwlling  chord. 
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He  seeks  no  Jrieiid,  but  shuns  the  irain 
Of  courtiers  with  a  proud  disdain : 
And  save  when  Otho  hids  bia  lay 
Its  half  unearthly  power  esas-y. 
In  hall  or  bower  the  heart  1«  thrill. 
His  haunts  are  wild  and  lonely  slilL 
For  distant  from  Qib  heedle^  thrcmg. 
He  rovM  old  Tibeft  banltB  along. 
Where  Empire^  desolate  remama 
Lie  scBttei'd  ifei  the  silent  plains : 
Or  lingering  midst  each  raili'd  shrine 
That  strena  Ae  desert  Falaline, 
With  monmiu),  yet  oomnuuitUi^  mien. 
Like  the  sad  genius  of  the  scene, 
Entranced  in  awfiil  thought  appears 
To  cotnmnne  with  departed  yesis. 
Or,  at  the  dead  of  nisht,  whan  Rome 
Seems  of  heroic  shades  die  home ; 
When  Tibei's  murramdiig  voice  reoalhl 
ITie  mighty  to  then- ancient  halls ; 


lo  the  eolemn  scene  aione 

The  majesty  of  ages  flown ; 

A  pilgriin  to  each  hero's  tomb, 

He  wanders  through  the  sacred  doom  | 

And^  'midst  those  dwellings  of  decay. 

At  times  will  breathe  so  sad  a  lay. 

So  wild  a  grandeur  in  each  tone, 

'Tis  like  a  dirge  for  eitipirea  gone ! 

Awake  thy  pealing  haij)  again. 
But  breathe  a  more  eiulting  strain, 
Young  Guide !  for  awhile  torgot 
Be  the  dark  seorels  of  thy  lot, 
And  rouse  lli'  inspiring  soul  of  song 
To  speed  the  banquefH  hour  aloDgT— 
The  feast  is  spread,  Sndmuaio's  call 
Is  echoing  through  the  royal  hall. 
And  banners  wave,  and  trophies  shine. 
O'er  stately  guesB  in  glittering  line  ; 
And  Otho  seeks  awhile  to  chase 


Rise  like  a  spirit  on  his  sleep, 

The  still  small  voice  of  co  -  -' 

Lost  in  the  din  of  revelry. 

On  his  pale  brow  dejection  lowers, 

But  that  shall  yield  to  festal  houis : 

A  gloom  is  in  his  faded  eye. 

But  tliat  from  music's  power  shall  Sj 


Hia  wasted  eheek  la  wiiji  with  care. 
But  mirth  shall  spread  IreBli  ctimson  tliere, 
Waka,  Guido !  wake  thjr  numbers  high, 
Strike  die  bold  cbord  p.xuiangljr ! 
And  pour  upon  the  enraptured  eor 
Such  Bti'aina  aa  wamoraloTe  to  bear  • 
Let  the  tich  mantling  goblet  flow. 
And  banish  all  reBembliiig  woe ; 
AJid,  if  a  thoucht  intrude^  oi  power 
To  mar  the  bnglil  convivial  hour, 
Still  must  its  influence  lark  unseen, 
And  cloud  the  heait— but  not  the  mien ! 

Away,  vain  dieam ! — on  Otbo's  brow, 
Still  darker  lower  the  sbEidows  now ; 
Changed  are  bia  fentHreK,  now  o'erspread 
With  the  cold  paleiie^  of  the  dead; 
Now  crimson'd  with  a  hectic  dye. 
The  burrnng  fliiah  of  agony ! 
His  hp  is  qinvering,  and  his  breast 
Heaves  with  convukve  mnas  opprera'd  ; 
Now  Vua  dim  eye  seems  ta'a  and  glazed. 
And  now  to  heaven  in  aoguiBh  raised  ; 
And  as,  with  unavailing  aid, 
Around  him  flirong  his  gueata  dismay'd, 
He  ainha— while  scarce  hia  atrnggling  bieath 
Hath  power  to  feltei— "  TMa  ia  cTealh ! " 

Tlien  ruflh'd  that  haughty  child  of  song. 
Dark  Guido,  through  the  awe-atruok  throng ; 
FilI'd  widi  a  strange  delirious  light^ 
His  kindling  eye  shone  wildly  bnghf : 
And  on  the  suflersr'B  mien  awhile 
Gazmg  with  stern  vindictive  smile 
A  ieverish  glow  of  triumph  dyed 
His  burning  cheek,  while  thus  he  cried  :— 
"  Yes !  these  ate  death-pangs~on  thy  brow 
la  set  the  aeal  of  vengeance  now ! 
Oh!  well  was  mix'dthe  deadly  draugllt. 
And  long  and  deeply  hast  though  quaffed ; 
And  bitter  as  thy  pangs  may  be, 
They  are  but  giierdona  meet  from  me  ! 
Yet,  these  aie  but  a  momenlfs  throes, 
Howe'er  intense,  they  soon  shall  close. 
Soon  shalt  tbou  yield  thy  fleeting  breath— 
Ms  life  hath  been  a  lingering  death ; 
Since  one  dark  hour  cfwoe  and  crime, 
A  blood-Bpot  on  the  page  ot  lime ! 
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Ave  1  view  the  wi-eck  with  shudderina  thought, — 

Thai  work  of  rain  cho«  hael  wrought  T 

The  secret  of  ihydnom  to  leil, 

My  name  alone  snSces  well ! 

Stephania. ! — onca  a  hero's  bride ! 

Ulho !  thou  know'at  the  rest — he  died. 

Yea!  Irasting  to  a  monarch's  word, 

The  Roman  fell,  nntried,  unheard ! 

And  thoa,  whose  ereiy  pledge  waa  vain. 

How  couldat  thou  trust  m  au^l  again  ? 

"  He  died,  and  I  waa  changed — my  soul, 
A  lonely  wanderer,  spnrn'd  coiilral. 
From  peace,  and  light,  and  glory  huri'd, 
The  outcaal  of  a  puiet  world, 
1  saw  each  biightet  hope  o'erthrown. 
And  lived  lor  one  dread  task  nlone. 
The  task  19  closed— fultiU'd  the  vow, 
Tile  hand  of  death  is  on  thee  now. 
Betrayer!  in  thy  turn  betray'd, 
Tlie  debt  of  blood  shall  soon  be  paid ! 
Thine  honr  is  come — (he  time  Iiath  been 
My  heart  had  slmink  from  suoh  a  scene ; 
TAat  feeling  long  is  past — my  fate 


"  Ye  ihftt  around  me  shuddering  stan 
Ye  cbie6  and  princes  of  tiie  land! 
Mourn  ye  a  guilty  monarch's  doom  I 
Ye  wept  not  o'er  ibe  paliiofB  tomb ! 
He  beep's  unhonot'd — yet  be  mine 
To  share  his  low,  neglecled  shrme.. 
Hjs  aoul  with  fi-eedom  finds  a  ' 


The  slumbers  of  the  mighty  there ! " 

The  day  departs — that  fearjul  day 
Fades  in  calm  loveliness  away : 
From  purple  heavens  its  lingering  beam 
Seems  melting  into  Tiber's  stream. 
And  BotUy  tints  each  Roman  hill 
With  glowing  li^ht,  aa  cleai  and  Btiil 
As  if,  nnBt«ii?d  By  crime  or  woe. 
Its  houiB  had  pees'd  in  silent  fiow. 
The  day  sets  calmly—it  hath  been 
Mark'd  with  a  strange  and  awful  scene 
One  guilty  bosom  throbs  no  more, 
AiidOlho's  pangs  and  life  ate  o'er. 
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And  thou,  ate  yet  anodwr  buQ 
His  burning  race  haHi  brightly  ran. 
Released  from  snaidBh  by  ibj  Sute, 
Daughter  of  Rome  1  Aaa  find  lepoee. 
Yes!  onlhjcounttrt  lovely  dcy 
Fix  yet  once  more  thy  partlne  eye  f 
A  few  short  houra— and  all  shall  be 
The  silent  and  the  past  for  thee. 
Oh !  thus  with  tempests  of  a  day 
We  straggle,  and  we  pass  away, 
Like  the  wild  billows  as  they  aweep. 
Leaving  no  vestige  on  the  deep  ! 
lAjld  o'er  thy  dark  and  lowly  bed 
Tlie  sons  of  future  days  shall  iread. 
The  pangs,  the  confliets,  of  Ihy  lol 
By  iheni  unknown,  by  dae  li^cab 
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tas  nUi  puascr  quelqiies 

M  nriBluB  dn  FitOi  (moV 

Kt<«(m^ourerl  derant  l 
]e  I'edlflcfl,  et  ion  groa  ce^  .. 
L  Diur  oomuie  aa  seipoaX-    Aati 
les  rnlti«,  ■'oanoleDt  Oea  polnta  uu 
Dea  biiiSBOas  de  bdi«.u  Kunpllaaai 


alraa.    Lsb  frnfmens  dc 


InnnesloiubdeBdabsc^a  p&lalsdeLaMoTt;  L^aouf 


Nole  2,  page  7*,  line  *. 
Of  eacA  imfBrM  mmtimttit  J 

Ihe  Acadenila,  the  Prylaiieum  of  Alhens,  the  Temple  of  Setupis  Bt 
A]eii£ndtla,llie  Vole  of  Temps,  &c. 

Note  3,  page  74,  lines  35  and  3fl. 
ShitA  e?  £%  palnee,  but  th^  tirmd, 

Thn  mausoleum  of  Hadrian,  novi-  Ilia  oasUe  of  SL  AoRein.  ''as 
drsl  convened  into  a  cllu]e[  tiy  BeliHsr^ua,  in  his  sacces^niL  defSncc 
.-^f  TTintn  Aninnt  the  nothA.  ''The  lover  of  the  arlSt"  aavB  GU>ll00, 
roxlteleB  and  L^'HlppuB 
d  into  the  ditch  oa  the 
;e,lhBt  the  celebrated 


!Sifice!whll!h"had' 
in  pillar^  and  the  i 


axd.  like  glaiy's  Boy,  a  gna}e 
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H8                                           NOTES. 

lail  A  ponr  Is  chercher.  on  ns  la  •16u,atnei&  pas  nn  lour  da  son  111 ' 
NhK  qiuud  on  lODge  que  les  che^-d'muTcos  du  g«nte  hiiinain  lont 

neut^Ua  ]i  deraot  nons,  at  qn'na  call  plus  percsnt  Iw  vernUt  t  Im- 
vers  lai  oudas,  Ton  iptouYe  Je  ne  sals  quelle  linolian  qnl  leimSl  A 

Rome  suis  ceBS«  iou>  dlrenes  fgrmee,  el  felt  tmuTer  une  sodala 

Nob  5,  page  75,  lines  3  wid  3. 

T-Sers  elosrd  Be  Btssda's  miisum  high ; 

Fra^aeu,^ti,patrM«m,Udi^  ^ 

man  liberty,  aflet  nnremlltlng  afibrw  lofeslote  the  ancionl  cnislllu- 

Uon  of  IhB  repubUe,  waa  not  to  aealh  in  the  jear  115S  by  AilriiLa  IV. 
ThiB  erent  in  thus  descilliad  frj  Slaufoodl,  Hisbnra  da  B^tiUfua 

/IbUohui,  vol.  IL  pages  68  and  09.    "La  pr^rect  deraanra  dunit  le 

Amand  de  Bnaeia,  *lev6  snr  un  btLcher,  fiit  ataclift  A  un  poleau.  en 

feM  du  Ootso.    U  pouvolt  mesurer  dea  yam  les  mAs  longnaa  rues 

do  Borne.    C'esl  U  qu'hablloieat  leg  homines  qu'U  hyoK  si  sonyenl 

appel^B  &  la  liberlS,    Ha  repoat^ant  encore  an  pair,  Ignamnt  la  dan- 

innlB  imp  lard;  ul  les  cohorles  du  pape  repoiisB4rent.  nveo  leius 

lancea,  cem  qui.  n-ayani  pu  sauver  Atnnnil,  voulolaut  flu  niolna 

recueilUrEascendresaoniinailepr^iilensesieliqaes." 

Note  0,  page  75,111.6  5. 

narrmaji;  but  in  a  long  pertod  of  g,nenihy  and  servllufle.  Die  name 
and  the  last  of  Ihe  Roman  pstriolE."— Gibbob'b  CetinK  and  fJi', 

&c.,  vol.  xU.  p.  302. 

Nolel,  pageTS,  lineia. 

Cmai'at  gaie  m  Sanie—tst  HBt  dsspairl 

BB-devaoit  Varton,  el  le  ramercla  de  ce  q^'il  n-amit  pas  dMBjp6ri  de 

Note  8.  page  78,  line  3. 

r™  rf^ra  I  ti,  sa..~red  MtU,  ara  g^e. 

Ihe  temple  ofMsis"  Plutu^  giTes  Uia  foUai^nea^coual^;— "  In'lhe 
elghlh  year  of  Nunia'a  reign,  a  paadlence  prBvalled  In  llaly ;  Rome 

S"S£,TK.SSl,'',«ffi=.TK«.^f 

Noma.    Of  this  he  gate  a  very  wonderM  acconnt,  reaaivad  from 

Egerla  and  Ihe  Musas :  that  (he  bncHler  waa  sent  dowx  Ibr  Ihe  pre- 

en olbers  shonld  Da  niale.as  Uke  It  aa  possible  In  ilze  and  l^faiOD, 

iu  Girder  Iliat  If  any  penon  nere  disposed  to  sleal  IL  he  miaht  not  Da 
nlilc  to  dlsUngnsh  thai  which  Ml  (9om  heaten  from  Ihe  rest.    He 

rfi,7GcH5^1F~ 


ehe 

sacffi.1  M  the^use of  the  vliM  VlrgliiaTdiil;  M  qprlnkia  ^ni] 

nify 

havB  conhrmed  the  Italh  of  Ihls  accounl."— Lt/o  of  JCumo 

Nol«9,p»ge'W.llu84 

p^Hjt  is  the  cfownioff  c/ty*E  throne 

"  Who  hsth  tsken  this  counsel  against  Tyre,  Iho  crem 

whose  merchanu  are  princes,  whose  Irafflckerj  axe  Ihe  li 

or  the  earth  V-haM,  chap.  33. 

"Un  milanse  Wi»™  4a  grancieiir  d'amo,  el  de  foibless 

iSs  oelte  fipnque.  {L'onrifttne  .i^cle,)  dans  le  owMlire  des  R 

a  la  servitude  la  \A\a  aHllsssnle.    Or  uninlt  dit  que  los  cuhi 

oo  ragaiBta  feur  pmpre  ndlfitt.    Lo  nom  des  Eomi^ 

core  aujourd'hul ;  mas  blenlSt  la  vuo  ite  Bome,  i 

Nolell,pago™.UBe40, 

"  As  fbr  CiiMIo,  ho  was  cattLed  to  Asiyrn,  where,  liudlnga 

be  Iniinedialely  went  nn  hoanl,  and  coasted  along  to  Clrue 

ftom  thence,  but  ivhelher  II  was  Ihal  he  feared  the  sea,  or  h 

a  hundred  furLongs  on  fiwt,  as  IfKome  had  been  Iho  pLaee  o 

UnalLon.    Bepenting,  however,  afterwards,  he  left  thai  ro 

made  again  ftir  the  sea.    He  passed  the  night  in  the  most  p 

go  pri™ioly  into  Casar's  liouse,  and  stall  hhaself  upon  the 

Sis  domestic  g<-ls,  lo  bfli«  the  divine  venBeance  npon  his  to    ray                 || 

Bat  he  was  delerreil  ftom  this  by  the  ftai  of  lorlire.    Otheiuin 

pill 

b\m 

by  sea  10  Cajeta,  where  he  hud  a  deilgbUU  retreat  in  the  snii 

whan  the  Eieeiaii  winds  eec  U..    There  was  a  tempie  of  Apni 
lliat  coast,  bam  which  a  flight  of  crows  came  wifi  great  nois 

wards  Ciceto'e  vessel  as  It  was  msldng  land.    They  perched  on 

fllh 

sliles  Ihe  sail-yard,  where  eome  lat  croaking,  and  others  pecklo 

ends  of  Ihe  rdpes.    All  iooked  upon  (hie  u  ai>  111  omen  fyel  C 
went  on  shore,  and.  entering  hie  louse,  lay  down  lo  repass  hin 

:em 

In  the  moautliDe  a  number  of  Ihe  crows  settled  lu  theciianiber 

dow,  and  croaked  in  (he  most  doleflil  manner.    One  offham 

K,lo 

draw  ofl-lhe  clothes  wl.h  which  he  had  covered  his  &ce.    On 

«(Jhl 

If  this.  Ihe  servants  began  to  reproach  themselves.    ■  Shall 

we,' 

liail 

i,,GtH)^le 


U) 

nrolecl  him,  so  Iniiiwsnt  ana  ao  ereW 

sufleie 

is, 

when  Hie  brule  crealures  give  hija  matks  of  l* 

and  Bl 

Then,  pattly  by  enlrealy,  partly  by  fore 
r,  and  CDtricd  hlia  lowiiha  ths  sm."- 

Noleia,  ibebBO,  Iine4. 

"Now  purer  alt 

e,  Ihey  g 

-PbUTAK 

H,IAf 

"5 

Meets  his  Bpiiroacb,  am)  in  Uie  heari  jnsirite 

All  sadness  but  daspalr/'-MiL™ 

Nolel3,psKeeO,llne3I. 

0-cj-  icnM«g  Doii  tke  norlA  loiiuf 

vetv  Isrie             II 

promon 

Bepamled  ftom 

llieon 

nes  on  the  west  liy  the  plains  of  Luc 

We  too 

Mid  no 

B  woods,  which  brooEhl  M  our  minds 
ancient  limes  bent  Willi  llie  loud  winds 

hevener 

I^d 

adesofGarganos. 

'  AqulLonlbua 

' 

n  and  en 

ak. 

iflOB,  ll 

MBlnd 

eelatta 

."--SwiBBnBSii's  Tmvds. 

Note  H  page  SO,  line  40. 
T&ei-»  "  brigit  /^ptaranses"  haw 

iniled. 

iTCoogtc" 


THE  LAST  BANQUET 


AND  CLEOPATRA 


wore  honorably  than 
same  lime  both  by  sea 
lOon  of  this  deslfn,  lie 
Buppar  to  Tender  hJiD  their  best  services 
e  mne  nnmd  plsntlfuU;,  (br  the  day  rol- 

tfhHT  murHP  a/hil*f  ha  Ii^tt  c«rdn^- 


eroiuuL  no  iDneer  of  conseqoBDce  either  tt 
Hli  Mbbc' --  — r^- 


lowiuf  they  might  IiBloiie 

ed  on  the  ^oiuuL  no  long , ^  _^ 

lllDiaaI£    Hli  ftiandi  ware  allboted,  and  wept „ „  _.,„ 

(hiis ;  whicb,  when,  he  perceiTed,  he  anDaanged  Ihem  by  assut- 
anees  thai  Ms  eipectations  of  agloriaas  rictory  were  at  leiist  equal 
to  those  of  an  htmorable  death.  At  the  dead  of  nl^ht,  when  unl- 
rersoJ  aUenee  ndgiied  throur h  the  i^ty,  a  Hleoce  Oiat  was  deepen- 
ed by  the  awfUl  thoaghtoT the  ensuing  day,  on  a  sudden  nras 
beard  the  sound  of  muslcaJ  hismmenls,  and  a  uoiss  which  re- 
cession seemed  to  pass  ihtough  the  wliole  cl:y,  and  id  go  out  at 


Thy  Soea  had  girt  thee  with  their  dread  nrraf, 

O  stitely  Alextmdria ! — yet  the  sound 
Ofniicth  and  music,  at  the  close  of  day, 

Swell'd  irom  thy  splendid  jabrica,  m'  oronr.a 
O'er  camp  and  wave.    Within  the  royal  liall, 

In  gay  magnificence  the  ftaflt  was  qiread ; 
And,  brightly  etremmng  from  the  pdctured  wall, 

A  thousand  kmps  tl^  trembhng;  histre  slied 
O'er  many  a  column,  rich  wifli  ptecioiia  dyes. 
That  tinge  the  marble'a  tein,  'neBti  Afrie  a  bnrning  skWa. 

And  soft  and  clear  that  wavering  radiance  piay'd 
O'er  Boulptured  foniis,  that  round  the  pillar'd  scene 

Calm  and  majestia  rose,  by  art  ar ray'd 
In  godlike  beiraty,  a   '  ■     - 


i,GtH)'^le 


Perchnnce  may  scBtce  be  ivither'd,  when  the  lomb 
Receives  the  mighty  to  its  dark  repose ! 

The  day  must  dawn  on  battle^  and  may  set 
In  death — but  fill  the  nianthng  wine-cup  high ! 

Despair  is  fearless,  and  the  Fates  e'en  yet 
Lend  her  one  hour  for  parting  revehy. 

They  wlio  the  empire  of  the  world  pofee'ffd, 

Would  taste  ilsjoya  again,  era  b]1  exchanged  for  teau 

Itsioys  1  oh,  mark  yon  proud  triumvir's  mien, 

And  read  Iheir  aiinaia  on  ilrnt  brow  of  care ! 
'Midst  pleasHre's  lolua-boweis  his  steps  have  been ; 

Earth's  brightest  pathway  led  him  to  despair. 
Trust  not  the  glance  tiiat  fain  would  yet  inspire 

The  buoyant  energiea  of  dnys  gone  by ; 
There  is  delusion  in  ita  meteor-fire. 

And  all  within  is  sliame,  is  agony ! 
Away !  the  tear  in  biltemes?  may  flow. 
But  there  aro  smiles  which  bear  a  stamp  of  deeper  woe. 

Thy  cheek  is  sunk,  and  &ded  as  lliy  feme. 

O  lost,  devoted  Roman !  j;et  ihyWw 
To  that  DBcendant  and  undying  name, 

Pleads  with  stem  loftiness  lliy  tight  e'en  now. 
Thy  gloiy  ia  departed,  but  hath  left 

A  fingering  l^t  around  thee— ^in  deoay 
N't)!  leas  than  kingly,  (hough  of  all  bereft, 

Thon  seem'Ht  as  empire Tiad  not  jiasa'd  away. 

A  deep,  prophetic  dread  tJstili  mysteiious  fate ! 

But  thou,  enchantreas-queen  '.  whose  love  hath  made 

His  desolation — thou  art  by  his  side, 
[n  all  thy  sovereignty  of  olianns  arrayd. 

To  meet  the  stomi  witli  sliU  rmconquer'd  pride. 
Irapetial  being !  e'n  though  many  a  stain 

Of  error  be  upon  thee,  mete  is  power 
Di.thy  commanding  natuie,  which  shall  reign 
O'er  the  stern  genius  of  mislbrtune'B  hour ; 
And  the  dark  beauty  of  thy  troubled  ej'e 
E'eu  now  is  alt  illumed  with  wild  sublunity. 

Thine  aspect,  all  impassion'd,  weats  a  light 

Inapiiing  and  inspired — thy  cheek  a  dye. 
Which  rises  not  from  joy,  but  yet  is  bright 

With  the  deep  glow  of  feverish  energy. 
Proud  siren  of  the  Nile  !  thy  glance  iafranght 

With  an  unmonat  fire — in  every  beam 
It  darte,  there  kitidlea  some  heroic  thought, 

But  wild  and  awful  as  a  sybil's 'dreaitj ; 


EFSti«^le^  --' 


*rii,y  Google 


*rii,y  Google 


And  the  stem  courage  by  audi  musinp  lent, 

Daugliter  of  Afric '.  o'er  (liy  beauty  throws 
The  grandeur  of  a  regal  spirit,  blent 

With  all  the  mzwsty  ofmighty  woes ; 
While  he,  so  fondly,  iatnlly  adored, 

Thyfellen  Roman,  galea  on  ihee  yet, 
Till  scarce  the  soul,  tiiat  once  esulUng  soBr'd, 

Can  deem  the  dav-star  of  its  glory  set ; 
Scarce  hisehnrm'd  heart  believes  tint  power  can  be 
In  sovereign  fate,  o'ec  Urn,  IhuH  fondly  loved  by  lliee 

But  there  i?  eadness  in  the  eyea  around, 

Which  mark  tiiat  ruin'd  leader,  and  survey 
Ilia  changeful  meia,  whence  oft  the  gloom  ptofmiini 
Strange  tiinmph  chases  hmightily  away. 
"  Quati;  ete  we  part,  the  generous  nectar  deep  ! 

Tour  chiei;  In  cold  forgetftlnesa,  may  sleep, 
While  sounds  of  revel  float  o'.er  shore  and  sea, 
And  the  red  bowl  again  is  crown'd — but  not  fur  nic. 

"  Yet  weep  not  tlins— the  atrnggle  is  not  o'er, 

O  victors  oi  Philippi !  many  o  field 
Hath  yielded  palms  to  ua : — one  efibrt  more. 

By  one  starn  eonfiicf  must  our  doom  be  seal'd  ! 
Foiaet  not,  Romans  !  o'er  a  subject  woidd 

How  royally  your  eagle's  wiijg  hath  spread, 
Though,  ftom  his  eyiie  of  dominion  hurl'd. 

Now  buista  the  tempcsf?  on  hia  created  head  ! 
Yel  sovereign  Btill,  if  baiiish'd  from  the  aliy. 
The  sun's  indignant  bird,  he  must  not  droop — but  dii 

The  feaat  ia  o'er,     'Tia  night,  the  dead  of  night— 

Unbroken  slillne^  broods  o'er  earth  and  deep  ; 
From  Egypt's  heaven  of  soli  and  starry  light 

The  moon  looks  clouJIesa  o'er  a  world  of  sleep ; 
For  diose  who  wait  the  mom's  awakeijiug  beams. 

The  battle  mgnal  to  decide  their  doom, 
flave  sunk  to  feverish  rest  and  troubled  dreams  ; 

Rest,  that  shall  soon  be  calmer  in  ihe  tomb, 
Dreams,  dark  and  ominous,  but  there  to  cease. 
When  sleep  the  lords  of  war  in  solitude  and  peace. 

WBke,Elumberers,wake !  Hark!  heard  yenotaaoii 

Of  gatheting  ttunolt  1 — Near  and  nearer  still 
Its  murmur  swells.    Above,  below,  around, 

Buials  a  strange  chorus  forth,  confused  and  shrill. 
Woke,  Alesandrtn!  through  thy  streets tho  tread 

Of  steps  unseen  is  hurrymg,  and  the  note 
Ofpipe,  and  lyre,  and  trumpet,  wild  and  drend, 

h  heard  upon  the  midnight  air  to  float ; 


.*rih,  Google 


Mingle  llieir  diouaand  ti: 

Thesa  ore  no  mortal  soundB— their  tlirUling  strain 

Hath  more  mysterious  power,  atid  birtii  more  high ; 
And  the  deep  horror  chitfing  every  vein 

OwnH  themofatem,  terrifu;  Euguiy. 
Beings  of  worlds  unknown!  ye  pass  bwdj', 

O  ye  invisible  and  awful  iJirong ! 
Yourechoing  footsteps  and  resounding  loj 

To  Cfflsaris  camp  esulting  move  along. 
Thy  gods  forsake  thee,  Antony !  the  eliy 
By  that  dread  sign  reveals  thy  doom — "  Despair  and  die ! 


I    G(.HH^Ic 


D  CLKOPATRA 


Hotal,1>aee02,UnBlS. 

Cleonaita  medBd  tolleclion  of  pdifFOOuscltgga.  and  being  desirous 
.  koo&  whieh  WM  least  iminM  in  the  oiaiulii.ii,  slie  tried  them  on 

le  fijHnd  to  be  attended  with  violent  inln  and  convulsions ;  such 
I  were  milder  were  slow  In  their  eltbct :  ihe  (tierefi>re  applied  het- 
ilf  10  [he  exnmlnstloa  of  vonomoiu  cIGatmes ;  and  at  lei^Ih  she 
nnd  thaX  the  Hie  of  the  up  vm  Oe  most  eligible  kind  of  denih, 
ir  il  brought  on  a.  padoal  hind  of  lethargy^Sae  FtuTAKgii. 


,11  thy  e^lessswonl;  despair  and  die  1 


U7GOt5^ 


ALARIC  IN  ITALY. 


After  describing  Ihn  conqiiesl  of  Greece  nnd  llnly  by  Ihfl  Geniian 
and  ScylhluD  hordes  aolled  under  Ihe  coniniaod  of  Alaric,  rhe  hia- 
hislorian  of  TUe  Decliae  and  Fall  of  <Ae  Rffman  Empire  IhUfl 
proeeeds ;— "  VPliolher  ftrnie,  or  conquest,  or  riches  were  Ihs 
oMeei  of  Alalia,  he  pursued  thai  objecl  withaa  indefaiJaRble  ardor 
ivliioh  CfKdd  neither  bs  qusLlBd  by  adTsnlty  nar  aalLnled  hy  anc- 
Mu.  Wn  .nr^^i  had  he  rsBchell  the  totrema  land  of  Italy,  than 
■  ■     ■        -  '  -     ■  .    „    -  .      j^  peaceful 

i(d1y  hs  oupsldErcd  only  as 

-,^.^p««».,^.»^»K  -«  --^  '—r peal  Hon  whicli  he  already 

nedltated  agabisC  tbacoatlDeut  of  AfKea.  Tlie  itrails  of  Rhegium 


Itnportaut  erpedit 


BngBBbmitoiieiiiUs  and  B.  half  broad;  and  the  Ibbulnus  monsters  oT 
Che  deep,  the  rucks  of  Bcylla  and  Ibe  whirlpnol  of  Chary  bdls,  could 
terrliy  none  but  the  most  dmld  aid  SDeUlfnl  mariners :  yet,  as 
HKiD  <u  the  (Ual  diviiioa  of  the  Goth*  had  Bmbarked.  a  sadden 
tempest  aioae,  which  sunk  or  scatterea  many  of  the  transports. 
Thalr  aauraie  vas  daugted  by  the  terrors  of  a  new  element ;  and 
the  whole  design  was  defeated  by  the  premature  destli  of  Alatlc, 
vhlch  tli«d,  alter  s  short  lUneu,  the  OLlal  term  of  his  conquests. 
The  fbroclous  character  of  tJie  barbarians  was  dlsnlaved  In  the 
flineial  of  a  hero,  whose  valor  and  fcrlune  they  M 
mournM  applaaae.  By  the  labnr  of  a  captive  m 
ftin^lily  diverted  the  course  of  the  Busenlinns,  a  sn 
washes  the  w^ls  of  ConsenUa.  The  royal  sepu] 
with  the  ^endld  spoils  and  trophies  of  Rome,  was 


who  hiid  been  empioyen  to  esecole  the  ivot 
mo  and  IWl  tS  Utl  Jiraioil  Empire,  vol.  V.  "   ""- 


incled  in 


Heakp  ye  Ihe  Gothic  Immpefa  blast  ? 
The  march  of  hostB,  as  AlEuie  jjcee'd  1 
His  Elena  have  track'd  that  riorioua  clime, 
The  butli-plcce  of  heroic  time : 
But  he,  in  northern  desetts  bred, 
Spared  not  the  living  for  the  dead,' 
Nor  heard  the  viiice,  whose  pleadms  cries 
From  temple  and  from  tomb  arise. 
He  pass'd — the  light  of  burning  fanes 
Hath  been  his  torch  o'er  Grecian  plains ; 
And  woke  they  nol — the  brave,  the  iree. 
To  guard  their  own  Thermopyto  ? 
Ana  left  they  not  their  silent  dwelling. 


u^drogfc^ 


No !  where  the  bold  Thiea  Hundred  slept. 
Sad  freedom  battled  not— J)ut  wept ! 
For  nerveless  theit  the  Spnnan's  hand, 
And  Thebes  could  rouse  no  Sacred  band ! 
Nor  one  high  soul  from  slumber  broke, 
When  AlheL'p  own'd  the  northern  yoke. 

But  was  there  none  for  thee  to  dsre 
The  conflict,  scorning  to  despair  1 
0  city  of  the  seven  proud  hilla ! 
Whose  name  e'en  yet  tlie  epiilt  thrills. 
As  doth  a  clarion's  balde-csll — 
Didsl  thou  too,  ancient  empress,  ikll  t 
Did  no  CamilluB  from  &o  chain 
Ransom  thy  Capitol  again  1 
Oh !  who  shall  lell  the  days  to  bo, 
No  patriot  rose  to  bleed  for  thee  1 

Heard  ye  the  Gothic  trumpets  blast? 
The  maFoh  of  hosts,  as  Alatio  paes'd  T 
Thai  fearful  sannd,  at  midnight  deep,' 
Buret  on  the  et«mal  city's  sleep : 
How  woke  tha  mighty  i    She,  whose  will 
So  long  had  bid  tho  world  be  still. 
Her  Bword  a  Bceplre,  and  het  eye 
Th'  ascendant  star  of  destiny ! 
She  woke — to  view  tlie  drena  array 
Of  Scythiana  rushing  to  their  prey, 
To  hear  her  streela  resound  tlie  cries 
Pour'd  from  a  thousand  aai 
While  the  Eti         ■■  ■      » 
A  ruddy  glov  . .  ..  _ 
Bnrsting  in  that  terrific  hour 
PVom  fane  and  palace,  dome  ann  lowcr, 
RevcaI'd  the  throngs,  for  aid  divine 
Clinging  to  many  a  worshipp'd  shrine 
Fierce  firfiil  radiance  wildly  shed 
O'er  spear  and  sword,  with  carnage  red, 
Shone  o'er  the  suppliant  and  the  nying. 
And  kindled  pyiea  ibr  Romans  dying. 

Weep,  Ifaly!  alas!  that  e'er 
Should  tears  alone  thy  wrongs  declare  I 
The  time  hath  been  when  tffi  dislrew 
Had  roused  up  empires  for  i-edress ! 
Now,  her  long  race  of  gloiy  mn, 
Wilhout  a  combat  Rome  is  won, 
And  from  her  pkinder'd  temples  forth 
Rush  the  fierce  chrtdren  of  the  norlii, 
To  sbaie  beneatli  more  genial  skies 
Each  joy  their  own  rnde  clime  denies. 
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Ye  who  on  bright  Cainpania'a  shore 
Bsde  your  feir  vilkarise  of  yore. 
With  all  theic  gi-acet'ul  oolonnadas, 
And  cryaial  biilhs,  and  myrtle  shadea, 
Along  llie  blue  Hegelian  deep, 
Whose  glasay  wnvea  in  sunshme  sleep ; 
Beneath  your  oliie  and  your  vine 
r'rU'  other  inmates  now  recline, 
And  the  tall  plane,  i^oBe  roots  ye  fed 
With  ridi  liwiliona  duly  shed,' 
O'er  gutslB,  unlike  your  vaniah'd  ftiends. 
Its  bowery  canopy  eitenda. 
For  them  the  sonthem  hesven  is  glowing, 
The  bright  Falemiaii  nectitr  flowing ; 
l<'or  [hem  the  marble  halls  unfold. 
Where  nobler  beings  dwelt  of  old. 
Whose  children  for  barbarian  lords 
Touch  the  sweet  lyre's  resounding  chords. 
Or  wreaths  of  Pjeetan  roses  twine, 
To  crown  tlie  aons  of  Elbe  and  Rhine, 
yet,  ihoudi  luxurious  they  repose 
Beneath  Corinthian  porficora, 
While  round  them  into  being  start 
The  marvels  of  triumphniit  art ; 
"'  '    ot  for  them  hath  genius  given 
inn  Btone  the  fire  oflieaven, 

shrining  in  the  forms  he  wrou^t 
A  bright  eternity  of  thou^t. 
In  vam  the  nativea  of  the  sides 
In  bi-ealhlng  marble  round  them  rise. 
And  sculptuied  nymphs  ot'  fount  or  glado 
People  the  dark-green  laurel  shade  ; 
Cold  ore  the  conqueror's  heart  and  eye 
To  visions  of  divjnily  ; 
And  rude  his  hand  which  dares  deface 
The  models  of  immortal  grace. 

Arouse  ye  from  your  soft  delists ! 
Ciiieftauiai  the  war-note's  call  invites ; 
And  other  lands  must  yet  be  won, 
And  other  deeds  of  havoo  done. 
Warriois !  your  flowery  bondage  break, 
Sonsofthe stormy  nordi,  awake! 
The  barks  are  launching  from  the  steep. 
Soon  Ehall  the  Me  of  CH"es  "Weep,* 
And  Afiic'a  buraino;  winds  afar 
Wflft  the  shrill  soaSls  of  Alario's  war. 
Wheresholl  Ins  race  oi' victory  close! 


Ij'i'om  Si2ythia's  camp  tumultuous  rii 
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Why  swells  dread  Alario'sname  ottnii:! 
A  Elenier  conqueror  hath  been  there  ! 
A  conqueior— j;et  his  paths  are  peace. 
He  eomea  to  brines  the  world's  release  ; 
He  of  the  sword  that  knows  no  shealh, 
Th'  avenger,  the  deliverer— Death  ! 

Is  then  that  daring  s]iirit  fled  ? 
Doth  Alario  slumbev  with  the  dead  ? 
Tamed  are  the  mrurior's  pride  and  strengdi. 
And  lie  and  earth  are  calm  at  length. 
The  land  where  heaven  undoudea  shines, 
Where  sleep  the  sunbeana  on  the  Tines  j 
The  land  by  conquest  made  his  own. 
Can  l^eld  Inm  now — a  arsTe  alone. 
But  his — her  loid  from  Alp  to  Eea, — 
No  common  sepalchi-e  shall  he  i 
Oh,  make  his  tomb  where  mortal  eye 
Its  buiied  wealth  may  ne'er  descry ! 
Where  mortal  fool  may  never  tread 
Above  a  vietor-monarch's  bed. 
Let  not  his  royal  dust  be  hid 
'Neath  Btar-a^uing  pyramid ; 
Nor  bid  the  gather^  mound  aiise, 
To  bear  his  memory  to  die  skies, 
years  roll  away — oblivion  claims 
Her  triumph  o  er  heroic  names ; 
And  hands  profane  disturb  the  clay 
That  once  was  fired  with  riorv's  ray : 
And  Avarice,  fram  their  sioret  gloom, 
Dra^  e'en  the  treasures  of  the  tomb. 
Bui  thou,  O  leader  of  the  free ! 
That  general  doom  awaits  not  iheB : 
Thou,  where  no  step  may  e'er  intrude, 
Shalt  test  in  regal  sohtude, 
Till,  bursting  on  thy  sleep  profotjud. 
The'  Awakener'a  final  tmmiiet  sound. 
Turn  ye  the  waters  from  their  course. 
Bid  Nature  yield  lo  human  &nce. 
And  hoUow  m  the  tonenf s  bed 
A  chamber  of  the  mighty  dead. 
The  work  is  done— the  captive's  hand 
Hath  well  obey'd  Ins  lord's  command. 
Within  that  royal  tomb  are  cast 
The  richest  trophies  of  the  past, 
The  wealth  of  many  a  stately  dome, 
The  gold  and  gems  of  plunder'd  Rimia ; 
And  when  the  midnight  staia  are  beaimtift 
And  ocean  waves  in  stillness  gieaming, 
Stern  in  their  grief  his  warriors  bear 
The  Chaatener  of  the  Nations  there  ; 
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Then  the  freed  cniient'a  rushing  wava 
Rolls  o'er  the  secret  of  the  grave ; 
Then  streHiiis  the  marlyi-'d  captives'  blood 
To  crimson  that  scpulchial  flood, 
Whose  coiiBcioua  tide  alone  shall  keep 
The  xnyBterj  in  its  bosom  deep. 
Time  hoth  past  on  ance  then — and  swept 
From  earth  the  nms  where  heroes  ^ lept ; 
Temples  of  gods,  and  domes  of  kings, 
Are  mouldenog;  with  foi;gotten  things; 
Yet  shall  not  eges  e'er  molest 
The  liewleBS  home  of  Aloiic'a  reet: 
Still  rolls,  like  them,  th'  nnfailing  rivMi  . 
The  guardian  of  his  duBt  for  ever. 
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mle  lerniB  for  Athens,  waa  Ihe  well-known  craeity  of  Sylla;  yel 
paillT  by  Ihe  Inlarcesrton  of  Midlas  and  OJiphon,  imd  tbe  eillea, 
who  (hrew  IheiDHlm  U  his  feel,  parlly  by  Iha  entfesllea  of  Ihe 
seoalDts  who  atlsaded  him  hi  Ihat  eipsdlOan,  and  bBhq[  hhnself  sa- 
Imted  wilh  blDDd  besldCB,  he  wu  at  last  preT^ed  aFon  lo  slop  h!9 
hand.aiuf,  InccaDplhDenttolhflanclBnl  AlUentans,  he  said.  '  he  tto- 

NoCe  a,  page  B7,  line  19. 

Thai  fearful  sousA  at  midxiffht  deep. 

"  At  the  hout  of  midnight,  the  Baliuian  gale  was  silenUy  opansd 
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THE  WIFE  OF  ASDRUBAL. 


prlv»t«ly  thiwr  bltnugtf  at  itio  oopqueror'a  fWt.  The  eeaoihh 
pifiaifid  lo  see  hJs  primd  ii¥Bl  hoiabled,  nanted  hii  life,  ^d  bept 
him  to  gran  hla  Mnmph.  Tbe  CsithB^niaiie.  to  the  (dtadel  no 
SQooer  undentood  that  Ihetr  conuniuidBr  hsdlibandoiied  Ihe  place, 
tiion  they  threw  open  the  giUe^  and  pat  the  proconanl  In  ddswb 

but  the  nine  hnndred  lEeRerran*  who,  beloff  reduced  Co  deap^,  re- 
Ured  into  the  temple  of  Eecnlapiiu,  whlsh  wu  a  nwinid  dladel 
wlUiln  the  first.  There  Che  pmcoiisul  attacked  them ;  aod  these 
unhapiiy  wretches,  flndlng  there  was  no  wBy  to  eteape,  Ht  fits  to 
the  temple.  As  the  natneE  spread,  they  retreated  &om  one  part  lo 
Knolher,  Utl  theygot  lolheraorofthebuildlne.  There  ABdruh^'B 
wife  e.pFeE.red  in  her  beet  apporet,  as  U  tbe  day  of  her  death  had 

Imprecations  agalual  her 'husband,  whom  she  saw  Blandiua  below 
wiih  Bmilisjins— 'Base  cowaldi'  Bald  she.  'the  mean  thinp 
thou  hast  done  to  save  thy  life  shall  not  avaU  thee ;  thou  Bhalt  die 
tliis  inslaal.  at  least  in  thy  Iwo  children.'  Hailn^  thus  spoken, 
she  drew  out  a  daeper,  stabbed  them  lioth,  and  whLle  they  were 
yet  sLruggllR?  for  hfe,  Lhiew  them  firom  the  top  of  Ihe  temple,  and 
leaped  down  after  them  inlo  the  flames  "-^Jlncient  Umverial  fTii- 


vails  have  eunk,  and  pyramids  of  m.. 

In  lurid  aplendor  from  hec  domea  aepire ; 

Sway'd  by  the  wind,  they  wave — while  glares  the  sky 

As  when  the  desert's  red  shnoom  is  nigh  ; 

The  scnlpfuted  altar,  and  the  pillar-d  hall, 

Shine  out  in  dreadful  brightness  ere  they  fall ; 

fW  o'er  the  seas  the  light  of  ruin  slieama, 

Rock,  wave,  and  isles  are  orimson'd  by  its  beams ; 

While  captive  thousande,  bcnmd  iu  Rtnnan  chains, 


Swell  from  taa  victort  tfmta  widi  iw  en 
Bat  mark,  iiora  yon  lair  temple's  loftiest  tieigl 
What  towering  foroi  bnrslB  wildly  on  the  dgh 
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THE  WIFE  OP 

She  might  be  deem'd  a  Pyehia  in  the  hour 
ttf  drea3  communion  and  deliriona  power ; 
A  being  more  than  eorlhly,  in  whose  eye 
There  dwella  a  slrange  and  tierce  ascendancy. 
■  The  ikmes  are  galhSing  round — intensely  bright. 
Foil  on  her  reaturea  glares  their  meteor  ii^t ; 
But  a  wild  courage  aits  triumphant  there. 
The  Etoim}'  grandeur  of  a  proud  despair ; 
A  dating  apirit,  in  its  woes  elate, 
Mightier  than  deatii,  untumeable  by  fate. 
The  dark  profusion  of  het  looks  nnbound, 
Wavea  like  a  warrioi-'s  pluraa™  round  j 
FluBh'd  is  her  cheek,  ijispired  Tier  haugjity  mien, 
She  seems  th'  avenging  goddess  of  che  scene. 
Are  tfiose  her  hifanla,  that  with  suppliant  cry, 
Cling  niond  her,  rfirinliing  us  the  (iaine  draws  nigh. 
Claw  with  their  feeble  hands  her  gorgeous  vest. 
And  fiiiii  would  tush  for  shelter  to  her  breast  1 
la  that  a  mother's  glance,  where  sccni  disdain 
And  passion,  awftuly  vindictive,  leign  ^ 

Fii'd  is  her  eye  on  Asdnibal,  who  stands 
^oBly  safe  amidst  the  conquering  bands ; 
On  him  who  left  her  to  ihi^t  burniRg  lomb. 
Alone  to  diare  her  children's  martyrdom ; 
Who,  when  his  countrj-  perlsh'd,  fled  the  strife, 
Andknell  to  win  the  worthless  boon  of  life. 
"  Live,  traitor,  live  1"  she  cries,  "  since  dear  to  thee 
E'en  m  thy  tetteis,  can  existence  be  '. 
Scom'd  and  diahraioT'd  hve ! — with  bloated  name, 
"The  Eomaa'a  trinniph  not  to  grace,  but  diame. 
O  slave  in  spirit !  bitter  be  thy  chain, 
With  tenfold  engniah  to  aveii^  my  ]isin  I 
Still  may  the  maneB  of  liy  ehfldren  rise 
To  chiBie  cahn  slumber  from  thy  wearied  eyes ; 
Still  may  tbeic  voices  on  the  haunted  ab 
In  feariiS  whi^)eiB  tell  thee  to  despair. 
Till  yaiii  remorse  thy  witbei-'d  heart  consonie, 
Seonrged  by  relentless  diadows  of  the  tomb ! 
E'en  now  my  sons  shall  die— and  thou,  their  sire. 
In  bortdHge  safe,  shall  yet  in  them  eipire. 
Think'st  thou  I  love  them  not  1— 'Twas  thme  to  fly— 
'Tis  mine  with  these  to  sulier  and  to  die. 
Behold  then-  fete !— the  arms  that  cannot  save 
Have  been  their  cradle,  and  fJiall  be  their  grave." 

Bridit  in  her  hand  (he  lifted  dagger  ^earaa, 

Swift  from  her  children's  iieaila  the  life  blood  streams ; 

With  fnuitic  laugh  she  clasps  them  to  the  breast. 

Whore  woes  andpasaions  soon  diail  be  at  test ; 

Liite  one  amealing,  frenzied  glance  on  high. 

Then  deep  ^idst  rolling  flames  is  lost  to  mortal  eye. 


HELIODORUS  IN  THE  TEMPLE. 

IPmm  JWacr^Jfes,  book  II,  <!Mpler3,v.2L     "Thenitwould  hay. 

and  Ills  fear  of  the  bieh  pilest,  being  In  snch  nn  aeUDy.— 32.  Tbey 
Ihan  called  apan  (he  AliDlgMy  Larl  to  fe»p  tha  tUDBs  oommltlBil 
of  Uusl  safa  and  inra,  fbi  tbue  Ibat  liad  eominltCerl  tham.— S3. 
NevertheleEH  HaUodonn  sieeuled  tbalirlltDh  waa  deeraed.— i4. 
Now  es  be  ina  fbete  presant  liliDself,  wllh  Llsjgasjd  abinit  Ibe 
treunr;,  Ihe  Locd  oT  S^ts,  and  Iha  Filoee  of  aU  Power,  eaiuEd 

were  aslonished  at  tha  power  of  Gud,  and  bintad,  and  irare  eon 
afrnld.— ^.  For  tbare  appealed  ante  Ihem  a  borae  tvltfa  a  terrible 
llder  upon  Wni,  and  adorned  with  a  Tory  (Mr  coveting,  bbi!  he  tan 
fiercely,  and  smote  at  Haliodoriu  with  bli  ibia-&et,  and  it  leeined 
(hat  be  that  lat  apon  the  liona  had  complels  hainau  of  gold.— SS. 
Moreover,  two  other  young  men  appeared  befbre  him,  notable  in 
£trcagth,  aEcellanc  in  beautyi  and  ooinelr  in  aj^iareli  who  Etood  by 
him  on  either  side,  and  eoeiund  him  eontlnuallf ,  ani  gave  hhn 
many  Bote  stdpesy-^.  AaA  HeUoiIorua  f^l  suddealy  lo  the  ground, 
and  was  compassed  with  unRt  darkness ;  but  (hey  that  were  wLLh 
him  looh  blm  up,  and  put  him  into  a  lllter. — 38.  Thus  him  thai 
istely  came  with  great  Iraln,  And  ivlth  all  bis  guard  into  the  saiil 
irecsury,  they  csnied  out.  being  nnnble  to  help  himself  with  hl« 
weapons,  and  inanifcsllj  Ibey  acknowledged  Ihe  power  of  God. 
—39.  For  he  hy  the  hand  of  God  was  east  down,  and  lay  Bpeech- 
le£B,  without  aJl  hope  of  llfe,"l 

A  EODUD  of  woe  in  Saiem !— mournful  ctlea 
Rose  from  het  dwellings— youlhfiil  ciieeks  were  pale, 

Teare  flowing  feat  from  dim  and  sged  eyes. 
And  voices  mingling  in  tumultuous  wail ; 


Thy  daughters,  Jadah !  weg>ing,  hud  aside 

The  regal  aplendor  of  their  fenr  array, 
With  the  rude  sackcloth  girl  iheir  beauty's 


The  bright,  the  bean^t,  his  guacds  unfold ; 
And  all  tm  scene  lereals  its  solSnn  state. 

Its  couns  and  irillars,  rich  nith  sculptnred  goid  ; 
And  man,  with  eye  nnhallow'd,  views  Ih'  abode. 
The  SBvei'd  spot,  the  dwelling-place  of  God. 


nen-ioDonua  in  the  temple. 


Thy  Bonotaary  the  chosen  snd  die  bleat  1 
Thou !  ihal  didst  make  feir  Sion'e  ark  thy  throne, 
And  call  the  oracle's  receaa  thine  own ! 

Angel  of  Grod '.  tiiat  through  the  AaBjiian  hosl, 
(3olhed  with  Ihe  darknrea  of  the  midnight-hDur, 

To  tame  the  proud,  to  huah  th'  invader's  boast. 
Didst  pass  triumphant  in  avenging  power, 

Till  bmst  the  day-Bpring  on  the  Slent  scene. 

And  death  alone  rerenl  d  where  thou  hadst  been. 

Wilt  thou  not  wake,  0  Chaslener  1  in  thf  might. 
To  guard  thine  aiicient  and  mttjestic  hill. 

Where  oft  irom  heaven,  the  full  Shechinali  s  light 
Hath  sIreamM  the  house  of  holiness  lo  fiUI 

Oh  i  yet  once  more  defend  thy  lov'd  domain. 

Eternal  one !  Deliverer !  rise  again ! 

Fearles  of  thee,  the  plunderer,  undismay'd. 
Hastes  on,  the  sacred  ciiambers  to  explore 

Where  the  bright  treasurea  of  the  fane  are  laid. 
The  orphan's  norUon,  and  the  widow's  store  j 

What  recks  hia  heart  though  age  unsuocor'd  die. 

And  want  consume  the  cheek  of  infancy  J 

Away,  intruders ! — hark !  a  mighty  sound ! 

]3ehold,  a  burst  of  light ! — away,  away ! 
A  leai-&il  glory  fills  the  temple  round, 

A  vision  bright  in  terrible  array ! 
And  lo !  a  steed  of  no  terrestrial  frame, 
His  path  a  whirlwind,  and  his  breath  a  fiame ! 

Blis  neck  is  clothed  with  thunder* — and  his  maoa 
Seema  waving  fire — the  kindling  <(f  his  eye 

Is  as  a  meteor — ardent  with  disdain 
His  glance— bis  oesluie,  fierce  in  majesty ! 

Instinct  with  iidit  he  seema,  and  fonned  to  bear 

Some  dread  archangel  through  the  fields  of  air. 

But  who  is  he,  hi  panoply  of  sold, 

Thioned  on  that  baming  charserl  bright  his  form 
yet  in  its  briglitness  awful  lo  behold. 

And  girt  with  all  the  te '■  •'•- ' 
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lOS  BELIODOHUS  IN  THE  TEMPLE, 

And  by  his  aide  two  radiant  warrioiB  afand 
AU'Hrtn'd,  and  kingly  in  commanding  grace — 

Oh !  more  than  Itin^y— godlike ! — alemy  grand 
Their  ]H)rc  indignantrUideKch  doling  race 

Beams  wUh  the  beauty  to  imraotlalB  given 

Magnificent  in  all  the  wrath  of  heaven. 

Then  dnke  each  gazer's  heart— each  knee  is  bow'd 
In  trembling  awe— but,  as  to  fields  of  light, 

Th'  unearthly  war-steed  rushing  ihrougli  3ie  crowd, 
Butala  on  their  leader  in  terrific  might ; 

And  the  stem  angela  of  tliat  dread  aoode 

Pursue  ila  plunderer  with  the  scourge  of  God. 

Darkness— Aiok  darknera !— low  on  earlh  he  lies. 
Rash  Heliodorus— motionleea  and  pale — 

Bloodless  hia  cheek,  and  o'er  his  slirouded  eyes 
Mists^  as  of  deaths  fiu^>end  Ihefr  ^adowy  veil ; 

And  thus  Ih'  ocptessor,  ijy  his  fear-struck  train, 

Is  home  from  that  invioiable  faue. 

The  light  returns— the  warriors  of  the  sky 
Have  pass'd,  with  all  their  dreadfid  pomp,  awny: 

Then  wakes  the  timbrel,  swells  the  song  on  high 
Triumphant  as  in  Judah's  elder  day ; 

Rejoice,  O  city  of  ihe  sacred  hill ! 

Salem,  eirall  r  thy  God  is  with  thee  still. 


i.X-itHJ^Ie 


NEGHT^CENE  IN  GENUA. 


EivlJe.    Lea  consq'ls  de  ]'anii«  IIG9,  poor  riahlW  la.  nui  dans  leur 

ia'eiu,  Ai:enl  obllg^a  d^ounllr  en  qnelque  sorte  nne  coasiriraUon. 
la  commea^Tebt  par  a^awvier  Hact^teraaiil  dea  dispailtkaii  pud- 
Bques  de  pliuieius  dea  clIOTena,  qui  oenendaut  AuAent  eatnlnti 
Oans  JftR  AmpntPH  nac  lam  pBnnt^  avflo  le»  cheA  dc  Itfitloii ;  pnla, 
la  TeniraUa  -vtelllBid,  Hneoee,  Imr  KteheTequa, 
pB  ambt  le  lereE  du  BoleU,  appeler  an  Hon  dod 
!■  Ml  pBIlament ;  ll*  le  Oauolant  qne  la  anipTlie 


de  la  plane  pubUqiu,  le  vlall  anberiqae,  enUnirt  de  urn  clargi  en 
habjLde  ctir&uioDleft,elppTtantdai  tcpTcheaaltam^eBitBiidlBqualet 
rellquea  de  Saint  Jeau  Bapl^ste,  le  pFOCecceur  de  Q4iHa>  eti^nt 
eipos«es  davaat  In],  el  que  lea  eltoyena  le>  ^ui  reapeclablea  prir- 
lolent  k  leiira  ualna  dei  crdi  lUiipUaiilea.  DAb  que  raBiemblte 
flit  fbrmee,  le  vlelllBid  »  lera,  et  3eu  voli  oaaa^  11  eaajum  lea 

tines  au  nam  de  leur  palllB  et  de  lallbeit*.  dont  leiira  dlscordes 
entralneioieDt  la  lulne,  de  Jurer  sur  I'eTSDeile  t'oublt  de  lenrs  quo- 

Boland  Avogado,  le  chef  da  I'une  des  fiuelions,  ((iii  *lolt  prSoeni  i'l 

psj  le!  prlStea  de  ses  narena  eni-niflmea,  Ua  !e  aoniinSrenl  de  ae 

conformer  an  vau  dea  consiila  et  de  la  palion. 

Roland,  1  leur  KpprotliB.  dSihlra  aea  habtta,  el,  a'aaaeyunl  [""■ 


Us  che'fe .     . 


I'appreadre,  et,prefllantde  leur^ii 
.  I'fljchev&qne 
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B  NIGHT  aOENE  IN  GENOA. 

plB,eii  hmneur  (III  DIeu  rifi  piU  qui  svoilsamd  leur 

IfT  Genoa,  when  the  suiiEet  gave 
Its  last  wnrm  puiple  to  the  wave, 
NoBoiind  ofwar,  no  voice  of  fear, 
Was  heai-d,  announcing  dancer  near : 
Though  deadliest  foes  were  there,  whose  hats 
Bm  siumber'd  till  ifs  hour  of  fiite, 
Yet  calmly,  at  the  twilight's  close. 
Sunk  the  wide  city  lo  repose. 

But  when  deep  midnight  reign'd  around. 
All  sudden  woke  the  ahum-bell'a  sound, 
Fnll  swelling,  while  the  hollow  breese 
Bore  ils  dread  aununona  o'er  the  seas. 
Then,  Genoa,  from  their  slnmber  started 
'^'      "  ns,  the  &ee,  the  fearlese-hearced ; 
— _  .ninelad  wiA  "        '     ' 
Voices,  and  stepa,  a 

Aii^  to  guard  your 


„ , —.— o  J3  the  scene 

Where  their  bold  counsels  still  convene. 
— But  there  a  blaze  of  torches  brighl 
Pours  ils  red  radiance  on  ihe  nigjit. 
O'er  ftne,  and  dome,  and  column  playing. 
With  ever^  fitfiil  ni^il-wind  swayrag : 
Now  floating  o'er  each  tall  areade. 
Around  the  pillar'd  scene  display'd. 
In  hght  relieved  by  depth  of  diade : 
And  now,  with  ruddy  meteor-glare, 
Full  streaming  on  the  silvery  lair 
And  the  bright  cross  of  him  who  stands 
Rearing  that  sign  with  suppliant  hands. 
Girt  with  his  consecrated  train. 
The  baUow-d  tervanls  of  tlie  fene. 
Of  life's  past  woes,  the  fading  trace 
Hath  given  (hat  aged  patriarch's  face 
Bxpreffiion  holy,  deep,  tesign'd. 
The  cahn  sublimity  of  mind. 
Years  o'er  his  snowy  bead  have  pasrfd, 
And  left  hun  of  bis  race  the  last ; 
Alone  on  earth — ^et  still  bis  mein 
Is  bright  with  majesty  serene  ; 
And  those  high  hopes,  whose  guiding  star 
Shines  from  the  eternal  worlds  aCir, 
Have  with  that  Ught  illumed  his  eye. 
Whose  fount  is  immortality, 


Fi^Ot.^'^IlL^ 


NIGHT  SCENE  IK  GEMOA. 

And  o'er  his  featurea  pour'd  a  tay 

Of  glory,  not  to  paaa  away. 

He  eeeras  a  being  who  hath  known 

Comnmoion  with  hia  God  alone. 

On  earlh  bynooghv  but  pity's  tie 

Detain'd  a  moment  from  on  high '. 

Oue.to  Bublimer  worlds  allied, 

One,  &om  all  passion  purifiBd, 

E'en  now,  Tialf  mingled  with  the  aky. 

And  all  prepared— oh !  not  to  die — 

But,  like  the  |irophet,  to  a^ire, 

In  heaven's  trinniphal  car  of  fire. 

He  speaks — and  £ani  the  throngs  aiound 

Is  heard  not  e'en  a  whi^r'd  sqond ; 

Awe-Btruck  each  heart,  and  fix'd  each  glan 

They  stand  as  in  a  spell-bound  trance : 

He  ^aka— oh !  who  can  hear  nor  own 

The  might  of  each  prevaiUng  tone  ? 

"  Chieiiains  and  wartiois !  ye,  so  long 
Ai-oused  tostiife  by  mutual  wrong, 
Whose  fierce  and  (kr-tranamitted  hate 
Hath  made  your  countiy  desolate ; 
Now  by  the  love  ye  bear  her  name. 
By  that  pure  aparkof  holy  flame 
"-  ''--^--I'e  altar  brightly  bun" — 
xtinguiah'd,  ne  er  re 
hopes  of  bliss  to  eon.D 

1  the  bondage  of  the  tomb; 

cy  Him,  the  God  who  bade  us  hve 
To  aid  each  other,  and  forgive — 
1  call  iipon  ye  to  resign 
Your  discords  a[  your  coontiy'a  shrina, 
Each  ancient  feud  in  peace  atone. 
Wield  yom  keen  swords  for  her  alone. 

Oblivion's  mantle  o'er  the  paat ! " 

Ho  voice  replies— the  holy  bands 
Advance  to  where  yon  chieftain  stands 
With  folded  arma,  and  brow  of  gloom 
O'ei-ahadow'd  by  hia  floatmg  plume. 
To  him  they  lilt  the  cfoss— m  vain 
He  turns — oh  I  say  not  with  disdain, 
But  with  a  mein  of  haughty  grief. 


A^, 
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1  NIGHT-SOBNB  IN  GENOA. 

Deem 'si  ihon  tky  mandate  can  efiaco 
The  dread  volcano's  burning  tiace  ? 
Or  bid  die  earthquake's  ravaged  scene 
Be,  smiliDg,  as  it  once  hath  Seen  ? 
No !  6r  Ihe  deeds  the  sword  liaih  done 
Forgivniiess  is  not  lieMj'  won ;   - 
Tlie  words,  by  hatred  spoke,  may  not 
Be,  as  a  snmmer  breeze,  fb^ol ! 
'Tis  vain — we  deem  the  war-feud's  rage 
A  portion  of  our  heritage. 
Lsadera,  now  slumbermg  with  their  fame, 
Bequeath'd  us  that  undyiDg  flame ; 
Hearla  that  have  loi^  been  still  and  eold 
Yet  rule  ue  froin  their  alent  mould  j 
And  voices,  heai'd  on  earth  no  diotb, 
LU' epiiita  as  of  vore. 


It  of  tneiCT^-blood  alone 
in  of  bloodshed  may  al 


ijpeak 

Taiki 

The  slam  ui  oiouEiBucu  mtty  aiviiGi 

Nought  else  can  pay  ^at  mighfy  debt, 

The^ead  foitiid  us  to  forget." 

He  pauses — from  the  pnttiaroh's  brow 
There  beonis  more  lofty  grandeur  now ; 
His  reverend  form,  his  a^d  hand, 
Assume  a  gesture  of  command, 
His  voice  is  awfiil,  and  his  eye 
Fill'd  wi^  prophetic  majesty. 

"  The  dead  ! — and  deein'sl  thou  theg  ret 
Aught  of  terrestrial  pasaion's  slain  t 
Of  guilt  ineutr'd  in  days  gone  by, 
Auehtbut  the  fearful  peiuilly? 
Ana  sa/sl  thou,  mortal !  blood  alone 
For  deeds  of  slaughter  may  fitonel 
There  hath  been  blood — by  him  'twBiS  shed 
To  expiate  every  crime  who  bled ; 
Th'  absolving  efod  who  died  to  save, 
And  rose  in  victory  from  llie  grave ! 
And  by  that  stainless  oliering;  given 
Alike  for  all  on  earth  to  heaven  ; 
By  that  mevitable  hour 
When  death  shall  vanquish  pride  and  powi 
And  each  departing  pasfdon  s  force 

And  by  the  day  when  doom  shall  be 


nttei'd,  and  forever  seal'd — 
mon  thee,  O  child  of  clay! 
St  thy  daAer  thoughts  away, 
neet  thy  foes  in  peace  acd  love, 
)u  would'st  join  ihe  blest  above  " 


i,L.OO'.jlc 


MGHT-SCKNE  TN  GBKOA. 


Of  aamona  Ihousands  lo 

Heyielila— devolioa^  minted  sens 
Of  fiiilh,  and  fear,  ajid  penilence, 
pBtvaduig  all  Ms  bouI,  he  bows 
To  offer  on  the  cross  his  vows. 
And  that  beat  incense  to  the  skies, 
Each  evil  pafaon's  sacrifice. 

Then  teiuB  from  warriors  eyes  were  flowing 
High  hearts  ^ih  soil  emotions  glowing ; 
Stem  foes  as  long-loved  brotheis  greeting, 
AoA  Mdent  thronga  in  tramport  meeting ; 
And  eager  Ejotate^s  forward  presang, 
And  accents  load  m  joyous  bleaiing ; 
And  when  their  first  wild  tumults  cease, 
A  thousand  voices  echo  "  Peace !" 

TwDighPs  dim  mist  hath  roll'd  away. 
And  the  rich  Orient  bnms  with  day : 
Then  as  to  greet  the  annbeam's  birth, 
Kises  the  choral  hymn  of  earth ; 

Th'  exnltin "  — '-  "- — ■•  " 

Of  peace  at 

Far  float  the  sounds  o'er  vale  and  alei 
The  seamen  hears  them  on  the  deep, 
So  meUow'd  by  the  gale,  they  aeem 
As  the  wdd  music  of  a  dream 
But  not  on  mortal  ear  alone 
Peals  the  triumphant  anthem's  tone  i 
For  beings  of  a  purer  ^ere 
Bend  wim  celestial  joy,  to  bear. 
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THE  TROUBADOUR, 


;wben  thrown  inlD 
'    "       ry  hlaioiy 


of  Ihe  Uidos,  but  even  tha  cireumstancB  of  his  capliYlls-,  was  cb. 
flilly  conce&Isd  by  Sis  vindictiia  enemin :  and  Mth  night  he 
renulDsd  nokDown  bat  Bv  the  gntetUl  attaohmantof  a  Trovanti" 
bani,  or  minitrel,  nsmsd  Blimdel,  who  had  iharsd  that  prince's 
ft^andflhlp  and  tasted  his  boun^.  Having  IraTslIud  OTer  aLl  th« 
Eoivpean  contloont  to  Isam  tha  deatltiy  of  hlft  beloved  patron. 
BloDdel  acDidealilly  got  lutslllgsDce  of  a  ewtain  castle  in  Gwinii'- 
ny,  whsraaprlsoDerofdlatlDctJoiiivucoodDad,  aod  guajdod  with 
«- „•  .i.riin»^»  ii»^,»j^j  hw.^  .-«»•  ip.».i„- «!,.<  t^lg  prisoner 
^;  but  the 


gates  at  tha  castla  vera  shut  aipilnat  h 
mfbtioHlioD  relative  to  the  hiubb  or  nnsJlt;  of  the  UDh^py  pel 
'     ~     '  polity,  he  belhoi«ht  himself  of  an  ex 


pedleDE  fbr  maUng  the  desired  dlieoveiy.  He  cha 
toad  vdce,  Bome  verses  of  a  sons  which  had  besa  CO  ,  .  ,  . 
ly  by  hlmaalt  pHlly  by  Rlchaid)  and  to  Ms  DDspeakable  joy,  on 
TnalnDg  a  paase.  ha  ha&rd  Ic  re-achoed  and  conlliiuad  by  (he  royal 
oapavfl^flist.  Trmiiaieart.)  To  this  discovery  tbe  Bnelisb 
monarch  Is  said  to  have  eventually  owed  his  roloftsc."— aee  Ros- 


intnally  owed  his  r 
BI1.1,  B  jaoa^n  EKrope,  vol.  I.  p.  309. 

The  Ttoubadonr  o'er  many  a  plain 
Halh  roain'i!  unwearied,  but  in.  vain : 
O'er  many  a  r)ia;geii  monnlain-Bcene, 
And foreat-vril^taia track hatb  been; 
Beneath  Calabria's  glowing  rfiy 
He  ha^  vaaa  the  songB  ofcMTalry ; 
Hia  voice  hath fiwell'iion  the  Alpine bt 


He  iMth  sought  bis  prince,  the  loved,  ibe  brave. 
And  yet,  if  still  on  earth  thou  art, 
Oh,  monarch  of  the  Uon-heart! 
The  Mthful  spirit,  which  distress 
But  hetghtena  to  devotedness. 


Shall  guide  Ihy  minstrel  to  the  sp 


i76oo^tc 


He  hath  reaeh'd  a.  mountoin  hung  with  vine, 
And  woods  that  wave  o'er  the  lovfly  Rhine ; 
The  feudal  towers  that  crest  its  height 
Frown  in  unconquetabie  might ; 
Dark  ia  dieir  aepect  of  aiiUen  state — 
Ko  helmet  hangs  o'er  tbe  masy  gate' 
To  hid  the  wearied  [nlgnm  rest, 
A  tbe  cbie&Bin'B  boBiid  a  welcome  guest ; 
Vain^"rioh  evening's  partine  amile 
Woaid  chase  the  ^oom  of  me  haughty  pile, 
That  'midst  tiright  sunshine  lowers  on  high, 
Lita  a  tbuodar-cloud  in  a  summer  sky. 

Not  these  the  halls  where  a  child  of  song 
Awhile  may  speed  the  hours  along ; 
Their  echoes  should  repeat  alone 
The  tyrant's  mandate,  the  prisoner's  moan, 
Or  flie  wild  hmitaman'fl  bugle  blast. 
When  liiB  phantora-train  are  hurrying  past,* 
The  wsary  minstrel  paused— his  eye 
Roved  o'er  the  scene  despondingly : 
Within  the  length'ning  shadow,  cost 
By  the  forlrea3-towera  and  tamparla  vast. 


Their  pe^  were  brieht  with  a  sunny  glow 
But  the  Rhme  all  shadowy  roll'd  below ; 
m  purple  finis  the  vineyards  smiled. 
But  the  woods  beyond  waved  dark  and  wild ; 
Nor  pastoral  pipe,  nor  convent's  bell. 
Was  heard  on  the  dahing  breeze  to  swell  i 
But  all  was  lonely,  silent,  mde, 
A  stem,  yet  gionoua  Eolitode. 

But  hark!  thatsolenm 

The  Troubadour's  wild  song  is  waldng. 
Full  oft  that  song,  in  days  gone  by, 
Hath  cheei'd  the  sons  of  chivalry ; 
It  halh  Bwell'd  o'er  Jodah's  mounlsina  lone, 
Hermon !  thy  echoes  have  leam'd  its  tone ; 
On  the  Great  Plain'  ifa  notes  have  rang, 
The  leagued  Crusaders'  tenls  among ; 
'Twas  loved  by  the  Lion-heart,  who  won 
The  palm  in  the  field  of  Ascalon ; 
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THE  TROUBADOUR,  AND 


THE  TROUBADOUR'S  SONG. 

"TfflNEboiir  is  come,  ond  the  siate  iaael," 
The  Soldan  crisd  lo  Ihe  oaplive  knight, 

"Arid  the  sons  of  the  Fi-ophelin  ihmngs  are  mt 
To  gaze  on  the  fearl'ul  ai^t. 

"  But  be  our  faith  by  thy  lips  pioiesa'd, 

The  faiib  of  Mecca's  shrine, 
Cast  down  tie  red-cross  that  marks  thy  vest, 

And  life  shall  yet  be  thine," 

"  I  have  seen  the  flow  of  my  bosom's  blood, 

And  gazed  Willi  nndannted  eye ; 
1  have  home  the  brirfit  cross  through  fire  and  fli 

Andthink'st  thoul  feartodiel 

"I  have  stood  where  thousands,  by  Salem's  tow 

Have  fell'n  for  the  name  divine ; 
And  the  faith  that  dieer'd  their  closuig  hours 

Shall  be  the  light  of  mine." 

"  Thus  vriil  thou  die  in  the  pride  of  health. 
And  the  riow  of  youth's  fi-esh  bloom? 

Thou  art  oner'd  life,  and  pomp,  oud  wealth, 
Or  torture  and  the  tomb." 

"I  have  been  where  the  crowti  ofthoms  wae  l» 

For  a  dyine  Saviour's  brow ; 
He  spum'd  the  treasures  that  lure  mankind, 

Aiid  I  reject  them  tiow !" 

"  Art  thott  the  son  of  a  noble  line 
In  a  land  that  is  fair  and  blest  T 
And  dodi  not  thy  spirit,  proud  captive !  pme. 

"  Thine  own  is  the  choice  lo  hail  once  more 

The  soil  of  thy  fiilher's  birth. 
Or  to  sleep,  when  thy  Hngeiing  pangs  are  o'er. 

Forgotten  in  foreign  earth." 

"  Oh !  fair  are  the  vine-clad  hills  that  rise 

In  the  coimtry  of  my  love  ; 
But  yet,  though  oloudfefB  my  native  skies. 

There's  a  brislitei-  dime  above !" 


rCoDgfe^' 


The  bard  halh  paused — for  anotiier  tone 
Blends  willi  the  m  :isio  of  his  owa  ; 
Atid  hia  heart  heata  high  with  hope  agiin, 
Ab  a  well-known  soice  prolongs  the  Biraiii. 

"  Are  there  none  within  thy  fethei's  hnll. 

Far  o'er  the  wide  blue  nuun. 
Tonne  Christian !  left  to  deplore  thy  fell, 

WiSi  Borrow  deep  and  vain  V 

"  Theic  are  hearts  that  etill,  through  all  Iho  pant, 

Unchangmg  have  loved  me  well ; 
There  are  eyea  whose  tears  were  streaming  fast 

When  I  wide  my  home  liiiewell. 

"  Better  they  wept  o'er  the  warrior's  bier 

Than  ih'  apostate's  living  slain  ; 
i:iier6'a  a  land  where  those  who  loved  when  here, 

^lall  meet  to  love  again." 


The  leader  of  the  red-cross  host! 
"Tis  he  >.  to  none  thy  joy  betray, 
Tonng  Troubadour  !  away,  away ! 
Away  to  the  island  of  ihe  brave. 
The  gem  on  the  bosom  of  the  wave  ;■' 
Arouse  the  sons  of  the  noble  soil. 
To  win  their  Lion  from  the  toil: 
And  free  the  waisail-oup  shall  flow, 
Brij^t  in  each  hall  the  hearth  sliall  glow ; 
The  festal  board  shall  be  richly  crown'd, 
While  knights  and  cliieflains  revel  round, 
Anda  thousand  haips  with  joy  ehall  ring, 
When  merry  England  hails  her  king. 


^^Google 
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Note  3,  paee  113,  lines  IT  sn< 
Or  the  wUd  kvjttema.n^B  bagls  blast 
Wkm  iWj  phmtstf-tnUn  art  hurra 


■■GalllcBan  Plain." 

Df  GanAon,  bas  been  tbe  scene  di  many  a  memoraiiLe  contesi  xd  use 
firat  Hgee  of  Jewish  hlsiorr,  as  well  aa  dujlng  the  Roman  eoiplre, 
the  Cruaadee,  anil  even  tn  wet  times.  It  has  been  a  chosen  place 
for  eDcampment  In  avaiy  oODtPst  carried  on  In  tbie  CDUntrjr,  Irani  the 
days  oT  NefaiuhodonosDr,  king  of  lbs  Aaiyriaaa.  DDtU  (hs  dlsaattoas 
march  of  BoDBjiaite  from  BgTPt  Into  Syria.    Warriors  out  of  "  every 
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THE  DEATH  OF  CONRADIN. 


eaple  P™'  ll^rtUer  KeiUaie  j 


ai  ICtiurLes  d 

, 1^  Itponvoltca ., . 

Coorudm  demenroit  en  vie ;  et  Cburlaa,  revfitfint  aa  ilAOancfl  et  i 
uruBuie  des  fonoes  del  a  iusUce,  lesolut  de  fnire  pArlr  aut  I'Achnmi 
1b  dernier  r^ton  ^  la  UalsoD  da  Bounbaj  I'muque  6BB6mu:B  t 
ien  parti.    UDaeal^pproyen^letBujet  deChaTlaa.dDiit  lesM 

d'antres  Be  renfermdrent  dans  nn  Uinlde  Bt  conpabte  b^Ibdcb  ;  i 
Ctmrles,  anr  VauterLIA  de  ce  aenL  Ji^,  fit  pnirumcer,  pu  Rnbs 

Conrtullu  et  tous  ws  compaenoDS^  Cette  «BQtBnCB  fuL  copiihud 
qufie  ft  GDoradlD,  commaHjouolt  aiLx^checa;  on  lidlalesa  pea  c 

long  du  rivage  de " 
el  una  AiulelDuo 
OonrBdlQ^initen 

B^frcdant :  '  Oh,  ma  m^e,  quelle  prolbnde  doulBur  le  caosera  In 

la  fOuIe  qui  I'eDUnmill ;  11  vlt  les  Iutdss,  U  snUmdIl  lea  sangtata  Sb 

nuui.  Apr^  lul.  SOT  le  meme  scliahucl,  ObaclEE  nt  (nmabET  U 
l^le  HU  lAiG  d'Autriche,  ani  Gomtei  Onalferano  Bt  UsrlolDuimBO, 
lADi^a,  et  aux  Comlea  Gaiard  e(  Galiana  Danoratlco  de  Pise.  Far 

B«c(>nd.prei:6dil9Diipire,etniaiirfitentre  sea  liiai.    Lea  cadanw. 


No  cloud  to  dim  the  splendor  of  the  day 
Which  bfealis  o'er  Naples  and  her  lovely  bay, 
And  ligbla  that  biilliant  aaa  and  ma^  shore 
With  every  tint  that  chomi'd  the  great  of  yr—  - 
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Thb  beam  of  Heaven  expanda— ils  kindling  smila 
Reveals  each  cfaaTm  ot'  man;  a  fairy  isle, 
Whose  imnge  floats,  insoAci'  coloring  dreat, 
With  all  its  rocks  and  vinea,  on  Ocean's  breast. 
Misenum'3  cape  hath  caught  the  vivid  ray, 
On  Roman  slroamera  there  no  more  to  play ; 
Still  as  of  old,  unalterably  blight, 
Lovely  it  sleeps  on  Po«lipo'a  heighl 
With  all  Italia's  sunahine  to  illutne 
"The  ilei  canopy  of  Virgil's  tomb. 
Campania's  phina  r^oice  in  light,  and  spread 
Thair  gay  luiuriaaoe  o'er  the  mighty  dead  ; 
li^ir  glitleTing  to  thine  own  transparent  skies. 
Thy  palaces,  exultinf  Naples !  rise  j 
While,  far  on  high  Vesnvius  rears  his  peak, 
rS:rrow'tt  and  dark  with  many  a  lava  streak. 

Oh,  ye  bright  shores  of  Circe  and  the  Muse ! 
Rich  with  all  Nature's  and  all  fiction's  hnes; 
Who  shall  explore  yonr  regions,  and  declare 
The  poet  ert'd  to  painl  Elysuim  there  ? 
Call  up  hia  miril,  wanderer!  bid  him  guide 
Tby  slupa,  taoas  rirea-haunled  seas  beside ; 
And  all  the  scene  a  lovelier  light  shall  wear. 
And  BftUa  more  potent  diall  pervade  the  air. 
What  though  his  dust  be  seatter'd,  and  hia  um 
Longftom  jfa aanetuary  of  slnmher  toni,' 
Still  dwell  the  beings  of  his  verse  around, 
Hovering  in  beauty  o'er  ih'  enchanted  Eround : 
Hia  lays  are  munnur'd  in  each  breeie  that  rovea 
Soft  0  er  the  sunny  waves  and  orange-groves ; 


Yet  that  feir  soil  and  cahn  resplendent  sky 
Have  witness'd  many  a  dark  reality. 
Oft  o'er  those  bright  blue  seas  the  gale  halh  homa 
The  sighs  of  eitiSs  never  to  return.' 
There  with  the  whi^r  of  Campania's  ffale 
Anth  min|^  oft  a&ecEion's  funeral-wail. 
Mourning  for  loiried  heroes— while  to  her 
Thiit  glowina;  land  was  but  their  sepulchre.' 
And  there  of  old,  the  dread  mjatenous  moon 
Swell'd  from  strange  voices  of  no  mortal  lone ; 
AM  that  wild  Duinpet,  whose  unearthly  note 
Was  heard,  at  midni^t,  o'er  the  hills  to  float 
A ]  .1 —•-—B  Agiippina  di"" 


ny^i-tlt)^' 


THE  DEATH  OP  CONttAD[N. 

PaBs'd  are  "Jiose  ages — yet  another  crinve. 
Another  woe,  must  stain  th'  Elj^an  cljme. 
There  stands  a  scaffold  on  the  satiny  shore- 
[t  must  be  ctunson'd  ere  the  day  19  o'er  1 
There  ia  a  throne  in  regal  pomp  array'd,— 
A  sceno  of  death  from  (hence  most  be  survej^'d , 
Mark'd  ye  the  mahing  throngsl — each  mien  is  pnl 
Cach  hurried  glance  reveals  n  fearful  tale  j 
But  the  deep  woiliinga  of  th'.  indignant  iireaa:. 
Wrath,  hatred,  pity,  must  be  all  supprese'd , 
The  burning  tear  awliile  must  cheds  its  cuurae, 
Th' avenging  thought  concentrate  all  its  force; 
For  tyranny  is  near,  and  will  not  brook 
A jghC  but  submis^n  in  each  gaaided  look. 

Girt  with  his  fierce  Provencals,  and  with  mien 
Austere  in  triumph,  gazing  on  the  scene,' 
And  in  his  eye  a  keen  suapisious  glance 
Of  iealoua  pride  and  restless  vigilan— 


liojd  the  conqueror ! — vainly  m  his  face, 
ui  gentler  ieeling  hope  would  seek  a  trncB 
Cold,  proud,  severe,  the  spirit  which  hath 


Ita  haughty  stamp  to  each  daijt  lineament ; 
And  pleading  mercy,  in  the  atemnesa  there, 
May  read  at  once  her  seiilence— to  despair ! 

But  thou,  fiiir  Eioy !  the  beouliiiil,  the  brave. 
Thus  passing  from  the  dongeon  to  the  grave. 
While  all  is  yet  around  Ihee  which  can  giva 
A  charm  to  earth,  and  make  it  btiss  to  live ; 
Thou  on  whose  form  hath  dwelt  a  mothet'e  eye. 
Till  the  deep  love  that  not  with  Ibee  ehall  die 
flalh  gi-own  loo  full  for  utterance— Can  it  be  ! 
And  is  this  pomp  of  death  prepared  for  (Ice  ? 
young,  royal  Gonnidin  I  wlio  sbould'st  hava  known 
Of  life  as  yet  the  sunny  smile  alone ! 
Oh  I  Who  can  view  thee,  in  the  pride  and  bloom 
Of  yooth,  array'd  no  rirfdy  for  the  tomb 
Nor  ieel  deep  swelling  in  his  inmost  soul, 
Amotions  tyranny  may  ne'er  control  ? 
Bri^t  victun !  to  Ambition's  HltBr  led, 
Crown'd  with  all  flowers  tbat  heaven  and  earth  can  shi 
Wiio.faimfli'  oppressor  towBting  in  his  pride. 
May  nope  fiffmerey — if  to  thee  denied? 
There  ia  dead  ulence  on  the  breathles  throng, 
Dead  sileace  alt  Che  peopled  shore  along. 
As  on  the  captive  riioves — the  only  soaiid, 
To  break  Qat  cahn  so  fearfiilly  profound. 
The  low,  sweet  mnrmnr  of  the  rippling  wave, 
Soft  as  it  glides,  the  sniiling  shore  to  lavs ; 
While  on  ^t  shore,  hia  ovm  fair  heritage, 
The  youthJhl  mar^  to  a  tyrant's  ragie 


^sssr^eegi'e 


Is  paesing  to  his  re.te :  the  even  are  dim 
Wnich  gBZB,  tlirou^  tears  (hat  dare  not  flow,  on  hira. 
He  mounta  the  soaflbLd— doth  his  Ibolsteps  foil  1 
Dollt  his  Jip  qniver  ?  doth  his  cheek  turn  pale  ! 


Oh !  it  may  lie  forglTOn  hini  if  a  i 
"^ling  to  emit  world,  for  him  with  . .      ,     -   „ 
□  all  tha  hc^es  that  promiied  glory's  meed, 


And  all  th' HfTeclions  Ihnt  with  Utn  shall  blaed ! 
If,  in  bis  life's  yonng  dayspring,  while  (he  rose 
Of  hoyhood  on  his  cheek  yet  iteahly  glows. 
One  haman  fear  convulsenispnitin"  breath, 
And  sluink  from  all  the  bitterneBS  of  death! 

Bat  no  !  the  mint  of  his  royal  race 
Sifa  brightly  on  his  brow— Ihnt  youthful  face 
Beams  with  heroic  beauty,  andnia  eye 
la  eloquent  with  injured  majesty. 
He  kneels — but  not  to  man — his  heart  shall  owe 
Such  deep  aubraiaaion  to  his  God  alone ! 
And  who  can  tell  with  what  sustainins  power 
That  God  may  viait  him  in  fate's  dread  hour  J 
How  the  still  voicn,  whiiji  answers  every  moan, . 
May  speak  of  hope— when  hope  on  earth  is  gone.? 


o  rejoices  in  th'  unclouded  sky, 

Liie  all  aroimd  him  glows — and  he  must  die '. 
Yet  'midst  hia  people,  undismaVd,  he  throne 
The  gage  of  vraiffeance  for  a  thouaand  woes ; 
Vengeance,  that,  like  their  own  voloaiioe's  fire. 
May  deep  stippress'd  awhile — but  not  aspire. 
One  softer  image  riaes  o'er  his  breast. 
One  fond  regret,  and  all  shall  be  at  rest ! 
"  Alas,  for  thee,  my  mother !  who  shall  bear 
To  thy  sad  heart  the  tiding  of  de^iaiv. 
When  thy  lost  child  is  gone  1"— that  thought  con  th 
Hjs  soul  with  pangs  one  moment  more  shall  still. 
The  lifted  axe  ia  glittering  in  the  sun — 
It  aila— the  race  of  Conradin  ia  i-ou  I 
Yet,  from  the  blood  which  flows  that  shore  to  stain, 
A  voice  shall  cry  to  heayen — and  not  in  vain ! 
Gaie  thou,  triumphant  fiiim  Ihy  gorgeous  throne, 
In  j.rond  supremacy  of  guilt  alone. 


nmded  boy  I  may  grace  tjiine  obsequii 


O,  vainly  royal  and  beloved  !  Ihy  gi"ive, 
llnsiiHClilieil,  is  bodied  by  OEean'a  wme  ; 
Mai-k'd  by  no  stone,  a  ruda,  negleeled  spot, 
UnhoQor'd,  utiadom'd — but  unjorgot ; 
For  thy  deep  wrongs  in  tameless  hearts  ahall  lire, 
Now niulelysuSeriHg— never  lo  forgive! 

The  sunset  fades  fi-om  purple  heavpns  awny — 
A.  bark  hafli  anchor'd  in  the  unruffled  bay  ; 
Thence  on.  the  beach  descends  a  female  imta? 
Her  niein  with  hope  and  tearful  transport  wanii ; 
But  life  fiath  left  ead  traces  on  her  cheelt, 
And  her  soft  eyes  a  chaalen'd  hearl  bespeak, 
Inured  to  woes — yel  what  were  all  the  post ! 
Sle  sunk  not  feebly  "neath  afHietion'a  bkal. 
While  one  bright  hope  temain'd — who  now  shall  tel 
ill'  uncrovm'd,  the  widoVd,  how  hev  loved  one  fel 
To  elaap  her  child,  to  ransom  and  to  save, 
The  mother  came— and  she  halh  found  his  grsve  I 
And  by  ^at  crave,  transfiu'd  in  speechlees  ^ief, 
Whose  deatldike  trance  denies  a  tear's  icliel. 
Awhile  slie  kneels — till  roused  at  length  lo  know. 
To  feel  the  might,  the  fulness  of  her  woe. 
On  the  Still  air  a  voice  of  anauish  wild, 
S.  mother's  cry  is  heard  -"  My  ConraUin '.  my  child 
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NOTES. 


Nole  2,  page  118,  line  38. 
Tie  «^*s  nf  exila,  vcoer  to  red 

the  sinnll  islands  In  Ibe  Medileimieaji,  on  tlie  ce 
the  dautjhler  of  Aguslus,  was  coDflned  many  ; 
Fundtilarla.  and  her  daaghter,  AgrlppLnai  the  wli 
atlerwarda  dieil  in  exile  on  Llie  sajne  desoLau  spr 
NoleS,  psg6liB,line4a, 
TAct  flowing  toad  teas  but  their  sepi 
"Qaelqiles  Bouvsnlra  du  ccaur.  qoelques  nam 

bDcds.    CnJoar,'[em£iea^^sin'qal''ltd  n^l 


e  siBhl  of  thHl  con^I,  and  those  shores  i 
periielralBd,  flILed  Merowilh  eonUniml  li 
some  who  imBglned  they  henrd  horrid  si 


■  finm  «UBh  ttagicBl 
ffroa  Ht^tory- 


'•  Ce  Chailes."  dil  GlovoDnl  TUlaDl,  "  Dit  aaga  at  luudent  dana  les 

du  monde,  magnanhne  et  de  huueB  pens^es  qal  r^eiiiolent  am  pliu 
grendeA  BDtflrpriws;  bi^biuilabLa  dmu  I'adTenll^,  tbrme  et  Jidele 
UFtDS  loules  aes  promeBisA,  parlant  pen  et  agiflaant  Itoauconp,  vs  riaja 
preBovijamaiB,  dAcent  ODmnw  nn  reli^eia,  e^M  ualbolifLUfl^  ftpre  ^ 
lenllrs  Jiuliiie,  l^nicB  duos  sea  legaide.  B&  talUa  itolt  pwide  et  ner- 
VBUse,  aa  ooaleiii  oUvfitre,  ekui  nez  tbrt  orond.  B  parolsaoit  ploa  thit 
qa^aucDU  ^utre  ehavaEler  ponr  la  m^stA  TOyala.  n  ne  doTmoit 
uresque  point.  Jamais  11  ns  pllt  de  ptalaii  aui  mimes,  sui  troiiliB- 
ionre,  et  Mix  genu  de  tour." — SisBOBDl,  BoiiiWirpiBB  Jiaiiennes 

"  The  Carmine  |ai  MuiJes)  calls  In  inhid  the  bloody  catasiropba  a] 
those  royal  yonUis.  Contudln  an*  Iftiiilfiri.^t  nf  A...M,.  h...rli.™fl 
before  Its  door.    Whenever  I  Inii 


mdin^a  mother,  who.  Landing  on      . 

tVnind  only  a  lifeless  trnnk  to  redeem  ftoui  the  fhaitt 


le  deep  distress  of  Con 
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WORKS  OF  ART  TO  ITALY, 


Gnlfis  npd  VRtidolg,  [aid  their  susrilEgLous  hands  on  tbe  nninrfll- 
teted  cotlecdDii  of  tbe  VaUcan,  (ore  ia  luaalarpiecca  from  theti 
pecleslalB.  anil,  dras^if  Ihvat  fl-om  their  templeB  of  marlile.  xttias' 
ported  them  loFa^  and  conslgiuullhenilo  the  dnll,  sutlen  lialls, 

But  the  joy  of  discorery  was  short,  ani!  the  (rinmi'h  of  taiti 


^ ^  ._  imraorlal  st , 

Whose  haUow'd  soil  hath  giyen  the  great  and  bi 
l>ayEtnrs  of  life,  a  birth,  place  and  a  gtave ; 
Home  of  the  Aits!  wliere  glory's  faded  smile, 
Sheds  ling'ring  light  o'er  many  a  mould'ritig  pili 
Proud  wiieck  of  vanlah'd  power,  of  silendor  ned 
Majestic  temtrfe  of  the  imghiy  dead  f 
Whose  grandeur,  yet  contending  with  decay, 
■^'- — ts  through  the  twiliaht  of  thy  glr- '— 


ThouBh  dimm'd  thy  briahtnesa,  riveted  thy  chain. 
Yet,  fallen  Italy  I  — -•- ' 

relics  of  sublinter  days. 


osl,  lovely  remm !  once  more  'tis  thine  l« 
111  the  rich  re" 
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124  THE  RESTORATION  OF 

Wake,  ye  Ihat  slumber  in  the  bowety  gloom 
Where  (ha  wild  ivy  rfindowa  Virgil's  tomb  ; 
Or  ye,  whose  voice,  by  Sorga's  lonely  wave, 
Swell'd  the  deep  echoes  of  (be  fooniain's  cave. 
Or  tJitilfd  the  boqI  in  Tssao's  nuinbeiB  high. 
Those  raaeic  atrainis  of  love  and  chivalry : 
If  yet  by  classic  elreams  ye  fondly  rove, 
Haun^ng  tiie  myrde  yule,  the  Isnrel  stove  ; 
Oh  !  rouae  once  more  the  daricg  aonTof  song. 
Seize  with  bold  hand  the  herp.Torgot  so  long. 
And  hoil,  with  wonted  pride,  those  worl^  revered 
Hallow'd  by  time,  by  absence  mole  endear' d. 

And  breathe  to  Those  the  stram,  whose  waruor-niight 
Each  d'mger  itemm'd,  prevail  d  tn  every  fiaht , 
SoHlao)  unyielding  ]nii*oi    in  stun  no  inured. 


Sing  of  ti 
Co5d  rou 


Whose  banni  i    i   .  i     izle  B  HiriU 

O'er  many  n]il  i  ,    Jn, 

Who  hade  on-  i,^,   ' 

Record  the  dei  I  i 

Who,  (hrnn.h  t  ,  'i  ind  sni'w. 

An  Alpme  hun    i  n  i  k  foe 

Waved  hiB  pi  I  n  I  ,      ^nleo, 

Rich  Languedi'i  '  <     \  in    i  Ui-s, 

And  'imdal  thosi  4  <ni='<  ri  ne^  D  th    icliievemeiita  (.igh, 

Bequeath  d  to  Ijme  by  England  s  ancestry. 

Yet,  when  the  storm  seem'd  hush'd,  the  eontlicf  past, 
One  strife  reniain'd-— the  mightjeel  and  the  laat  I 
Nerved  for  the  slruggle,  in  (hat  feleful  hour 
Untamed  Ambition  sammon'd  all  his  power ; 
Vengeance  and  Pride,  to  freii^  roused,  were  there. 
And  the  stem  might  of  resolnte  Despair, 
laleof  thefreel '[waa  then  thy  champions  alood. 
Breasting  unmoved  the  combat's  wildest  flood ; 
.Sunbeam  of  battle  I  then  thy  spirit  shone, 
Glow'd  in  each  bi-eaat,  and  saiik  with  !iie  alone. 

Oh  hearta  devoted  '.  whose  illustrious  doom 
Grave  there  at  once  your  triumph  aid  your  tomb. 
Ye,  finn  and  feithiiil,  in  the  oiiieai  iiied 
Of  that  dread  Btidie,  hv  tVeedom  sanctified ; 
Shiioed,  not  entoinb'd,  ye  rest  in  Baored  earth, 
Hallow'd  by  deeds  of  more  than  mortal  wor^. 
What  thon^  to  mark  where  aieepe  heroic  dust. 
Ho  sculptured  trophy  rise,  or  breathing  bust. 
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There  every  mead,  eathcaiiin's  lowly  name, 
BhHil  live  a  watohwotd  blended  wiih  your  mme ; 
And  well  may  flowers  snffice  those  gruves  lo  crown 
Thai  ask  do  nm  to  blazon  llieir  renown '. 
There  shall  ihe  bard  in  futuje  ages  iread, 
And  bleaa  each  wreBth  that  blossoms  o'er  the  dead  ; 
Revere  each  tree  whose  Bhell'rmg  branches  wave 
O'er  the  low  mounda,  thu  altars  of  the  bi-ave ; 
FauM  o'er  each  warrior's  gras-arown  bed,  and  hea 
In  every  breeze  some  uajne  to  glory  dear ; 
And  as  the  shadeB  of  twilight  clofe  arannd, 
With  martial  paseaiils  people  all  the  ground. 
Thither  nnbom  deflEendanla  of  the  aUdo 
Shall  throng  ns  pilgrims  to  the  holy  fane, 
While  as  they  trace  each  spot,  whose  records  tell 
Where  fboght  their  fatheis,  and  prevail'd,  and  fell 
Warm  in  their  eoula  shall  loftiest  feelings  glow. 
Claiming  proud  kindi'ed  with  tho  dust  below  I 
And  many  an  age  shall  see  the  brave  repair. 
To  learn  the  Hero's  bright  devotion  there. 

And  well,  Ausonia  I  may  that  field  of  feme. 
From  tliee  one  song  of  BclioinK  triumph  olaun. 
Land  of  the  lyre  I  'twas  tliere  th'  avengmg  swoii: , 
Won  the  bright  treasures  to  thy  fenes  restored  ; 
Those  precious  trophies  o'er  thy  realms  tliat  throw 
A  veil  of  radiance,  hiding  hau  ihy  woe. 
And  bid  liie  stranger  for  awhile  fijrget 
How  deep  thy  tall  and  dee  n  ^e  glorious  yet 


Stamp  d  w  th  he  h  o    b        r    jes  v  oi  mind 
Yes  matchless  wo  ks    3  our  prese  ce  4  all  rea 
One  beam  nf  splendor  to  your  native  si  ore 
And  h  r  sad  scenes  of  ost  enown  llui  e 
As  the  bright  sunset  gdds  some  hero  B  tomb 


..jait  yours  to  Ind  the  soul  expan^ 

With  liionghts  HO  mighty,  dreama  so  boldly  grand, 
As  in  that  realm,  where  each  iiiint  breeze's  moan 
Seems  a  low  dirge  for  glorious  ages  gone  ; 
Where  'midst  the  rain'd  shrines  of  many  a  vale, 
h?en  Desolation  tells  a  haughty  tale, 
10 
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But  ila  ptoud  name  wim  Bong  eternal  bieiids ', 

Yes !  in  thoBB  scenes  where  every  tuicient  alrsaJii 
Bids  memorj  kindle  o'er  some  lofty  Iheme ; 
Where  every  marble  deeds  of  tame  records, 
Koch,  ruin  teSa  of  Eitrth's  departed  lords ; 
Ajid  the  deep  tones  of  inspiiation  swell 
From  each  wild  olire-Trood,  and  Alpiae  dell ; 
Where  heroes  slmnber  oa  their  battle  plaina, 
'Midst  prostrate  altars  and  deserted  haea. 
And  Fancy  coinmuriea,  in  each  lonely  ^ot, 
With  shades  of  those  who  ne'er  shall  be  forgot  j 
Tftere  waa  yonr  home,  and  there  your  power  imprest. 
Willi  tentbld  awe,  the  pilgrim'a  glowing  bteaal ; 
And,  as  the  wind's  deep  thiills  and  mystic  sigto 
Wake  the  wild  harp  to  loftiest  barmoaiea, 
Thus  Bt  yoin  influence,  starting  from  repose, 
Thought,  Feehng,  Fancy,  into  grandeur  rose. 

Fair  Florence  !  queen  of  Aruo'a  lovely  vale ! 
Justice  and  Truth  mdignant  heard  tliy  tale, 
And  sternly  smiled  in  retribution's  hour. 
To  wrest  thy  treasures  from  the  Spoiler's  power. 
Too  loiw  the  spirits  of  thy  noble  dead 
Monm'd  o'er  the  domes  ihej;  rear'd  in  ages  fled. 
Those  claesic  scenes  their  pride  so  richly  gi-aeed, 
Teinplea  of  genius,  palaces  of  taste, 
Too  loDi,  With  sad  and  desolated  mien, 
Reveal'd  where  Conquest's  lawless  track  had  beeni 
Reft  of  each  form  with  brighter  light  imbued, 
Iionely  they  frown'd,  a  desert  solitude. 
Florence !  th'  Oppressor's  noon  of  pride  is  o'er. 
Rise  m  thy  pomp  again,  and  weep  no  more  I 


i-.uiu  uark  illusionB,  phantoma  of  dismay, 

With  transport  hei^ten'd  by  those  ills  of  night. 

Hails  &e  neh  glonea  of  expanding  light ; 

B'en  thus,  jarak'ning  :&ont  tt^  dream  of  woe. 

While  heaven's  own  hues  (n  radiance  round  Aee  ^ow 

With  warmer  ecstacy  'tis  thine  to  trace 

Bach  tint  of  beaii^,  and  each  line  of  grace  ; 

More  bright,  more  prized,  mora  precious,  since  deplore 

As  loved,  lost  relics,  ne'er  to  be  restored. 

Thy  gria  as  hopeless  as  the  tear-drop  shed 

By  fond  afleclion  bendmg  o'er  the  dead. 

Athens  of  Italy !  once  more  are  thine 
Those  matchless  geins  of  Art's  eshausllesa  mme. 
For  thee  bright  Genius  darts  his  living  beam. 
Warm  o'er  iny  shrines  tlie  lints  of  Glory  stream 
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And  forms  aiiguat  as  iialivesuf  Ihc  sky, 
Rise  round  each  feiie  in  faultier  msjesiy, 
So  chaslely  perfect,  so  setenely  grand, 
They  aeero  ctealiona  of  no  mciial  hand. 

Ye,  at  whose  Toice  fair  art,  with  eaele  glance, 
Buret  in  tiill  qilendurframherdealhliEa  trance  ; 
'VhoBC  talking-  cbJI  bsde  slamb'ring  nations  wake, 
And  daring  intellect  lua  bondage  break ; 
Beneath  whose  eye  the  lords  of  soiig  aroee, 
And  snatcli'd  Ihe  tnsoau  lyre  from  fcng  repose, 
And  bade  its  pealing  energi^  resound. 
With  )iower  electric,  through  tlierealma  around  ; 
Oh !  lii^  in  Jhoi^t,  jnognifioent  in  soul ! 
Bom  to  inspire,  eQl^ghten,  and  control ; 
Cosmo,  Loronzo!  view  your  reign  once  more, 
Tile  Bbiiae  where  nations  mingle  to  adore ! 
Again  Of  Knthnaiast  there,  wilb  ardent  gasp, 
Shall  hail  the  mighty  of  departed  daye : 
Thoae  sovereign  spiiite,  whose  commandinc  mind 
Seems  in  iha  manle^  breathing  monld  eiiahriiieJ  ; 
Still  with  aaeandant  power  the  world  to  awe. 
Still  Ibe  deep  homage  of  the  heart  to  draw; 
To  hteathe  some  spell  of  holiness  around, 
Bid  all  the  scene  be  consecrated  ground. 
And  from  the  stone,  by  Inspiration  wrought, 
Dart  the  pure  lightnings  ofesalled  thou^L 

There  tbon,  feir  offspring  of  immortal  Mind  I 
Love's  radiant  goddess,  idol  of  mankind '. 
Once  tiie  bright  object  of  Devotion's  vow, 
Shalt  claim  fiom  tasie  a  kindred  worship  now. 
Oh '.  who  can  tell  what  beams  of  heavenly  %lil, 
Fladi'd  o'er  the  acnlptor'a  inlelleetnal  sight, 
Rovr  many  a  glimpse,  reveal'd  to  liun  alone. 
Made  bri^terbeings,  nobler  worlds,  his  own  { 
Ere,  like  some  vision  sent  the  earth  to  bless, 
Buist  into  lile  thy  pomp  of  loveliness  '■ 

Young  G«nins  there,  while  dwells  Ins  kindling  eye 
On  forms,  instinct  with  bright  divinity, 
While  new-born  powers,  diiatuig  in  his  heart, 
[''mbrace  tlie  full  magnificence  oT  Art ; 
tVom  scenes,  by  Kaphael's  gifted  hand  array'il, 
from  dreams  of  heaven,  by  Angelo  portray'ii ; 
I'Vom  each  fair  work  of  Grecian  skill  sublime, 
Sf  ai'd  with  perfeofion,  "  sanctified  by  lime  ,■" 
Slmll  catch  a  kindred  glow,  and  pruailly  ii;el 
Wjs  sp;rit  bntn  with  emulative  zeal. 
Buoyant  wi^  loftier  hopes,  bis  soul  sliall  nse. 
Imbued  at  once  with  nobler  energies ; 
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ic lustre  o'er  th7 name; 

T^iuhjIi  to  tlie  winda  Ihy  BtreBmera  idly  pky, 
And  the  wild  waves  another  Queen  obey ; . 
Thongh  quench'd  the  spirit  of  thine  aiicient  race, 
And  power  and  fraedom  scarce  have  M  a  trace  ; 
Vet  still  shEill  Alt  her  aplendorB  round  thcc  cSBt, 
And  gild  the  wreck  of  years  for  e^ar  past. 

■  :ain  thy  fanes  maj;  boast  a  Titian's  dyeSj 

le  emalatea  thy  siiws, 
Ana  scenes  iiiai  giow  m  coloring's  richest  blooin. 
With  Ufe's  wanuBnah  Falladiiin  hails  illiune, 
EWn  the  rich  dome  again  th'  unrlvall'd  steed 
Starta  to  existence,  rushes  into  speed, 
Still  for  Lydppns  daims  the  wreath  of  fame, 
Panting  with  ardor,  vivified  with  flame. 

Froud  Baeera  of  Hie  Sun !  to  fancy's  tliouglil 
Burning  with  spiiit,  ixoia  his  essence  caushl, 
No  mortal  birlh  ye  seem — but  form'd  to  &at 
Heaven's  car  of  triumph  through  the  realms  el  air; 
'To  ran^  uneuib'd  the  pathless  fields  of  space. 
The  wmds  your  rivals  in  the  glorious  race  ; 
Traverse  empyred  spheres  with  buoyant  feet, 
Free  as  the  zephyr,  as  the  shot-slar  £eet ; 
And  waft  through  worlds  unbiown  the  vital  ray. 
The  flame  that  wakes  creations  into  day. 
Creatures  of  fire  and  ether !  wing'd  with  light, 
To  track  the  regions  of  the  Iniimte ! 
F-om  purer  elements  whose  life  was  drawn, 
Sprung  from  the  snnbeam,  oflapiong  of  the  davm, 
'    what  years  on  years,  in  silence  gliding  by. 
Have  ^red  thi^  Ibnus  of  peifecl  Bymmelry  ! 
Moulded  by  Art  to  d^;nify,  alone, 
Her  own  bnglit  deitrt  resplendent  throne, 
"■   !e  first  hCT  skill  meir  fiery  grace  bestow'd. 
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Meet  for  such  lofty  fiite,  such  Meh  abode. 
How  many  a  race,  whwie  tales  U  dory  seem 
An  echo's  voice — the  music  of  a  ^eam. 
Whose  records  feebly  fiom  ohUvion  save 
A  few  bright  traces  of  tlie  wise  and  brave  ; 
How  many  a  state,  whose  plUar'd  strength  sublims. 
Defied  the  storms  of  war,  ihe  waves  of  tiroa. 
Towering  o'er  earth  majestic  and  alone. 
Fortress  of  power— has  flomish'd  and  is  gone ! 
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Each  fleeting;  iriunipt  deslined  to  adorn. 
They  that  of  powers  and  kin^doma  lost  end  won, 
Have  Been  flie  Doontide  and  Uib  settiogsun, 
'^Jijnsummace  still  in  every  grace  remain, 
Ab  (fit  their  heads  had  ages  roU'd  in  Tain! 
Ages,  vjntoiious  in  their  oeaselese  fli^t, 
O'ercountleBs  monamenta  of  earthly  might ! 
WJiite  Ehe,  Ironi  fair  Bj'aaaliirm'B  loat  doroain, 
Who  bore  those  ti-eaaurea  to  her  ooeoti-reinn, 
Midat  the  blue  deep,  who  rear'd  her  islaiid-lhroiie, 
And  called  th'  infinitude  of  wnvea  her  own ; 
\"enioe,  the  proud,  the  Regent  of  tha  sea. 
Welcomes  in  chains  the  trophies  of  the  Free  I 

And  than,  whose  Eagle's  towerii^g  plume  unfurl'd, 
O^ce  cast  its  shadow  o'er  a  vasaal  world, 
Eternal  city '.  round  whose  Cunile  thrane. 
The  lorda  of  nations  knelt  in  ages  flown ; 

lu  years  nave  left  to  time 

imong, 

sweii'a  me  nign  rapraces  oi  neroic  song ; 
Fair,  fiillen  Empress !  rates  thy  languid^ head 
l''iom  the  cold  altoiB  of  Ih'  illoatrioue  dead. 
And  once  again,  with  fond  delight  survey, 
The  proud  memorials  of  ihy  noblest  day, 

Lo !  where  thy  sona,  oh  Rome  !  a  godHke  train. 
In  imaged  majCBly  retam  agam ! 
Bards,  chieftnna,  monercbs,  tower  witli  mien  august 
O'er  scenes  that  ahrine  their  venerable  dust. 
Those  fortns,  Ibosa  featniM,  luminoua  with  sonl, 
Still  o'er  thy  children  seetn  to  claim  control ; 
With  awiiil  grace  arrest  the  pilgrim's  glance, 
Bind  his  rapt  BonI  in  elevating  trance. 
And  bid  the  past,  to  fiincy's  ardent  eyes. 
From  time's  dim  sepulchre  in  glory  nae. 


la  conld  &le  re 
could  those  Itmnes 


That  bade  your 

Then  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  the  firat, 

Mi^t  a  new  Rome  in  phcenix  srondeur  burst! 

With  one  bright  glance  dispel  th'  lioriioti'a  gloom. 

With  one  loud  cnil  wake  empire  fi-om  the  tomb  ; 

Bind  round  her  brows  her  own  triumphal  crown. 

Lift  her  dread  tegis  with  tnajestic  frown, 
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Vain  dream !  degraded  Rome !  thy  noon  is  o'er. 
Once  iual,  ttiy  Bpinl  elisti  revivB  no  luOTC. 
U  sleepB  with  tlioae,  the  sans  of  other  days. 
Who  hi'd  on  thee  the  world's  adoiing  gsze  ; 
Those,  bleat  lo  live,  while  yet  ihy  star  was  high. 
More  blest,  ere  darkness  quencli  d  its  beam,  to  die  1 

Yet,  though  thy  ftitlileBa  tntclary  powers 
Have  fled  thy  shrines,  left  desolate  thy  towers, 
Slili,  still  to  tbee  sliall  nations  bend  their  way. 
Revered  in  niui,  sovereign  in  decay '. 
Oh !  nhaC  can  re^hna  in  fame's  full  zenith,  boast, 
Tomatcl!  the  relics  of  thy  splendor  lost ! 
By  Tiber's,  waves,  oa  eaeh  uta^ons  hill, 
Genius  and  Taste  AiaQ  love  to  wander  still. 
For  there  hail  Art  BRndved  an  empire's  doom, 
'     '         "  '  ir  throne  o'er  Jjitiiun's  Ouphied  lomb  ; 


Oh!  ne'er  agaii)  may  War,  with  liditning  atrolio, 
Rend  its  loal  honors  ftom  the  shatler'd  oak  f 
Lone  be  those  works,  revered  by  ages,  thine, 
To  lend  one  triumph  to  thy  dim  decluie  ! 

Bright  with  atern  beauty,  breathing  wrathful  lire. 
In  all  the  grandeur  of  celestial  ire, 
Onca  more  thine  own,  th'  immortal  Archer's  form 
Sheds  radiance  round,  with  more  than  Being  warm 
Oh !  who  could  view,  nor  deem  that  perfect  frame, 
A  iving  temple  of  ethereal  flamel 

Iiotd  of  the  daystar !  how  may  words  portray 
Of  thy  chaste  glory  one  reflected  ray  ? 
Wliate'et  the  sonl  could  dream,  the  hand  could  trace. 
Of  legal  digniff  and  heavenly  grace  ; 
Each  puter  eflSHence  of  the  Sir  and  bright, 
Whose  fitfiiL  gleams  have  broke  on  mortal  ^ht ; 
Each  bold  idea,  bonuw'd  Irom  the  ^y, 
To  vest  th'  embodied  fimn  of  Deity  ; 
All,  all  in  thee  eimobled  and  relmed. 
Breathe  and  enchant,  transe^idently  combined  ! 
Son  of  Slysium !  yeais  and  eges  gone 
Have  boiTd  in  speechless  homage  at  Ihy  throne. 
And  days  unborn,  and  nations  yet  lo  be. 
Shall  gaze,  absorh'd  in  ecsfacy,  on  thee  I 

And  thou,  triuiimhant  wreck,'  e'en  yet  sublime. 
Disputed  trophy,  claimed  by  Ait  and  'Tirae  ; 
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Hail  Jo  Ihat  scene  again,  where  genius  eaugbt 
From  thee  its  fervoiB  of  diviner  iTiouglil ! 
Where  He,  ih'  inspired  One,  whose  gigantic  mind 
Lived  in  some  sphere,  to  him  alotte  assign'd  ; 
Who  trmn  the  past,  the  future  and  th'  nnseea, 
Conld  call  up  forms  of  more  than  eartlily  mien : 
Uurivall'd  Angeloon  fhee  would  gaze, 
Till  his  full  Ho5  imbibed  perfection's  blaze ! 
And  who  but  he,  that  Prince  uf  Art,  might  dare 
Thy  Bovereign  greataess  view  without  despair  ? 
Emblem  of  Rome !  from  power's  raeridian  hurl'd, 
Yet  claiming  still  the  homage  of  the  world. 

What  hadet  thou  been,  ere  harlyrDus  hands  de&ced 
The  work  of  wonder,  idohied  by  taste  ! 
(Ui  ]  worthy  still  i^  some  divine  alxide. 
Mould  of  a  Conqueror!  niin  of  a  Godl' 
Still,  like  some  in-oken  gem,  whose  quenchless  beam 
From  each  bright  fisgincnt  pours  its  vital  stream, 
'Tis  thine,  by  fete  uneonqner'd  to  dispense 
From  every  part  some  ray  of  excellence ! 
E'en  yet,  inlonu'd  with  esence  from  on  high. 
Thine  is  no  trace  of  frail  mortality ! 
Within  that  frame  a  purer  being  glows, 
Through  viewless  veins  a  brighter  cunenl  flows ; 
Fill'd  with  immortal  life  each  muscle  swells. 
In  every  line  supernitl  grandeur  dwells. 

Consummate  work '.  the  noblest  and  the  last 
OI'GrecianFreedoni.ereherreign  waspast;=  . 
Nurse  of  the  mighty,  she,  while  ling'ring  still, 
Her  mantle  flow'd  o'er  many  a  dasac  hill. 
Ere,  yet  her  voice  its  parting  accents  breathed, 
A  hero's  image  to  the  world  bequeathed  ; 
ICn^rined  in  thee  Ih'  imperishaole  ray 
Of  high-aoul'd  Genius,  foster'd  by  her  sway. 
And  bade  thee  teach,  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
What  lofty  dreatns  were  hers — who  never  shall  return ! 

And  mark  yon  group,  tntnsfis'd  with  many  it  throe, 
Seol'd  with  the  image  of  eternal  woe ; 
With  fearful  UTith,  lerriiic  jwwer,  esprest. 
Thy  pan^,  Laocoon,  agonize  the  breast, 
And  the  seem  combat  picture  to  mankind 
Of  so&dng  nattire  and  enduring  mind- 
Ob,  mighty  conflict !  thme^  his  pains  intense 
Distend  each  nerve,  and  dart  dirough  every  sense  ; 
Though  iix'd  on  him,  his  children's  suppliant  eyes 
Implore  the  aid  avenging  hie  denies 
Though  with  the  gianl  Miake  in  fruitleas  stiife. 
Heaves  every  muscle  with  convulsive  life. 
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Shall  own  ihe  might  of  NBlure'a  agony ! 
That  I'urroiv'd  brow  Miioonmier'd  soul  revealfl, 
That  pBlient  eye  to  angry  HeBven  afipealB, 
That  Htragghng  bosom  ooneenlrates  ils  breath. 
Nor  yields  one  moan  to  toitui-e  or  to  death."* 

SublimaBl  ttiumph  of  inlrepid  Art ! 
With  epeeehlesa  horror  to  congeal  the  heart, 
To  fteeie  each  pulse,  and  dart  through  every  ve 
Cold  thrills  of  fear,  keen  sympathies  of  pain  j 
Yet  leoch  the  spirit  how  its  lofty  power 


Tom  from  sueh  conflicts,  and  enraptured  gBie 
On  scenes  where  Faintinsall  her  skill  displays: 
Landscapes,  by  coloring  drara'd  in  richer  dyes, 
More  mellow'd  sunshine,  mole  unclouded  skies, 
Of  dreams  of  bliss,  to  dying  martyrs  given. 
Descending  eerapbs,  robed  in  beane  of  heaven. 

Oh !  sovereign  Maelets  of  the  Pencil's  niight. 
Its  depths  of  sljidow.  Bud  its  blBse  of  light ; 
Ye,  whose  bold  thou^t  disdnitiing  every  bound, 
EMiored  the  worlds  above,  below,  around, 
Childcan  of  Italy  I  who  stand  alone 
And  nnapproacnd,  'midst  regions  all  your  own  { 
What  scenes,  what  beingB  ble«'d  your  &voi'd  ^ht, 
Seversly  grand,  tmatterably  bri^t ! 
"Triumphant  spirits !  jour  eioltmg  eye 
Could  meet  tik  noontide  of  eternity, 
And  gaze  untired,  undaunted,  uncoiiiroll'd. 
On  an  that  Fancy  tiemblcB  lo  behold. 

Brishl  on  your  view  sttoh  forms  their  splendor  shed. 
As  burst  on  prophet-bards  in  ages  fled  : 
Forms  that  to  trace  no  hand  but  yours  might  dare. 
Darkly  sublime  or  exquidtely  Giir  ; 
TbesB  o'er  the  walls  yonr  majpo  skill  arrayed. 
Glow  in  rich  Bonshine,  gleam  through  meliiiig  sliade 
Float  in  lieht  grace,  in  awful  grestness  tower. 
And  hreatbe  and  move,  the  records  of  your  power, 
inspired  of  Heaven !  what  heighten'd  pomp  ye  caat 
(j'er  ail  the  deathless  tropbiefl  of  the  pBsl ! 
Round  many  a  mai^le  &ne  and  classic  dome, 
Asserting  still  the  majesty  of  Rome  ; 
Round  many  n  work  that  bids  the  world  believe 
What  (jrecian  Art  could  image  and  Echieve ; 
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And  when  the  Mora's  bright  beams  and  mantling  dyis 

Pour  the  rich  lusCre  of  Ansonian  sties, 

Or  evening  suns  illame,  with  puipie  aittile, 

I'be  Parian  altar,  and  me  {nllar'd  aiste, 

Tlien,  BB  the  fiiJI,  or  sofleii'd  mdlance  &Jls, 

On  angel-groupa  that  hover  o'er  Ihe  waLls, 

Well  may  those  Temples,  where  your  hand  has  elied 

Light  o'er  the  tomb,  existence  round  the  dead, 

Seem  like  some  world,  so  perfect  and  so  lau-, 

That  nought  of  earth  dionld  find  admittance  there, 

Some  sphere  where  bein^,  to  mankind  Dnktwwn, 

Dwell  in  the  biighmesB  of-*eir  pomp  alone  I 


Hence,  ye  vain  fictiona  I  fancy's  errin«  theme ! 
Goda  of  iUusion !  phantoms  of  a  dream  [ 
frail, powerless  idols  of  departed  time, 
FableH  of  Hon^,  delusive,  though  suHime ! 
To  loflJer  taaSH  has  Roman  Art  nssgn'd 
Her  matohleas  pencil,  and  her  mighty  mind ! 
From  brighter  streams  het  vast  ideas  How'd, 
With  purer  fire  her  anient  spirit  glowed. 
To  her  'twBS  given  in  &ncy  to  explore 
The  land  of  miracles,  the  holiest  Miore  ; 
That  realm  nhere  first  the  light  of  life  was  sent. 
The  loved,  the  nnniah'd,  of  t&  Omnipotent! 
O'er  Judah'fl  hills  her  thoughts  utspired  would  stray, 
Throagh  Jordan's  valleys  trace  their  lonely  vray ; 
By  Siloa's  brook,  or  Almotana's  deep,' 
Chain'd  in  dead  eilence,  and  unbroken  sleep ; 
Sesnea,  whose  cleft  rocks,  and  blasted  deserts  tell, 
Where  paaa'd  th'  Eternal,  where  his  anger  fell ! 
Where  oft  his  voice  the  words  of  &le  reveal'd. 
Swell'd  in  the  whuHwind,  in  the  thmider  peai'd, 
Or  heard  by  prophela  in  some  palmy  vale. 
Breathed '  etdl  small "  whispeiB  on  the  midni|^  gela. 
There  dwelt  her  ^iiit — (bera  hei  hand  porteay'd. 
'Midst  the  lone  wildamasB  or  cedar-ahade. 
Ethereal  fbims  with  nwfiil  nuGEdona  fraught. 
Or  patriardi-aeera  Bbaort/d  in  sacred  thought, 
Banjs,  in  high  converse  with  the  world  ofrest, 
Samtsoftiie  earth,  luid^irits  of  the  bleat. 
But  chief  to  Him,  the  Conqueror  of  the  grave. 
Who  lived  to  guide  ua,  and  who  died  to  save ; 
Him,  at  w^iose  glance  the  powers  of  evil  fled, 
And  sowl  retam'd  to  animate  the  dead  ; 
Whom  [he  waves  own'd— and  sunk  beneath  Ins  eye, 
Awed  by  one  accent  of  Divinity  ; 
To  Him  she  gave  her  meditative  houra, 
Hallow'd  her  thoughts,  and  sanctified  V  PO'fvere. 
O'er  her  bright  scenes  sublime  repose  she  threw, 
As  all  aronnd  the  Godhead's  presence  knew. 
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Oh !  mark  where  Raphiel's  pure  and  perfect  lina 
Portrays  that  form  inefiably  diyina ! 
Where  with  transcendent  hIuII  tiis  hand  has  ehed 
IKfFusive  aunbeaniH  round  the  Saviour'a  head  f 
Each  heaven-illumined  lineament  iniliued 
With  all  the  fullness  of  heautitude. 
And  traced  the  sainted  gronp,  whose  mortal  sight 
Sinks  overpower'd  by  tliat  exoefs  of  light '. 


Gaze  on  that  scene,  and  own  the  might  of  Art, 
By  irnth  inspired  to  elevate  the  heart 
bid  die  soul  esultinaly  possess, 
•"  (. —  "  heightet^-"  —" 


K 
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Note  a.  page  J31,  line  18. 

lie  est  cependant  encore  na  clief  d'ceuvre  aui  yeux  cler 
nra  ^  el  ceux  qni  SATent  percer  dana  lea  myalerea  de  Vart 
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CetHercniB  puolt  doi 


Note  3,  page  131,  Una  H3. 


eed  nmBClesofUieLaocaon,  that  the  seccet  EiBCBorila  coin- 

realdas ;  it  ia  in  the  m^oAtic  air  of  tbe  head,  which  Lab  nitl 

d  (o«iyfkruv,aDdintlwdeep  aerenltfOf  the  (imbead,  which 

to  be  9tUI  m^eriar  la  all  ID  affiicaimt,  and  ilgnlflcant  of  a 

cannot  be  aulidued."— ALiisnir'B  Emagi,  Tul.  11.  p.  400. 

ancoDD  noaa  offiv  le  spectacle  de  la  nataro  humaliw  dans  la 

e  dooJeiir  dontelle  nit  Biuceptlbla,  aoua  nmage  d^un 

1  tAche  de  laaaembler  contre  ello  toate  la  Ibrce  de  Tesprlt. 

13         I'ezcda  de  la  aouOhuice  eDRe  lea  oioHcles,  et  tire  vlaJeQt- 

r£j,  Je  coonge  aemontro  anrlefhmt  gonflC  :  lapoJtiine 

cp^iw  par  hi  D^cesEil^  de  la  tesplraUon.  qui  estd^e- 

tl  rd."— WiscKBtMiKB,  HiaUiredc  I'Jlrt  cha  Im  ^^iias', 
il  F    14. 

Note  S,  iiiiEO  I3S  line  3T. 
a.    ThBuameBiveiibylhe  ArabalDiheDaadaea, 
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O'  wao hath  liod  thy conaectated  ciime, 

Fair  land  of  Phidias  f  iheme  of  lofiy  Htrains ! 

A-j  . J  — u .u^j  >n]j(|g[  the  ivrecka  cf  limSi 

Musing  on  years  gone  bv  in  hrightneag  (here, 
Tha  hopes,  the  feora,  the  sorrows  of  his  lot, 
The  hneshls  fiile  hath  worn, or  yet  may  wear; 
Aa  when,  from  mounlain-hei^hts,  hia  ardent  eye 
Ol' sea  and  heaven  halhlraelc'd  the  blue  infinity  ? 


Is  there  who  views  with  ooid  nnaller'd  mien, 
Hia  &ozea  heart  with  proud  indifierence  fraught, 
Each  sacred  haunt,  each  unforgotten  scene, 
Where  Freedom  triumph'd  or  where  Wisdom  Inught  j 
SddIb  that  too  deeply  feel,  oh,  envy  not 
The  snllen  calm  yoar  fcith  liath  never  Imown  ; 
Through  the  dull  iwilighl  of  thai  wintry  lot 
Genius  ne'er  pierced,  nor  Fancy's  auniienm  shone. 
Nor  thoae  high  thoughts,  that,  luiiling  Glory's  tmce. 
Glow  wilii  (he  generous  flames  of  every  age  and  race. 


r,  'midst  graves  and  gtena  retired, 

All  thatmith  lived,  while  empires  have  expired 
To  float  fbrera-  on  the  winds  of  Time ; 
'is  soul  indelibly  pi 


*.aa  on  his  soul  mdelibly  portrayed 
ir  vifflonary  forms,  to  M  each  class 
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east  a  thousand  syi^pathiea 
From  rocks  and  cavea 


For  him  Italia'a  brilliant  sides  illmna 
The  bstd's  lone  haunfa,  the  warrior's  oombut-plams, 
And  the  wild  mse  yet  lives  to  bisntke  and  bloom 
Round  Doric  Pffislum'ssolitaiyfenea.' 
But  most,  fair  Greece !  on  Hiy  mnjeatio  shore 
He  feels  the  fervoiH  of  hia  spu-it  rise ; 
Thou  birth-place  of  the  Muse !  whose  voice  of  yore 
Breathed  m  thy  groves  immortal  harmonies ; 
And  lingers  stdl  around  the  well-known  cMiHBt, 
Mutmming  a  wild  fcrewell  to  fame  and  Ireedom  lost. 


'i 


By  seas,  that  flow  m  brightness  as  they  iave 
""         '—  -h'  enthusiast  rapt  in  thought  may  stray, 
his  eye  o'er  that  desertedwave. 


The  free,  ^e  conquermg,  hymn'd  by  choral  strniia, 
How  sleep  ye  now  around  the  silent  ^ore. 
The  lonely  reahn  of  ruins  and  of  chains ! 
How  are  me  mighty  vanish'd  in  their  pride  ! 
E'en  as  their  barits  liave  left  no  tiacea  on  your  tide. 


Huah'd  are  the  F^ans  whose  exulting  tone 
Swell'd  o'er  that  tide' — the  sons  of  Satiie  sleep — 
The  wind's  wild  sigh,  the  halcyon's  voice  alone 
Blend  with  the  plaintive  murmur  of  the  deep. 
Yet  when  those  waves  have  causht  the  splendid  iiu( 
Of  mom's  tish  linnanient,  serenely  bright, 
Or  setting  suns  the  lovely  shore  siilKise 
With  all  their  puiple  mellowness  of  light, 
0 !  who  could  view  the  scene  so  calmly  Mr, 
Nor  dream  that  peace,  and  joy,  and  Uberty,  were  then 


Where  soil  the  sunbeams  play,  the  zephyrs  blow, 
'Tis  hard  to  deem  that  misery  can  he  mgh ; 
Where  the  clear  heavens  jn  blue  transparence  glow. 
Life  should  he  cahn  and  cloudlera  as  the  skv  ; 
—Yet  o'er  the  low,  dark  dwellinga  of  the  dead. 
Verdure  and  flowers  in  summer  bloom-may  smile. 
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And  ivy-boughs  (heir  graeefiii  drapery  Bptead 
In  green  lusnriance  o'er  the  ruined  pile ; 
And  mamliiie  woodbine  veil  the  wither'd  Iree, — 
And  liiuB  it  is,  lair  land  !  fofBaben  Greece,  with  ihea. 


FoF  bU  the  loveUnesa,  and  li^t,  and  bloom, 
That  yet  are  thine,  Hurviving  many  a  storm. 
Are  but  as  heaven's  warm  radiance  on  the  tomb. 
The  rose's  blush  thai  masks  she  canker-worm : — 
And  thou  art  desolate — thy  mom  hath  pass'd 
So  dazzlins;  in  the  Eplendoi  of  its  way, 
'That  the  dnrli  sliadea  the  nighj  hath  o'er  thee  cast, 
Thiow  tenftdd  doom  around  thy  deep  decay. 
Once  proud  in  fieadom,  still  in  ruin  fair. 
Thy  6le  hath  been  unmatch'd — in  glory  and  despnif , 


So  nistanced  aees  m  their  bgitiimg-race, 
"The  taafc  they  refl  the  sons  oT  later  time 
Whs  but  to  follow  their  illumined  trace. 
— Now,  bow'd  to  i^arth,  thy  children,  to  be  fi«e, 
Must  brealf  each  link  that  binds  their  Glial  hearts  lo  thet 

Lo  1  to  the  scenes  of  Gcfion's  wildest  tales, 
Her  own  briglit  East,  tiiy  son,  Morea  <  flies," 
To  BBek  repose  "midst  rich,  romantic  vales, , 
Whose  incense  motmts  to  Asia's  vivid  ekies. 
There  ^all  he  rest  ?— Alaa !  hie  hopes  in  vain 
Guide  to  the  sun-clad  regions  of  the  pahn. 
Peace  dwells  not  now  on  oriental  plam, 
ThoDsh  earth  is  fiTdlfuliiesa,  and  air  is  balm  ; 
And  me  sad  wanderer  finds  but  lawless  foes. 
Where  potriarohs  veign'd  of  old,  in  pastoral  reptae. 


Where  Syria's  mountains  rise,  or  Yemen's  groves. 
Or  Tigris  rolls  his  genii-haunted  wave, 
Life  to  his  eye,  as  wearily  it  roves. 
Wears  bnt  two  forms — the  tyrant  and  the  dave ', 
There  the  fierce  Arab  leads  his  darmg  horde, 
Where  sweeps  the  sand-storm  o'ar  the  buming  wild 
There  stem  Oppression  waves  the  wasting  sword 
O'er  plains  that  smile,  as  ancient  Eden  smiled  : 
And  the  vale's  bosom,  and  the  desert  gloom, 
Yield  to  the  mjured  tliete  no  shelter  save  the  tomb. 
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But  thon,  Mt  wotlcl '.  whose  fresii  unsullied  charmai 
Welcomed  ColumbuB  from  the  western  wave. 
Wilt  thou  receive  tlie  wanderer  to  thine  arms," 
The  lost  descendant  of  tlie  immorlal  brave  1 
Amidst  the  wild  magnificence  of  duidea 
That  o'er  thy  flooiia  Iheir  Swiljght-grandeur  oast. 
In  the  green  depth  of  thine  untrodden  glades 
Sbitll  he  not  rear  his  bower  of  peace  at  last  ] 
Yes '.  thou  hast  many  a  lone;  majeatio  scene, 
airined  m  prinueval  woods,  where  despot  ne'er  hath  been. 

Tliere,  by  some  lake,  whose  blue  eipanKve  breast 

I  hke  those  that  iloat  o'er  poet's  dreams  ; 


9t  solitudes,  profusely  di 

those  that  iloat  o'er  poe 

me  flood  from  pine-clad 

113  migui  oi  waters,  gtittanng  in  thbci  lu&ui, 

IJVIidst  the  rich  Terdure  of  its  wooded  diores, 

'  e  eiiled  Greeb  hath  fix'd  his  sylvan  hon 

deeply  lone,  that  roimd  the  wild  retreat 

*  have  the  palha  been  trod  by  Indian  hi 


jss,  and  luxarianoB — o'er  his  head 

'ilie  ancient  cedars  wave  their  peopled  bowers, 
On  high  the  palms  their  graceftS  fcliage  spread, 
Cinclmed  with  roses  die  magnoUa  toweta 
And  itom  those  gi-een  arcades  a  thousand  tones        [i 
Wake  with  each  breeze,  whose  voice  tlirough  Nature's  i 

And  there,  no  liaoes  left  by  bri^ler  days. 
For  glory  lost  may  wake  a  sigh  of  grief. 
Some  grassy  mound,  peFchance,  amy  meet  his  gaze. 
The  lone  memorial  of  an  Indian  chieE 
Thei«  roan  not  yet  ha&  mark'd  the  boundless  plain 
With  marble  reconls  of  his  feme  and  power; 
The  forest  is  his  everlaaline  fene, 
'The  palm  his  monument,  the  rock  his  tower. 
Tti'  eternal  torrent  and  the  giant  tree, 
Remmd  him  bnt  that  they,  like  him  are  wildly  free 
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When  did  bri^t  Bcenes,  clear  heavens,  or  but 
ChaBe  from  hiasoul  liie  fevei'  of  umestl 
—There  ia  it  heatt-siek  wearineaa  of  mood, 
Tiiat  like  slow  poison  waeles  the  vilal  glow, 
And  brines  ilseli'jn  mental  aolitnde, 
An  uncomplaining  ai 


Such  Erief  is  llieii-s,  who,  fix'd  on  tbre^n  ^ore, 
Sigh  Sa  the  spiril:  ik  their  native  gales, 
As  pinea  the  aeamiut,  'raidsl;  the  ocean'a  roar, 
For  tiie  green  earth,  with  all  its  wuoda^and  vales. 
Thus  feels  thy  child,  whose  memory  dwells  with  thee 
Loved  Greece !  all  sunk  and  blighted  aa  thou  art: 
Thou^  thouglil  and  step  m  western  wilds  be  free, 
Yec  thine  are  still  tlie  day-dieanis  cf  his  heart ; 
The  desert  spread  between,  die  billows  foam, 
ThoB,  distant  and  in  chnme,  ace  yet  his  epirit's  home. 


-- ji-winik  wofiodon —  , — , 

As  eve's  last  blush  is  dying  on  the  lakes. 
Through  thy  iair  vales  his  fimcy  roves  the  while. 
Or  breathes  the  freshnesB  of  Cilhteroii's  height. 
Or  dreams  how  soMy  Alheri^  toweie  would  smile. 
Or  Soniuin'B  mina  in  the  &ding  light ; 
On  Corinth's  cliff  what  sunset  Sues  may  sleep. 
Or,  at  that  placid  hour,  how  caliti  Ih'  Egean  deep ! 

What  scenes,  what  sunbeams,  are  to  him  like  thine  I 
(The  all  of  thme  no  tyrant  eould  destroy  I) 
E'en  to  the  stranger's  roving  eye,  they  shina 
Soft  as  a  vision  of  remember'd  joy. 
And  he  wlio  cornea,  the  pilgrim  of  a.  day, 
A  paBsing  vrandarer.o'eresoli  AtSchill, 
Sigha  as  his  footsteps  turn  iiom  thy  decay, 
To  laiighing  slimes,  where  all  is  splendor  stUl ; 
Atid  views  with  fbnd  regr"' '''"  i"-^"^^'-  -U'^— 
Ah  he  would  watch  a  star  th 


Realm  of  sad  beauty !  thou  art  as  a  shrine 
That  Fancy  viata  with  Devotion's  zeal. 
To  catch  higli  thoijghls  and  impulses  divine 
And  all  the  glow  ct  eoitI  eotliosissts  feel 
Amidst  the  tombs  of  heroes— for  the  brave 
Whose  dust,  so  many  an  age,  hath  beenthyi 
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Poremoat  in  honor's  phaUnii,  died  to  save 
The  limd  tsdeem'd  and  baliow'd  by  their  tnil ; 
And  there  is  language  in  thy  lighteiaE  gale. 
That  o'er  the  plains  they  won  seems  mui-muiing  yet  their  i 


And  he,  whose  heart  is  weary  of  the  striie 
Of  meaner  spirils,  and  whose  mental  gaze 
Would  shnn  the  duil  coid  littleness  of  Rfe, 
AwliUe  to  dwell  amidst  aublimec  days, 
MuBt  turn  to  thee,  whose  every  ■valley  teoma 
With  proud  remembi-ances  that  cannot  die. 
Thy  gleiB  are  peopled  with  inspiring  dreams. 
Thy  winds,  the  voice  of  oracles  gone  by ; 
And,  midat  ihy  laurel  shades  the  wanderer  heats 
Tlie  sound  of  mighty  cames,  the  hymns  ofvanish'd  years 


By  Faun  and  uread  loted  m  ages  jiast. 
Where  clear  Fenens  winds  his  rapid  way 
Throus^  the  deli  heights,  hi  antique  grandeur  vo 
Romantic  Tempe !  thou  art  yet  t£e  same-' 
Wild,  as  when  sung  by  barda  of  elder  lime:' 
Yeais,  that  have  changed  thy  rivet's  clofeic  name 
Have  left  thee  still  in  savage  pomp  sublime ; 
And  from  thine  Alpine  clena,  and  marble  chvbb, 
111  living  li^cre  sdll  brenh  forth  ihe  fouiitam  waves. 


Beneath  thy  mountain  battlenienls  and  towers, 
Where  the  rich  arbule's  cotal-benies  glow,^ 
Or,  niidsl  the  ennbei-ance  of  lliy  forest  bowers, 
Casting  deep  shsidow's  o'er  the  current's  flow, 
Oft  shiQl  ^e  pilgrim  pause,  in  lone  recess. 
As  rock  and  stream  some  glancing  li^ht  have  caught, 
And  gaze,  till  Nature's  mighty  forms  impress 
His  soul  with  deep  sublimity  of  thoughti 
And  linger  oft,  recalling  many  a  tale,  [th; 

That  breeze,  and  wave,  and  wood,  seem  whispering  tf 


He,  Ihonght-entrBUced,  may  wander  where  of  old 
['rom  DeTphi'H  chasm  Uie  mystic  vapour  rose. 
And  trerabliog  tuitiona  heard  their  doom  fi)retold 
By  the  dread  spirit  throned  'midst  rocks  and  anows. 
Though  its  rich  fiines  be  blended  with  the  dust. 
And  silence  now  the  hailow'd  haunt  possess. 
Still  is  tile  scene  of  ancient  rites  august, 
Magnificent  in  mountain  lonlineas ; 
StilT Inspiration  hovers  o'er  the  groand. 
Where  Greece  her  councils  held,' her  Pythian  victors  c 
W 
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Or  let  his  aleps  the  rude  grey  cliila  explore 
Of  that  wild  pass,  once  dyed  with  Spiirtao  blood. 
When  by  the  waves  thai  break  on  (Eta'a  shore, 
The  few,  the  fearless,  the  devoted,  stood ! 
Or  rovfe  where,  shadowing  Mantinea'a  plain, 
61oi:«n  the  wild  laurels  o'er  the  watlike  dead,'" 
Or  lone  FlBtteK's  rains  yet  remain. 
To  mark  the  bBtlle-field  of  ages  fled ; 
Still  o'er  such  scenee  presides  a  sacred  powej-,  |bovi 

Though  Fiction's  gods  have  fled  ftom  feuntaui.  grot,  i 

Oh !  still  anblajned  may  fency  fondly  deem. 
That,  lingering  yet,  benianant  genii  dwell 
Where  mortal  wotlti  has  halloWd  stove  or  atreaiii. 
To  sway  the  heart  with  some  ennobling  spell ; 
For  mistiest  minds  have  felt  theif  blest  control. 
Id  the  wood's  murmur,  in  the  zephyr's  sigh. 
And  these  are  dreams  that  lend  a  voice  and  soul. 
And  a  high  power,  to  Nature's  majesty ! 


Vet  many  a  sad  reality  is  there. 
That  Fancy's  bright  illiisioiia  cannot  veil. 
Fure  laughs  the  light  and  balmy  breathes  the  air, 
But  Slftveiys  mein  will  tell  ita  bitter  tale ; 
And  there,  not  Feace,  but  Desolatioji,  throws 
DehiEdve  quiet  o'er  full  many  a  sceoe. 
Deep  as  the  broodina  toipor  of  repose 
That  follows  where  tlie  earthquake's  track  hath  been  ; 
Or  solemn  calm,  on  Ocean's  breast  that  lies,  [( 

When  sinks  ^e  storm,  and  death  has  hush'd  the  scan 


Hast  thou  beheld  some  sovereign  spirit,  hwrl'd 
By  Fate's  rude  tempest  fi-om  its  radiant  sphere, 
Kiom'd  to  resign  the  homsee  of  n  world. 
For  Kly's  deepest  sigh,  andasddest  teiir! 
Oh '.  bast  thou  watclrd  the  awM  wreck  of  mind, 
Tliat  wearelh  still  a  glonr  in  decay  ? 
Seen  all  tliat  dazzles  and  delights  mankind — 
Thought,  science,  genius,  to  the  stoim  a  prey. 
And  o'er  the  blasted  tree,  the  wither"!!  ground. 
Despair's  wild  nightshade  spread,  and  darkly  flourisi 
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Suoh  ihere  ihe  rain  Time  and  Fale  have  wrouglil. 
So  changed  llie  brighl,  the  splendid,  the  siJilime  ; 
There  the  proud  monumenla  of  Valor's  name. 
The  mialil)'  works  Ambition  piled  on  hieh, 
The  rich  lemains  by  Art  bequealhed  w  Fame — 
Grace,  beauty,  grandeur,  strength,  and  Eymmetiy, 
Blend  in  decay ;  while  all  Ihot  yet  is  fair 
Scema  only  ^laied  to  tell  how  much  hath  perish'd  lliere  ! 


There,  while  around  Ue  mmgling  in  the  duat, 
The  colnmn's  gTSeeful  shall,  with  weeds  o'ergr 
The  mouldering  toiso,  the  forgotten  baHi, 
The  warrior's  urn,  ihe  altafs  mosej  stone  ; 
Amidst  the  loneUnesa  of  ehalter'd  snes, 
Still  matchless  monuments  of  other  years. 
O'er  cypress  groves,  or  solitary  plains, 
lie  essterii  form  the  minaret  jiroudly  rears ; 
As  on  some  captive  city's  cum'd  wall 


Slil!,  where  the  colttmn  of  the  mosque  aspires, 
Landroarft  of  slavery,  towering  o'er  the  waste. 
There  science  droops,  the  Muses  hnsh  their  lyres, 
And  o'er  the  blooms  of  fancy  and  of  taste 
Spreads  the  chill  blight — as  in  ^mt  oiient  isle, 
Whera  &e  dark  npaa  taints  the  gale  around," 
Within  its  precincla  not  a  flower  may  smile. 
Nor  dew  nor  sunshinB  (ertilize  [he  ground  ; 
Nor  wild  birds'  mosic  float  on  zephyr's  breath, 
But  all  ia  ^nce  round,  end  sohtude,  and  death. 


Far  other  infiaence  pour'd  the  Crescent's  light 
O'er  conquer'd  realms,  in  ages  pass'd  away ; 
Full,  and  alone  it  beam'd,  intensely  bright, 
While  distant  climes  in  midnight  darkness  lay. 
Then  rose  di'  Alhambra,  with  its  founts  and  sdiades, 
Fair  marble  halls,  alcoves,  and  orange  bowera ; 
Its  Bculptur'd  Uons,"  richly  wrought  arcades. 
Aerial  pillars,  and  enchanted  to 

!s,  that  fleet  before  the  gale. 

Then  foster'd  genius  lent  each  caliph's  Uirone 
Lustre  barbaric  pomp  could  ne'er  attain  ; 
And  slaia  nnnumbef  d  o'er  the  orient  shone. 
Bright  as  that  Pleiad,  sphered  iu  Mecca's  fene." 
From  Baijdat's  palaces  the  choral  strains 
Rose  and  re-echoed  to  the  desert's  hound. 
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And  Science,  woo'd  on  Egyjjt'a  buiiiing  plains, 

ftear'd  her  mnieatic  heml  with  ^ory  crown'd : 

And  the  wild  Muses  breamed  ronmntjo  lore, 

From  Syria's  palmy  groves  to  Andalusia's  fhoie. 


ThoBB  years  have  pusl  in  radiance — they  have  past, 
As  sinlia  tha  daystar  io  the  tropic  main  ; 
His  partmg  beams  no  soft  reflection  cast, 
They  bum — are  quench'd~and  deepest  shadows  reign. 
And  Fame  and  Science  liave  not  left  a  trace 
In  the  vast  regions  of  the  Moslem's  power — 
Segiona,  to  intellect  a  desert  space, 
A  rtild  without  a  fiiunlain  or  a  flower, 
Where  towers  Oppreasion  'inidst  the  deepening  glooms, 
Aa  dark  and  lone  ascends  Ihe  cypress  "midst  the  tombs. 


Alas  for  thee,  feir  Greece !  when  Asia  pout'd 
Her  tleice  lanatics  W  Bj^andum's  wnll. 
When  Europe  sheath'd,  in  apalhj',  her  swonJ, 
And  heard  unmoved  ths  fated  city's  <^ll. 
No  bold  crueadeis  ranged  their  serried  line 
Of  spears  and  banners  round  a  falling  thi'one  ; 
And  thoa,  0  last  and  noblest  Conslajitihe  I  n 
Didst  meet  the  storm  unshrinking  and  alone. 
Oh !  blest  lo  die  in  freedoni,  though  in  vain. 
Thine  Empirfi's  proud  exchange  the  grave,  and  not  the  chain 


Hush'd  is  Byianttxim — 'tis  Ihe  dead  of  night— 
The  closing  nig^t  of  that  imperial  race !  I* 
And  dU.  is  vigiE— but  she  eye  of  light 
Shall  soon  umold,  a  wilder  scene  to  trace : 
There  is  a  murmuring  stillnesa  on  the  train. 
Throning  the  midnight  streets,  at  mom  to  die ; 
And  to  the  cross  in  fair  Soriiia's  fene. 
For  the  last  time  is  raised  Devotion's  eye ; 
And,  in  bis  heart  while  faith's  bright  viaoiis  rise, 
There  kneels  the  high-soul'd  prince,  the  aammon'd  of  the  ski™ 
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De^sir  hath  tent  a  stem,  delirious  power 
To  the  brave  few  that  guard  the  rampart  walk. 
Far  over  Marmora's  waves  th'  artillery's  peal 
Proclaims  an  empire's  doom  in  every  note ; 
Tambour  and  trumpet  swell  the  clash  of  steel, 
Round  9pu«  and  dome  the  clouds  of  battle  float: 
From  camp  and  wave  rush  on  the  crescent's  htet. 
And  ihe  Seven  Towers  "  are  scaled,  and  aU  is  won  and  lost. 


Then,  Greece '.  Ihe  tempest  rose  that  burst  on  thee, 
Land  of  the  bard,  the  waiTior,  and  the  sage! 
Oil!  wheie  were  then  thy  eons,  the  great,  the  free. 
Whose  deeds  are  guiding  slara  from  age  to  age  t 
Though  firm  thy  fetllementa  of  crags  and  enowB, 
And  Bright  the  memoiy  of  thy  dnva  of  pride. 
In  moniitain  might  though  CorinUi's  fortress  rose, 
Oa,  uniwisted,  roll'd  th'  inrading  ^e  l 
Oh !  iMin  the  rock,  the  rampErt,  and  the  tower. 
If  Freedom  guard  them  not  with  Mind's  aiioonquei'd  ?i 


Where  1 
Preserved  in 
Whenlh 
In  marti  s[ 
Then  did  i 
Arm'd  wi  h 
Call  the  ei 
Huri  do\     t 


Till  fer  a 


Where  « 
WhoBet 
Whose  n 


T(i  lorda  of  war,  thejiraised,  the  deified  ] 
Where  he,  Iha  hero  of  a  thousand  Uya, 
Who  from  the  dead  at  Marathon  arose" 
Alt  arm'd  ;  nnd  beaming  on  the  Athenians'  gaze, 
A  baltle-tneteor,  guided  to  their  foes! 
Or  they  whose  formB  to  Alaric's  awe-strnck  eye," 
HoTcring  o'er  Athens,  bloiod  m.  airy  paqoply  ! 

Ye  slept,  oh  heroes!  cMef  ones  of  the  eaWh  !•» 
High  demi^da  of  ancient  days !  ye  slept. 
There  lived  no  spsrk  of  your  ascendant  worth 
When  o'er  your  land  tho  victor  Moslem  swept ; 
No  patriot  then  the  sons  of  fteedom  led, 
In  mountain  pass  devotedly  to  die ; 
The  martyr-spirit  of  r&folve  was  fled, 
And  the  high  soul's  unconquei'd  buoyancy  ; 
And  by  your  graves,  mid  on  yom  batlle-plams. 
Warriors  1  your  children  knelt,  to  wear  the  sliangcr's  cl 
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E'on  tho  fainl  traces  of  the  ancient  tombs 
That  mark  where  deep  the  layers  or  the  slain. 
Your  deeds  arc  with  tfis  days  of  sloij'  flown, 
Tlie  lyreiJ  are  hush'd  that  sweUMyonr  fiuoe  afer. 
The  halls  that  echo'd  to  their  sounds  are  gone, 
Periah'd  the  conquering  weapons  of  yoar  war  f^ 
And  if  a  ino^  atone  yonr  names  tetiun, 
Tis  bat  to  tell  your  sons  for  them  ye  died  in  vnin. 


Yet,  whete  some  lone  sepulchral  relic  stands, 
Tnat  with  those  names  tradition  hallows  yet, 
(M  shall  the  wandering  son  of  other  lands 
Linger  in  solemn  thought  and  hush'd  regi-et. 
Ana  aull  have  legends  mark'd  the  lonely  spot 
Where  low  the  cftat  of  Agmnemnon  lies ; 
And  shades  of  kings  and  leaders  unforgot, 
Hovering  around  to  Fancy's  visions  liae. 
Souls  ofthe  heroes '.  seek  your  rest  again, 
Nor  mark  how  changed  the  realms  that  saw  your  glory's  reign. 


Whose  sons  in  sullen  ^ectneea  ohay. 
Nor  lift  the  hand  indignant  at  itBchaioa.-  . 
Oh !  doth  the  land  tfet  ^vb  AcUiies  Wrlh, 
And  many  a  chief  of  old  illustrious  line. 
Yield  not  one  spirit  of  unconquer'd  worth 
To  kindle  those  that  now  in  bondage  pine  ? 
No!  on  its  mountain  air  is  slavery's  breath. 
And  terror  chills  the  hearts  whose  iitter'd  plainia 


Yet  if  thy  tight,  &lr  Freedom,  rested  there. 
How  rich  in  charms  were  that  romanlic  clime. 
With  streams,  and  woods,  and  pastoral  valleys  iair. 
And  wall'd  with  mountains  haughtily  sublime- 
Heights,  thai  might  vrell  be  deem'd  the  Muses'  reign. 
Since,  dtuming  proud  alliance  wilh  the  ekiea. 
They  lose  in  iMtier  qiheres  dieir  wild  domahi. 
'Meet  home  &a  those  retired  divinities 
That  love,  where  nought  of  earth  may  e'er  intiude. 
Brightly  to  dwell  on  high,  in  lonely  sanclitnde. 


There,  in  rude  grandeur,  darmgly  BBcendB 

Stem  Pindus,  rearing  many  a  ome-clad  height ; 

He  witli  ihe  clouds  his  bleak  dominion  blends, 

Frowning  o'er  vales,  in  woodland  verdure  bright. 

Wild  andaueuEtin  consecrated  pride. 

There  IhrongU  the  deep-blue  heaven  Olympus  lowuB, 
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'Hiose  savage  clifis  and  aohtadeE  might  seem 
"ITie  chosen  haunts  where  Freedom's  foot  would  roam 
She  \oyes  to  dwell  by  glen  and  torrent-atream. 
And  make  ^  rocky  taBtnesses  her  home. 
And  in  the  rushtdg  at  the  mauntBin  flood, 
In  the  wild  eagle's  aoiilary  cry, 
In  sweeping  wmds  that  peal  through  cave  and  wocd. 
There  is  a  voice  of  slem  sublimity. 
That  swells  her  spirit  to  a  loftier  mood    ' 
Of  solemn  joy  severe,  of  power,  of  fortitude. 

But  from  those  hills  the  radiance  of  her  smile 
Hath  vanish'd  long,  her  step  hath  fled  afar  ; 
O'er  Suli's  frowning  rocka  she  paused  a  while,^' 
Kindling  the  walch-firea  of  the  mountain  war  ; 
And  briehtly  glow'd  her  ardent  spirit  there. 
Still  brightest  midst  privation :  ire  r  distress 
It  east  romantic  splendor,  and  dcTOair 
But  fann'd  that  heaeon  of  the  wildernesa ; 
And  rude  ravine,  and  precipice,  and  dell, 
Sent  their  deep  echoes  forth,  her  rallying  voice  to  swell 


As  'midst  yonrcraggv  citadels  ye  fought, 
And  women  mingled  with  your  wamor  bai.u, 
Then  on  the  clifTllie  frantic  mother  slood^s 
High  o'er  the  river's  darkly  rollms  wave. 
And  huil'd,  in  dread  deliriiim,  to  the  flood 
Her  iree-bom  infant,  ne'er  to  be  a  slave. 
For  all  was  lost— all,  save  the  power  to  die 
The  wild,  indignant  death  of  savage  liberty. 


Now  is  that  strife  a  tale  of  vanieh'd  days, 
With  mightier  things  ibrgulten  soon  to  lie  ; 
Yet  oft  ha.lh  minstrel  sung,  in  lofty  lays, 
Deeds  les^  adventurous,  ener^es  less  hi^h. 
And  the  dread  stnurgle's  fea^l  memory  still 
O'er  each  wild  rocft  a  wilder  aspect  throws  : 
Sheds  darker  shadows  o'er  the  frowning  hill. 
More  solemn  quiet  o'er  the  glen's  repose  ; 
Lends  to  the  rustling  pines  a  deeper  moan, 
And  the  hoarse  river's  voice  a  murmur  not  its  ow 
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TeU  where  the  atorraing  of  the  ctifia  hath  been. 
And  there,  o'er  viasKs  mnfiiiiicentlj'  rude, 
What  race  niay  rove,  unconacioua  of  the  chain  ? 
Those  realms  have  now  no  desert  nnsubdued, 
Wheje  freedom's  banner  may  be  rear'd  again 
Sunk  are  the  ancient  dwellings  of  her  feme, 
The  children  of  her  sons  inherit  but  their  name 


Go,  seek  proud  Spa 

In  scatlei'd  fragments  o'er  the  vale  they  lie 
Of  all  they  were  not  e'en  enough  remains 
To  loud  tlieir  fall  a  momufHl  majesty.^ 
Birth-pkce  of  those  whose  names  we  first  revered 
In  Bong  and  Btoty — temple  of  the  free ! 
O  thou,  the  stem,  the  haughty,  and  the  fear'd. 
Are  snch  thy  relics,  and  can  this  bs  thee  !    . 
Thou  ^ouldat  have  left  a  giant-wreck  behind, 
And  e'en  in  rain  claim'd  the  wonder  of  mankind. 


For  thine  were  spiris  cast  in  other  mould 
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..  .  le  seal  inifolibiy  ii  .  . . 
Theirs  were  no  bright  varieties  of  mind, 
One  image  stamp'athe  rough,  colossal  race. 
In  mgged  grandeur  frowning  o'er  mankind. 
Stern,  and  disdainfiil  of  each  milder  grace. 
As  10  the  Bky  some  mighty  rock  may  tower. 
Whose  front  can  brave  llie  storm,  but  will  not  rear  the  flower 


Such  were  thy  sons— Iheh  life  a  battle  day  ! 
Their  youfc  one  lesson  how  for  thee  to  die ! 
Closed  is  that  task,  and  they  have  pase'd  away 
Like  sofl^  being  b-ain'd.  to  aims  less  high. 
Yet  bright  on  earth  their  fame  who  proudly  fell, 
True  to  their  shields,  the  champions  of  thy  cause, 
Whose  funeral  column  bade  the  stranger  tell 
How  died  (ha  brave,  obedient  to  thy  laws !'' 
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Tlien  had  1)17  EiBine  in  single  bngiitneas  slioae 
A  vralchvord  on  Ihe  helni  of  liberty .' 
Thou  shoulilsl  liavB  pass'd  with  ail  the  light  of  fame, 
And  proudly  sunk  in  ruins,  not  in  chains. 
But  slowly  set  thy  star  'midat  clouds  of  shame, 
And  tmntB  rose  amidst  thy  falling  ianaa ; 
And  thoa  aurrounded  by  thy  warriora'  graves, 
Hasl  drain'd  the  biller  cup  once  mingled  lor  thy  slaves. 


Deep  solitude  is  round  thee,  us  a  shioud. 
Home  of  LeonidiiB !  thy  halls  are  low. 
From  their  cold  altars  have  thy  Lares  fled, 
O'er  thee  unniarit'd  the  sunbeams  fade  or  glow. 
And  wild-flowets  wave,  unbent  by  human  tread ; 
And  'midHl  thy  silence,  as  the  grave'a  profound, 
A  voice,  a  step,  would  seem  as  some  unearthly  s&uni 


Tnygetus  eliU  liiis  hia  awful  bi'ow. 

High  o'er  the  mouldeiing  city  of  the  dead, 

Sternly  eublune  ;  while  o'er  hia  robe  of  snow 

Heaven's  Roaling  dnls  their  warm  aufiuMona  spread. 

And  yet  his  rippling  wave  Eurotas  leads 

By  tombs  and  ruins  o'er  the  aileiit  ^km. 

While  whiBp'riug  there,  his  own  wild  gi-aeeful  reeds 

Rise  as  of  old,  when  hiul'd  by  classic  strain; 

There  (he  toss  laurels  still  m  beauty  wave.'^ 

And  a  Irail  shrub  survives  to  bloom  o'er  Sparta's  grave. 


Oil !  thus  it  is  with  man — a  tree,  a  flower, 
While  nations  perish,  still  renews  its  race. 
And  o'er  the  fellen  records  of  his  power 
Spreads  in  wild  pomp,  or  smiles  in  fiiiry  grace. 
The  laurel  shoots  when  those  have  paas'd  awcy 
Once  rivals  for  itscrown,  the  brave,  the  free; 
The  rose  is  flourishing  o'er  beitutys  clay. 
The  myrtle  blows  when  love  hath  censed  to  be  : 
Green  waves  the  bay  wlien  sons  and  bard  are  fled, 
And  uU  that  round  us  blooms,  is  blooniing  o'er  tlie  deaii. 


And  still  the  olive  spreads  its  foliage  round 
Morea's  fallen  sanctiiariFS  and  towers, 
Once  its  greeo  boughs  Minerva's  votaries  crown'd, 
Deem'd  a  meet  oliering  for  celestial  powers. 
The  suppliant's  hand  its  holy  brancMsbore  ;" 
They  waved  around  the  Olympic  victoi's  head  ; 
13 
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.13  leaves  the  Spiirtaii't -.-, . 

Those  rites  have  vKnish'd— but  o'er  vala  and  hill 
Its  fruitful  groves  oriae,  revered  and  hallow*d  El' 


Where  now  thy  ahtines,  EleuKS '.  whei-e  Ihy  & 
Of  fearful  visions,  mj-aleries  wild  and  high ! 
The  pomp  of  rites,  the  sacrificial  train. 
The  long  proaesBion'a  awful  paaieaiilry  i 
Qnench^  is  the  torch  of  Cereals— all  around 
lieoay  hath  spread  the  aliilneaa  of  her  rei^n. 
There  never  inore  shall  choral  hymns  r«(ound. 
O'er  the  hush'd  earth  and  solitary  main; 
Whose  wave  from  Salaniis  deserted  Hows, 
To  bathe  a  silent  riiore  of  desolate  repose. 


Where  SopBistition 

ye,  the  miknown,  the  viewless  ones !  that  made 
ITie  BlemenlH  your  voice,  the  wuid  and  wave ; 
Sidrits  1  wfaoae  tnfiuence  dailcei^d  many  a  shade, 
Mysterious  vi^tanB  offtuntandcave! 
How  long  your  power  the  awe-struel!  naliona  awoy'd, 
llow  long  earth  dreamt  of  yon,  and  ehuddetingly  obey'd ! 


eopUng 


with  shadowy  powers  et 


Then  through  the  foliage  not  a  breeze  might  sigh 
But  with  prophetic  sound— -a  waving  tree. 
A  meteor  fiaahttie  o'er  the  summer  sky, 
A  bird's  wild  iiight  reveal'd  the  things  to  be. 
All  spoke  of  unseen  natures,  and  convey'd 
Then'  inspiration ;  Blill  they  hover'd  round, 
Hallow'd  the  temple,  whisper'd  through  the  shade. 
Pervaded  loneliness,  gnve  soul  to  sound  | 
Of  them  the  fount,  the  forest,  murmui'd  still, 
'ITieir  voice  was  in  the  stream,  their  ibofatep  on  tlie  hill. 
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Now  is  the  train  ofSuperatition  flown, 
Uneartlil7  Beings  walk  on  earth  no  more ; 
TTie  deep  wind  awells  with  no  portentous  tone, 
The  ruslluig  wood  brealhes  no  fiilidic  lore. 
Fled  are  ihe  phantoms  of  Livadia'B  cave. 
There  dwell  no  shadows,  bnt  of  crag  and  sleep  ; 
FoHotof  Uhlivion!  in  thj- gushing  wnve,*' 
That  matinura  nigh,  those  powera  of  terror  sleep. 
Oh !  thatsuch  dreams  otone  had  lied  that  dime. 
But  Greece  is  changed  in  »11  that  could  be  chanj.'ed  by  ti: 

Her  skies  ore  thrae  whence  man)"  a  mighty  bard 
Caught  inspiration,  glorious  aa  their  beams : 
Her  hills  the  same  thai  heroes  died  to  siiard. 
Her  vol^,  that  tdstec'd  Art's  divinest  dreaniB  '■ 
But  that  bright  ^rit  o'er  the  land  that  shone. 
And  all  around  pervadlog  influence  ponr'd. 
That  lent  the  harp  of  iEsohybs  ila  tone. 
And  proudly  ballow'd  Laeedanion's  Bword, 
And  guided  Phidias  o'er  the  yielding  stone, 
With  them  lis  ardors  lived — with  them  ila  tight  la  ftown. 


Thebes,  Conolh,  Argoe !— ye,  ronown'd  of  old, 
Where  are  your  chiels  of  high  romantic  name  ! 
How  soou  llie  la[e  of  ages  may  be  told  1 
A  page,  ii  verat,  i-ecoids  the  full  of  fame, 

Oli  diieB !  once  ihe  glorious  and  the  free. 
The  lofly  tales  thai  cnarm'd  our  youth  renew, 
And  wondering  asfc,  if  these  their  scenes  could  be  7 
Se.iKh  for  the  claseio  fane,  the  regal  tomb, 
And  Snd  the  masque  alone — a  record  of  their  doom  ! 


How  oft  hith  war  his  host  of  spoilers  ponr'd, 
FairElia!  o'er  thy  consecrated  vales  P' 
There  have  the  sunhoams  glanced  on  spear  an 
And  banner  floated  on  the  bahny  gales. 
Once  didst  thou  smile,  secure  in  sanctinide, 
As  some  enchanted  isle  'mid  storaiy  seas ; 
On  &ee  no  hostile  footstep  might  intrude. 


And  pastoral  sounds  alone  were  on  thy  breeze. 
"       ^       ■  '      -      ■  ■'    t  spell  isiiroke, 

and  bow'd  beneath 
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Oi'ftiUQ  Olid  dryad,  ftom  their  woodland  seals, 
Or  ancient  leed  of  peaceful  raountairt-swEiin ' 
,Th£ire,  though  at  times  AlplieuB  yet  amveyH, 
On  IriH  green  banks  renewed,  the  daedc  dnnce, 
And  nymph-lifce  fbnnB,  and  wild  melodious  lays, 
Revive  the  Bilvan  scenes  of  old  ramauee; 
Yet  brooding  fear  and  dark  suspicion  dwell 
Midst  Paii'a  deserted  haiuita,  by  fountain,  cave,  and  i 

Bat  thou,  fiiir  Attica!  whose  rocky  bound 
All  art  and  nauire's  richest  gifts  enshrined, 
Thou  little  qihera,  whose  sool-iilnmined  mnnd 
Concentrated  esch  sunbeam  of  the  mind  ; 
Wiio,  Bs  the  summit  of  some  Alpine  hei^t 
Glows  earliest,  latest,  with  Ihe  bfu^  of  day. 
Didst  first  imbibe  the  ^lenders  of  the  llslil, 
And  smile  the  longest  in  its  Imgering  ray ;'' 
Oh !  let  us  gaze  on  thee,  and  fondly  deeio 
The  past  awhile  restored,  (he  present  but  a  dream,  ' 

Let  Fancy's  vivid  hues  awhile  prevail — 
Walte  at  ner  call — be  all  thoa  wert  once  more ; 
Hark !— hymns  of  uiumph  sweE  on  every  gale ! 
ha-^Tipit  proceasiona  move  along  thy  shore ! 
'■■' '      '    "      he  olive  shade, 

menle,  in  grove  and  glade, 
(B  of  lliy  resplendent  skies ; 


,..      thy  city,°theee'u8rio^re:' 

Within,  around,  the  light  of  gloi-y  dwells 
On  art's  feir  fabrics,  wisdom's  holy  bowera. 
There  marble  iines  in  finish'd  giace  ascend, 
The  pencil's  world  of  life  and  beauty  glows ; 
ShriiieB,  pillars,  porticoes,  in  gfandeur  blend. 
Rich  with  the  trophies  of  barbario  foes  i 
And  groves  of  platane  wave,  in  verdant  pride 
The  sage's  blest  retreats,  by  calm  lUissna'  tide. 

Bright  as  thai  fairy  vision  of  llie  wave, 
Raised  by  the  magic  of  Morgana's  wand," 
On  summer  seas,  that  undulating  lava 
Romantic  Sicily's  Arcadian  strand  ; 
That  pictured  scene  of  airy  colonnades, 
I  jghl  palaces,  in  shadowy  glory  drest. 


ih*rii,y  Google 


Enchanted  groves,  and  leinples,and  areades. 

Gleaming  and  floating  on  the  ocean's  breast ; 

Athena !  ttiua  feir  the  dream  of  thee  appears. 

As  Fancy's  eye  petvudea  the  veiling  cioncl  of  year 


Still  be  that  cloud  witlidrnwn— oh !  mark  on  high, 

Crowning  yon  hill  with  temples  richly  graced. 

That  fane,  august  in  perfect  symmeC^, 

The  purest  model  of  Athenian  taste. 

fair  rarthenon !  thy  Doiic  pillars  rise 

In  simplB  dignity,  thy  marble'B  hoe 

OnsulLed  ahures,  idieved  by  hrilliant  skies. 

Tk.. J  .k ^g^  their  deep  ethereal  bl' 

light  proportions  QirowB 
B,  the  beauty  of  repose. 


-And  lovely  o'er  thee  sleeps  the  sunny  glow, 
Wlien  morn  and  eve  in  tranquil  splandor  reign, 
And  on  thy  sculptuves,  as  tliey  amile,  bestow 
Hues  that  the  peaoil  emulates  in  vain. 
Then  llie  fair  forms  by  Phidias  wrought,  unibid 
Eaci  ktent  gmee,  developing  in  light, 
Calch  from  soft  clouds  of  purple  and  of  gold. 
Each  tint  that  pusaes,  tremulously  blight ; 
And  aaem  indeed  whate'er  devotion  deems, 
While  so  suffused  with  heaven,  ao  mingling  with  its 

Bat  oil !  what  words  the  vision  may  portray. 
The  fonn  of  sanclitude  that  euarda  thy  shnne  t 
There  slaiids  thy  goddesB,  robed  in  war's  array, 
Supremely  gloriona,  awMy  divine ! 
With  ^lear  and  helm  she  arands,  and  flowing  vest 
And  sculptured  tegis,  to  perfecdon  wrou^, 
f„.i  ™  — u  i..a.,eijy  Imeament  imprest, 
the  majesty  of  bought ; 

, jKUce,  ttiB  (SiBBle  repose,— 

All  that  a  poet's  dream  around  Minerva  throws. 

Bright  age  of  PeiioleB  I  let  laney  still 
"Through  time's  deep  shadows  all  thy  splendor  trai 
And  in  each  work  of  art's  consummate  skill 
Hail  the  &ee  spirit  of  thy  loily  race. 
That  spirit,  mused  by  every  proud  reward 
That  hope  could  picture,  glory  eoold  bestow, 
Foster'd  by  all  the  sculplor  and  the  bard 
Could  give  of  unmorlality  below. 
Thus  were  ihy  heroes  form'd,  and  o'er  their  name 
Thus  did  tiiy  genius  shed  imperishHbla  feme. 


iTSraJr 
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Maik  in  die  throng"!!  Ceramicus,  the  train 
Of  rooumera  weeping  o'er  the  mariyt'd  hrave : 
Proud  be  the  tears  devoted  to  the  slain, 
Holy  the  amaranth  atrew'd  npon  their  grave !" 
And  hark— umivall'd  eloqneiice  proclaims 
Tbeit  deeda,  their  trophies,  with  triumphant  voii 
Halt — Perioles  reooras  their  honor'd  namw  !Ss 
Sons  of  the  fallpiij  in  their  lot  rejoice : 


i'raiae  to  the  valiant  dead  !  for  them  doth  art 
Exhaust  her  skill,  their  triumphs  hodying  forth  ; 
Theirs  are  ensliriued  names,  and  every  heart 
Shall  bear  ^e  blazon'd  unpresa  of  their  worth. 
Bright  on  the  dreams  of  youth  their  ibme  sliall  iTse, 
T}ieii  fields  of  fight  shall  epio  sons  record  | 
And,  when  the  voice  of  battle  renoa  the  skies, 
Theii  name  ^all  he  their  country's  rcllying  wold  '■ 

Ho« 


City  of  Theseus !  huraliiig  on  the  mind, 
Thus  dost  ihon  rise,  in  alflhy  gloiy  iled  ! 
Thus  piarded  by  the  mighty  ot  mankind. 
Thus  hallow'd  by  the  memory  of  the  dead : 
Alone  in  beauty  and  renown — a  scene 
Whose  tiiua  are  drawn  from  freedom's  loveliest  ray. 
"Ka  but  a.  yiaion  now— yet  thou  iiaat  been 
Mora  than  (he  brightest  vision  might  portray ; 
And  everv  stone  with  but  a  vestige  iraught 
Of  thee  hath  latent  power  to  wake  some  joiiy  thought. 


*'all'n  are  thy  fkbrica,  thai  so  ofi  have  rung 
To  choral  melodisB,  and  tragic  lore ; 
Now  is  the  lyre  of  Sophocles  unstrung, 
The  song  that  haii'd  Haimodius  peak  no  more. 
Thy  proud  Pii-ffiiK  is  n  desert  ati-and, 
Tliy  stately  shrines  are  mould'rlng  on  then  hill. 
Closed  are  the  triumpia  of  the  sculptor's  hand, 
The  magic  voice  of  eloquence  is  still ; 
Minervtrs  veil  is  rent'" — her  unage  gone. 
Silent  the  sage's  bower— the  viranior'a.tomb  o'erthrown. 


7r;Ti,yGoa(ftr^ 


Aa  tracea  left  on  eatlli's  forsaken  plains 
By  vaiiish'd  beings  of  a  nubler  sphere ! 
Not  all  the  old  mamiificence  of  Rome, 
All  that  dominion  Uiere  bath  lell  lo  time  ; 
Proud  Coliseum,  or  commaiidlna;  dome, 
Triumphij  arch,  or  obelidt  sublime, 
Can  bid  Buch  reverence  o'er  the  spirit  steal, 
A.S  aught  by  thee  imprest  with  beauty's  plastic  ceai. 


Though  still  the  empress  of  die  sunbnmt  waste, 
•Pahi(^  riaea,  desolately  grand— 
Thoogh  with  rich  gold"  and  msssy  Bculptui-c  graced 

Simmanding  still,  reiaepolis  may  stand 
haughty  solitude — though  saered  Nile 
The  fifst-bom  temples  of  the  world  surveys. 
And  mitm'  an  awfii  and  stupendous  pile 
TiiebeH  of^lhe  hundred  gates  e'en  yet  displays ; 
City  of  Pericles  !  0  who,  like  thee. 
Can  teach  how  fair  the  works  of  mortal  hr.iid  may  be  1 

Thou  led'sl  the  way  to  that  illumined  sphere 
Wheie  soveicicn  beauty  dwells  ;  and  thence  didal  [if 
Oh,  slill  trhiin^ant  in  mat  high  career ! 
Bright  archetypes  of  aP  the  grand  and  foir. 
And  still  to  toee  Ih'  enlighten'd  mind  hatii  ilown 
As  lo  her  country ^ — thou  hast  been  to  earth 
A  cynosure , — and,  e'en  Irom  victoiy's  throne, 
Imperial  Rome  gave  homage  to  thy  worth ; 
And  nations,  rising  to  their  feme  01111, 
Still  to  thy  model  turn,  as  seamen  to  their  star. 

GI017  to  those  whose  relics  thus  arrest 
TTie  gaze  of  ages !  Gloiy  to  the  iree  ! 
For  they,  they  only,  could  have  thus  imprest 
Their  mighty  image  on  ihe.  yeats  to  be  1 
Empires  bucI  cities  in  obhvion  lie, 
Grandenr  may  Tanish,  conquest  be  forgot  — 
To  leave  im  earth  renown  that  cannot  die, 
OF  high-soul'd  genios  is  th'  nnrivall'd  lot. 
Honor  to  thee,  O  Athena  I  thou  iiast  shown 
What  mortals  may  attain,  and  seized  the  palm  alone. 

Oh  !  hve  (here  those  who  view  with  scomiiil  eyes 
All  that  attests  the  brightness  of  thy  prime  1 
Yes  :  they  who  dwell  beneath  thy  lovely  skies, 
Andbreatlie  th'  inwiiring  ether  of  thy  dime  1 
Their  path  is  o'er  the  mightiest  of  the  dead. 
Their  homes  are  'midst  the  works  of  noblest  arts ; 


Yei  all  aronnd  their  gaje,  beneath  their  IreBd, 
Not  one  proud  thrill  of  loHier  thought  imparte. 
Such  ate  the  conquerors  of  Minerva's  land, 
Where  Genius  firel  raveal'd  (he  triumphs  of  liis  hand ' 

For  them  in  vuin  the  elowing  light  may  Bmila 
O'er  Ihe  pale  matMo,  coloring'B  warmth  to  shed, 
And  in  cliaste  beauty  many  a  sculptured  pile 
Still  o'er  the  dust  of  heroea  lift  its  head. 
No  patriot  ieeling  binda  them  to  the  soil, 
Whose  tomba  aod  shrines  their  fathers  have  not  rear' 
Their  glance  is  cold  indifference,  and  their  toil 
But  to^destroy  what  ages  have  reveted, 
As  if  Exulting  sternly  to  ernse 
Whate'er  might  prove  that  land  had  nursed  a  nobler  ra 


And  who  may  grieve  that,  rescued  from  their  hnnds. 
Spoilers  of  ejcellence  and  foes  to  art, 
'ihf  relira,  Athens !  home  to  other  lands. 
Claim  homage  sdU  to  thee  from  every  heart? 
Though  now  no  more  ih'  exploring  stranger's  eight, 
Fis'd  m  def  p  reverence  on  Minerva's  lime. 
Shall  hail,  beneath  their  native  heaven  of  light, 
All  that  remain'd  of  forms  adored  in  vain  ; 
A  few  short  years — and,  vanieh'd  from  the  scene. 
To  blend  with  classic  dust  their  proudest  lot  had  been. 


Fair  Parthenon  '■  yet  still  must  Fancy  wcpp 
For  thee,  thou  work  of  nobler  spirits  flown. 
Bright,  as  of  old,  the  sunbeams  o'er  thee  sleep 


In  SI  meir  beau^  still— and  tiiine  is  gi 
Empires  have  eunfc  suice  thoa  wert  first  revered, 
And  varying  rites  have  sanctified  thy  shrine. 
The  dust  is  round  thee  of  die  race  that  reat'd 
Thy  wdls ;  and  thou--lheir  fate  must  soon  be  thine ! 
Eut  when  shall  earth  again  exult  to  see 
Visions  divine  lite  theirs  renew' d  in  aught  like  Ihee? 


Tfiat  loneliness,  and  told  the  plaii_ 

Of  (he  bright  synod  once  above  ^m  throned. 
Mourn,  gracefiil  min !  on  thy  sacred  hiil. 
Thy  gods,  thy  rites,  a  kindred  fete  have  shared : 
">lait  thou  nonor'd  in  each  fragment  still 
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Yea  ;  in  those  ftagmenta,  thongi  by  time  deface 
And  rude  insensate  conquerora,  yet  remains 
All  that  may  charm  th'  enligliten'd  eye  of  taste, 
On  shores  where  still  inspiring  freedom  reigns. 


Of  thect 


E'en  thuB  th' essential  er._        

There  in  each  wreck  inipenBlja.bly  glow 


Mark — on  the  storied  frieze  the  graceful  train. 
The  holy  festival's  triumphal  throng. 
In  fair  procession,  to  Minerva's  fane. 
With  mnny  a  sacred  symbol,  move  along. 
There  every  shade  of  bii^t  esislence  traoa. 
The  lire  of  youth,  the  dignity  of  sfte ; 
The  mati-on's  calm  austerity  of  grace. 

The  nymph's  light  ayminetiy,  the  chiff 'a  prond  in 
Eai>h  lay  of  beauty  caught  and  minted  in  the  ecer 


Art  uiiobstrusive  there  ennobles  fbrm,^ 

There  e'en  the  atecd,  with  bold  expresnoit  t 
Is  clothed  wiih  miyeaty,  with  being  glows. 
One  mighty  mind  hath  harmoniied  the  who 
Those  varied  groups  the  same  bright  impref 
One  beam  and  epsence  of  exalting  soul 
Lives  in  the  grand,  the  deUoate,  the  fiiir ; 

And  well  tliat '  -'^ '' ' 

Blends  «       *  ■ 


O,  conquering  Genius !  that  couldst  thus  detain 
The  subtle  graces,  fiiding  as  they  rise, 
Elemaliae  expression's  fleeting  reign. 
Arrest  warm  life  in  all  ilB  energies, 
And  fix  them  on  the  stone — thy  glorious  lot 
Might  wake  ambition's  envy,  and  create 
Powers  half  divine :  while  natioiHi  are  forgot, 
A  thouffht,  a  dream  of  thine  hath  vanouish'd  fate ! 
And  when  thy  hand  first  gave  its  wondera  birth, 
The  realms  that  hail  them  now  acaxce  claim'd  a  name  on  earth 


I ,  C(.HH^ 


No — we  may  hali  again  thy  bririit  career, 
Asaiii  on  eiolh  a  kindred  fire  si^  bum '. 
Tnough  tby  Isaac  tgIics,  e'en  in  rain  beat 
A  seamj)  of  heayea,  that  ne'erhsth  been  re 
A  light  inherent— let  not  man  despair : 
Still  De  hope  ardent,  patience  aoanbdued ; 
For  slill  is  natnte  Eiir,  and  thouaht  divine, 
And  art  halh  won'  a  world  in  models  pure  as 


Gaze  on  yon  forms,  corroded  and  detixcecf — 
YeS  there  the  genu  of  fiiture  gioiy  lies ! 
Their  virtual  grandeur  could  not  be  eraEcd ; 
It  clothes  them  still,  ihouch  veii'd  trom  common  e 
They  once  were  gods  and  haroes'i*— and  beheld 
As  the  blest  guardians  of  their  native  scene ; 
And  hearts  ot  vf arrioi^  sages,  bards,  have  swellM 
With  Bwe  tiinl  owned  iheir  eovereignty  of  mien. 
— Ages  hove  vaiiish'd  since  those  hearts  were  colt 
And  still  those  shatter*!!  Ibmia  retain  their  godlike  rn 


Surviring  power,  and  feme  and  freedom  flow) 
They  sliD  remain'd,  still  tranqiully  sublime  1 
"■-" -al  hands  the  heavenly  eonclayi- 


_re  destined  to  a  nobler  lot! 

And  they  have  borne,  to  liglit  another  land. 
The  quenchless  ray  that  soon  shell  gloriously  expand. 


Phidias!  supreme  in  thought !  what  hand  but  thine. 
In  human  worlis  thus  biendms  eai1h  and  heaven, 
.  O'er  nature's  truth  hath  shed  inat  grace  divine. 
To  morlal  ftrai  immortal  grandeur  ^venl 
What  soul  but  tiiine,  infiisuig  all  its  power. 
In  diBse  last  monumentB  of  matchless  days. 
Could,  irom  their  ruins,  bid  young  Gemns  tover. 
And  hope  aspire  to  more  eielted  praiaa  ? 
And  guide  deep  Thought  to  that  secluded  height 
Where  Eaoellence  is  throned,  in  purity  of  light. 

And  who  can  (el!  how  pure,  how  biight  a  flame, 
Caught  from  these  models,  may  illume  the  west] 
What  British  Angelo  may  rise  to  feme,'' 
On  the  free  isle  what  beams  of  art  may  resti 
Deem  not,  O  England !  that  by  climea  confined. 
Genius  and  iasts  diffiise  a  paru.il  lay  ;''* 


rrtvtxj'^lc" 
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Deem  not  th'  eternal  energies  of  mind 
SwBv'd  by  Ihai  snn  whose  doom  is  but  decay  i 
Shall  thought  be  foBter'd  but  by  skiea  serene ! 
No !  ihon  hael  power  to  he  what  Athens  e'er  hath 


But  thine  are  treasures  oft  nnprised,  unknown, 
And  cold  neglect  hath  Wiehted  many  a  mind. 
O'er  whose  young  ardors  had  tliy  smite  but  slione, 
Their  soaring  flight  had  left  a  world  belund  ! 
And  many  a  gifted  hand,  that  might  have  wrought 
To  Grecian  excellence  the  breathing  atone. 
Or  each  pure  grace  of  EHphael'sj>encil  caught. 
Leaving  no  record  of  ita  power,  is  cone ! 
While  uiou  hast  fondly  sought,  on  distant  coast. 
Gems  tar  leaa  rich  than  those,  Ihoa  precious,  and  thus  lost. 


Yet  rise,  0  land,  in  all  but  art  alone. 
Bid  the  sole  wreath  that  is  not  thiue  be  won ! 
Fame  dwells  arouW  thee— Genius  is  thine  own  ; 
Call  his  rich  blooms  to  lite— be  thou  their  sun ! 
So,  should  dark  ages  o'er  thy  glory  sweep, 
Shooid  thine  e'erlte  as  now  are  Grecian  plains. 
Nations  unborn  shall  track  thine  own  blue  deep, 
To  hail  thy  ^re,  to  worahip  thy  re 

Thymighwj "-^-^  • 

Andcry,""^-^- 
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The  wild  raK,  wMch  noir  ahools  og  among  the  ruins,  Is  nf  the  smull 
(Ingle  damuk  Und,  with  a  verj'  bigh  perriinie ;  as  a  brmer  assured 


H8I-  cum  ir^M  East,  tJiy  son,  ^oren/  /iM. 
Asia  iE  tliiis  nieulioneil  by  Chatenubtland  lu  his  lUnlrsirc 

Nole  4,  page  130,  Llbe  33. 

aevEnd  Greek  etnlarants  who  haii  fsblilisheil  theiiiseli 
woods  of  Florida. 

^jtd  istea  offloiaeri,  Jrri^lii-fieatinff  o'er  tJte  tide. 
"La  ei'ace  est  teujeun  nnle  A.  la  magnlQcerce  dJins  lea 

de  NfinnpluLT,  donl'iBS  noes  jaanos  B'tliveni  comme  d=  \x 
lotis.'  •-DciCfiptim  eftAiSankiefOie  Miiiha^pi.  (JniiHi 

(FiW,  as  mhca  ssTig  iy  bards  of  el4er  ttau. 

taln-eMnne  *(TeiDp£)  and  cnnltaBling  il  wilh  the  (ouise    .      .     . 
nHai,  through  tha  plidns  of  Tliasaaly,  the  imagbmlloii  Inslantly  re 

Ibrwbichsoniecooviilsii 
narrow  passage.    The  le 
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beaufy,  and  repo&e.  The  reader  has  already  v^ 
b^  wholly  Lnapi^icable  tci  the  scenery  at  tbla  spo 
Btt/c  of  Teinpe,  ia  oae  (hal  deponds  on  poeUe  flcH 


by  saylDE  diat  its  icaDsry  resemb^s,  Ihoneli  oa    id 

the  valley,  ^  QQlgreatly  wider  thftntkaAvon    and  h 
tn-een  the  cMb  1>  aqnaily  contincled  in  ita  dim         os 

their  vBst  masses  of  rook  >vith  eUII  mora  eitrao  dl 
ovoi  Ihe  hollow  heneolh,"— Holubb's  Trmel  ia 

NoM7,  (lagoMl,  Uneai. 


■•  Toward!  Ihe  lower  pari  of  Teinpe,  Ihese  cuai  are  peaked  io  a 

where  Oie  surfaue  renders  il  posBibio.  the  anmuilu  and  ledges  of 

with  Ihe  arhutiu  and  olher  shrulis.  On  the  bunks  of  the  liver, 
whereTBT  there  la  a  amaJl  interval  hacween  the  water  and  Iho  cliltV. 
il  l«  coiered  by  the  rich  and  widely  EpresdinE  foliage  of  Ihe  plana.  Ihe 
oah,  imd  other  ibreat  Q'ssHt  which  in  Uiese  sttuatloas  ita-ve  attained  a 
reruarkaJile  ilze,  and  In  vajious  plBses  e:ftend  their  fihudow  fat  over 


■■  The  rocks  01 
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(TAsrj  Orecci  asr  conticils  ktii,  kcr  Pytkian  nicurt  crom: 
le  Ain»hlclyoDlc  conDcil  was  convened  in  siting  and  ant 
hi  or  Theroiapyls,  and  presided  at  Ihe  Pythian  games 


Its  scalptTtreii  tiuns.  richln  wroirffht  ai 
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Iinown  iiidcis 

and  niiglu  be  called  the  Ai-aWan  uidof.        .    .But 

lis  principal  o 

alBl^tercup 

lemplB."— Bo 

tTRBOABBa'a  IV«.<i»i«  ^™-m. 

Noiel3,  pa.([el43,lli»4a. 

^5-iiIM  thM  PUiad sphered  m-mstcii-sfimi. 

"  Bept  its 

laa  fkmeui  parmi  les  aocdans  i)o«l»«  AraUiqnes,  son 

dMipSspar 

ei  ecrivaine  orlentaai  sous  le  notn  de  FUUde  JirMqae. 

delsMecque 

'-  SlSHOHDl  Litter^nre  in  JOiOi. 

Note  14,  page  144;  line  3X. 

than  the  long 

voh'jd"  p^aaa."  ^           "" 

NcleI5,pagel«,!lne!M, 

Thg  claiing  niffkt  nf  that  imjicritU  i-<u»  I                                             11 

See  (he  deMriplloii  nCtbe  nleht  nrevloiis  lo  ilie  lakitis  orconamn              || 

tiniipis  Dy  m 

home!  11.— GiEBOB-s  Znxline  mi4  J^Wt  *£.,  vol.  Hi.  p- 

2M. 

NolelO.paEemi'^tllne. 

^udU 

Ing  <lhe  Caatle  of  IheSevenToweta)  iBmenaoneil  as 

early  as  cbe  s< 

tribuled  10  1)1 

e  defence  of  Constantinople,  and  it  was  the  principal 

bulvrarkoflh 

e  town  OP  the  coast  of  the  Propontia,  In  the  last  peilmli 

of  ihe  empLrfl 

•-SoDHUEViLLB's  TruOBli  ftt  the  JO^ea. 

Kole  17,  page  MS,  line  12. 

PrMSfflsii  fBoWnis  tkeir  awfoi  fane. 

See  the  sc 

Delphi.— MiT 

OKB-aOmM,  vrf.i.p.396-7. 

Note  IS,  page  14S,  line  36. 

Wke  Jre,nliedeaiia  Jtfa™!*™  arosf . 

"In  !«™e 

ding  ages  the  Alheulaua  honored  Theseus  as  a  denil- 

god.  Induced 

we«  fighting 

aaw  the  apparition  of  Theseus  completely  etined,  and 

h^^Ss'do™ 

lorci,  itC'tf 

TAtjew. 

Hole  19,  page  145,  lino  33. 

Or  Wss  »S»s«>™s,  to  ^(Mi-c's  ^e-slri^ft  i^E.                              11 

"FromTh 

tmopyliB  to  Spattt.,  t!i8  leader  of  the  GoUis  (Alnrlc) 

poHnedhiav 

Bgi»ilsl;  but 

SKlT  aHBTled  that  the  walls  of  Athena  were  eoarded  hy  the  Red.              [1 

dexfilnetra 
orADhiUes.a 

hostile  daltie 
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vf  ral  Inleiesllng  parUoulats  relBtlve  In  the  Snliole  watfiirB 

Nolo  33,  page  147,  lino  39. 

TilTi  m  tie  aiffthlfnoith  mother  stood. 

euibleil  DD  one  of  iha  prccipicaa  adioinldE  Ihs  niodotn  aeragllo, 

w  Uielt  infejils  inlD  Ihe  chasm  below,  thai  Ihev  mlghl  iinl 

[he  slaves  o!  (he  Bnemy."— Hollihs's  Trmcti,  irt- 

Moto  24,  page  148,  lino  14. 

To  lead  their  faU  a  mmnfiU  myaty. 

uln?  nrSpam.  near  the  modern  tnwn  of  Mislra,  ate  very  hi- 

abie,  and  only  BufficlOQl  to  mark  Iho  silB  of  the  anclenl  oily, 
ncry  around  ihem  Is  descilbed  bj  Imvellets  ss  very  sUildne. 

Note  25,  pagn  143.  line  38. 

Sow  dird  the  h^svt,  eiediBU  to  thy  ta^s. 

Tho 

Ihalw 

NolB  2^  page  14B,  Ihie  27. 

which 

were  known  in  the  earliest  ages,  and  all  Ihe  rivets  and 

IS.'— Pduho»viiiii'»  Travtls  m  the  Mmeo,. 

Nole  37,  page  14B,  Ihie  43. 

Itwa 

usual  fnrsQppiianBto  carry  aa  olive  btanoh  boudrt  wilh 

won. 

Nole  28,  page  15(1,  line  4. 

7U  fivltfulsrtvu  nrhe,  reoerid  and  Uao^'d  still. 

The 
lion  by 

live,  acconiiDg  lo  Pouqiievlile,  in  «liil  regarded  wllh  venera- 
he  people  of  Die  Morea. 

Nole29,pagel50,UBe9. 

^itich-d  is  the  torch  of  Cerm—aU  around. 

Ilwa 

cuslomaryat  Eicusia,  on  Ihe  flfthday  of  the  fesllval,  (bi 

ale  larches  to  Ceres,  nnd  to  conteod  who  should  present  the 
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rplnef  during  wblch'thewM  llgh^''^a'toreh1ilnd!ed  In 

Nole  30,  page  in,  Une  7. 

Fount  of  OUi-oiinil  i»  thy  gashing  icooc. 
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ouiilains  of  Oblivion  and  Memory,  wllh  tho  Hercyniiin  foun- 
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33,  page  15 

Andcmi4tl 
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teas 

suBdhyTh 

ucydiJes  Ih 

al  Atliaa  was 

Note33,]HBel52,lina40. 

aought  by  Ihe  lower  ordor  of  SlolUsns  lu  be  ihe  work  of  &  fiilry,  is 
thus  ileaeribecl  by  Falher  Angelucel,  whose  Hccouivt  is  quoie^  by 


:e  ISlh  August,  1643,  I  was  siuprlie 
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cbiLin  of  duK  mDuntalns,  while  the  waters  near  our  Calabrlun  c 
grew  quite  SDiooIb,  andlaeji  laslaut  sppsaredlike  one  clear  poliaheit 

al  thousands  of  lulftsisrs,  all  equal 'in  height.  dlsQuice,  aod  degrees 
of  light  Bod  shade.  In  a  oioiaenl  Ihef  bent  Into  are&des,  like  Koninn 
aqueduclE.    A  loog  eomke  was  neilfbiioerl  at  the  tO!i,aodaUoveit 

Into  towers,  which  were  shortly  after  lost  In  colonnades,  then  win- 
dows, audat  last  eudsdln  pines,  orpreasoB,  and  other  IreoB."— SiviB- 
eORHi's  TVeuBfe  i«  the  Tarn  Sidliei. 

Nole  U,  pnge  151,  line  4. 
Jlohj  Me  anarimlft  tlrea'il  njion  Weir  grave. 
All  sorts  of  purple  and  while  flowers  were  supposed  bylheGteelit 
tanlh,  with  which  the  Thessalians  decorated  the  toinbof  Athilles.— 
Note  35,  page  151,  line  7^ 
Petldes,  OB  his  return  to  Athens  sltet  the  reduction  of  Saiuos,  eel 
fell  In  that  wac.  ^nd  pronounced  himself 'the  funeral  oration  urua° 

nod  preseqled  him  with  erowns  and  ohaplels,  like  a  cSampion  jus'i 
telurnedvlclatiausftomthe  lists.— Lihshobnu's  PlaUmili,  14fc  ef 

Note  38,  page  151,  line  39. 

JSinervfCa  veil  is  rent — fier  haaffe  ffone. 

The  peplus,  which  Is  supposed  li>ba.ve  been  suspended  a;  an  awn- 
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IW 

IheeiploiUofAlIwnliaherass.    When  the  ftitlv 

and  Titans  and 

Ihe  peplus  wu  braughlfroni  tbe  Aaopolta,  atul  n 

tpS"as  a^l^d 

to  Ihe  veiwl.  whlEh  on  ttai  dav  wan  coodUGled  tbrouai  Ihe  C«a 

luicus  aiid  prlneipBl  <D»K  of  AOieiu,  Ull  It  h»I  made  ^  idrcult  of             II 

Ihe  Acropolis.    Tbe  peplus  was  Ihen  laiiiei  lo  I 

JiiMsT*".              ''™™' 

TioBcJi  nrflk  Wc&  ^J  and  nwssjf  tcxUfinr 

Thf  BiLding  amidal  the  ruiiia  of  Peraepolis  19 

nil,  according  lo 

Winckelinonn,  in  high  preaeivallon. 

Hole  38.  page  157,  Une  8. 

rim  f«  Md  »TMi  ImpsHsiailjigSo 

"  In  (he  moEt  bioien  llHe«ieBI,  Ihe  Baine  freal  p 

Incipleoflifecan 

isoneof  the  oii- 

Note  39,  page  157,  line  St. 

^rt««^/™™i*m,™»oW;i>"«-                                             1/ 

wilh  an  eiquisite 

hl?L"-cl™v.'s 

;             Later  tn  Ws  £arl  tfElgia. 

Now  40,  page  15T,  line  23. 

TAert  e'ra  tte  sUci.  mtit  bald  eipresaiim 

Mr.  West,  ajter  aiptesriiig  hia  admiiatioa  of  th 

Lnrd  Elgin's  collection  of  Atheaiuu  scuiptiire,  Oius 

pmcceds^'-We              i 

1             Ihal  Ihey  and  Iheir  horses  actually  e.ilaled.  as  we 

see  thejn,  at  the 

letter  W  Lord  Elgai. 

Note  41.  page  158,  line  8. 

Mr.  PlttiniRn  thinks  that  scnlptiire  lias   vary 

jreally  Improved 

milhlD  IhESB  last  iivenly  yean,  and  that  hia  ojMnioi 

j            nDlremalniaBuycountrirwiliiDUIacoriMquenllD 

(a  Ripilt  U  InlHTogaioriei  from  the  CmmiUee  im  ti 

^  Elgin  MarMu. 

Kole  43,  page  158,  line  13. 

Tiey  mce  leeregi-di  inul  jltrocs— ani  it 

by  ait  T.  law- 

1            rente,  Mr.  WesUnncolt,  and  other  dixUngHlshed  a 

tlals,  to  be  of  a 

1             higher  class  than  the  Apollo  Belvldcie, '-  becuuse 

here  la  in  them  a 

uiilon  of  very  grand  form,  wilh  a  inore  Inie  ajid  d 
of  the  efi^t  of  action  uuoa  the  huin^n  (tame  Iha 

Apollo,  or  any  of  the  other  more  celehraled  slame 

iSee,  &■». 

Wlua  Biiliei  Aneeli,  ma.y  riie  U  fm 

'■Let  us  suppose  a  young  man  althls  tiiae  hi  : 

xindon.  endowed 

with  powers  such  as  enabled  Michael  Angelo  to  ad 
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CRITICAL  AMNOTATIONS 


narrative  poems.    Perhaps  it  wan  not  oa  eoiiBideraUOD  thai  Mrs  Hs- 
manB  pMsed  ftom  a  poBm  of  plcture-drawipg  f  ^      ■ 
wiiUng  of  teles ;  but  If  wb  were  to  preicrl&B 


a  of  plcture-drawlQE  ai 

_, .  WB  were  to  prsicrlGB  to  a  younf  pee 

»  of  pmctlcB,  this  VDu)d  oenaluly  bs  our  advice.    The  lu 


oncflof  ayonnff  AJiiT^^l6^''^°^^™P^on,Bnd  the  qulc 

Ineijwdsnce  of  ibe  same  b|[b,  in  panhig  judements  ^n  the  one 
richness,  ia  Ulb  ether  antLthasJs  ana  eflectf  are  too  otteo  more  sought 
after  thui  With :  tha  poem  Is  written  rajdilly,  and  correetneas  but 
ItlUe  attended  to.  But  in  nanadon  more  care  must  bs  lakea :  If  the 
lale  ba  flettdoui,  the  eoncepllOD  and  euBlslDUieDt  of  tlie  charaetars, 
thedlipasltlonoruie  Acta,  Ihe  relief  of  the  anberer  parti  bydeicclii- 
llcm,nSecHDD,ordia]«UB,  tbrm  BO  mainruaonil  studies  tbragmwiDg 
arllst.  If  Die  tele  be  Sortowed  from  Ustorr,  a  more  delioate  tnsk  Is 
added  10  thosa  jnat  mentioned,  in  delerjuhdog  how  thr  it  may  ba 
necessary,  n  Brw>  to  iutorweaTe  the  ornaments  of  HeliDii  with  tlia 

rundirork  of  Dulh.  and  hi  ekiiftilly  perfi>mi<ng  that  dlfficolt  task, 
both  cases,  tha  mind  is  compelled  to  make  a  lOore  austahudaflbrt, 
— J  ^ — , —  .L-^-, '"  Tigor,  ami  a  naora  pracflcal  readiness  in 

is  yolmne  la  3  te  AbtncffrTftge.    It  com- 


his  way  by  niaht  to  ihe  bower  of  Zayda,  his  beLoved,  iIib  daughiet 
Df  a  rival  ana  2iated  lajqjif-  Har  cbaracter  la  very  finely  drawn ; 
•mi  she  repels  with  fitmaess  all  Ibe  sollcllatloDS  and  prayers  of  the 
Ireitor  to  his  cuuntry.  The  following  lines  Itorm  part  of  theb:  dialogue : 


rSTx^^fr 


IKOTATIONB.  IB? 

bKtf  Iwtlh  the  living  rmatera  of  llie  lyre,  she  ia  enlillea  lo  a  very 

Mrs  HeinBiia  majiifeals,  ia  Iiet  own  fine  ini^nalion,  a  fiind 
which  IB  less  soppoiled  117  lean  Ibsn  ihe  weBlthof  some  Tory  emlnenl 

wrlle  W  roern  tnla,  mote  than  on  credlL  If  she  did,  her  poelry 
would  lo~8  nil  lis  duuTos.  It  Is  by  lospimtlDiL— us  .It  Is  poeUcally 
called— by  b  fine  tact  of  aynipathy,ti  vivacity  and  thrt1UtF0ilniB|iiia- 
111  D  that  she  pours  liirth  her  eaohuitiDg  song,  and  '  liuilds  her  loAy 
Fhtiue  The  Judldoua  ivoprlaty  wherewith  she  bostons  on  eaon 
cleiuenl  of  ber  compo^Ilon  its  dus  share  of  fency  and  of  feelini, 
much  increases  our  renpeot  fer  het  nowers.  With  an  oiqaisita  alrt- 
U£d3  and  sidilt,  with  aa  Imiigeiy  which  quite  sparkles,  are  touched 
hEr  lighter  dellneatioM ;  wllh  a  rich  and  glowing  pencil,  her  descttp- 
lions  of  vidble  natnie:  a  sublfme  eloquence  ia  the  chaini  of  het 
senllmeDts  of  magnaniinity  ^  while  she  iDeita  into  tenderness  wllh  a 
grace  in  which  she  has  fbtv  equals. 

It  appears  to  us  that  Mrs.  Hemans  has  yielded  her  own  to  the 
public  taste  la  convoying  herpostry  in  the  vehicle  of  taiefl,^' — Hdin- 
btirgh  MmOly  itmlw,  vol.  ii. 

Till  AiaicerTafft  Is  a  romance,  llie  scene  of  which  Is  appropri- 
ately laid  hi  a  ujosl  romantic  period,  and  in  the  country  of  ail  olliers 
in  which  the  spirit  of  romanne  was  most  powerful,  and  Uiigered 
longest— in  t]ie  kingdom  of  Giaoada,  where  the  power  nf  the  Moors 
x«  as  first  eatabliahed,  and  had  the  greatest  cod TJnuancC'  .... 
The  leading  events  of  the  narrative  are  strieliy  hlslorlcal,  nnd  wllh 
these  the  ftls  andsullbruigof  the  trntbrtaaale  lovers  are  very  nalu 
rally  hitem^jven.  The  haauty  of  the  dBBcriptlonB  here  is  eiquisiie. 
.  Choice  Is  hewildsied  among  the  maoy  fiae  passages  we 
are  templed  to  extract  front '  The  -Abancerrage.* 

If  any  reader  coosiderB  our  strictures  tedious,  and  our  extracts 
profuse   Dur  best  aiolwy  is,  that  the  Iniury  of  doing  Justice  to  so 

•A  Rrligion.  Sped 
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no  beneflt  from  a  detail  of  mediocrity,  relieved  only  by  the  censure 
of  favdls  uncompensated  by  eJMllencles.  We  have  great  pleasure 
hi  ealllnglhe  allenllon  of  our  readers  10  the  beauUfui  poem  before  us, 
which  we  be^ve  to  be  *e  worfeof  Ihe  same  ]»'jj^*||2id«d'^u'b''cl' 


ih«v^i,yG(.)Ogle 


nr  Norlh  Wales.  Thai  die  Butbar's  fhnie  bus  not  nJU«etha]'  kepi 
pace  ivllh  bar  nteiit.  we  ate  inclined  to  IMnk  la  a,  leproach  lo  the 
public  Poeirr  Is  st  present  eipeilenDlii|  the  fickleaecs  or&shion, 
uii'l  may  be  said  to  have  bad  Its  day.    Very  recenfiy,  tbe  reading 

bAd  eaoof  h ;  aiid.  excepti^  alwaya  that  paitUtu  of  It  who  ere  foutiil 

Ure  of  tbe  ejqiu^te  ei^DymfinC  which  It  afibrda,  the  said  public  Qel^ 

DeceBflarily  connected  with  poeuyitlmttbeaereoilera  have  lireit  even 
ofiaiDances  Id  a  meulcia  tbtm.  and  are  leganllneallthslr  lalerhytli- 
mlcil  fltKjritea  alita,  with  that  aorl  of  Ingratitude  with  which  reple- 
tion irould  lead  Cbein  to  regard  a  banquet  when  the  dishes  are  te- 
lo  proof  that  tbeae  great  poets 


bale  {brfbHed  thsb  tide  to  be  admired.    ^ 

aland jiiBt  where  fliey  did,  and>hine]Mla»tbeym 

Bat^lfOis  world  will  toni  frnm  tbs  pnet,  wbalev^  ibB'hlE'°mer 
there  is  an  end  of  bia  popularity,  Inaamuch  as  tbe  most  approved  oo 
duclo  of  the  latter  in  the  multitude,  aa  esaenll^ly  as  is  tlie  Mr, 
Ibe  aouni]  of  his  voice.  FroAt  wlU  nlso  Ail  from  Ibe  lack  of  parchaeer 
and  poeOy,  blgh  as  It  may  Inbbislcally  seem,  must  Ihll,  commercial 
speaking,  to  Its  ancient  proverbially  unpromable  level.  Yet  poeti 
will  sail  be  poeoy,  however  it  may  cease  »  pay ,-  and  although  il 

Ine  tosle  and  fueling  another,  the  nobler  bicense  of  the  latter  w 


wonder.  Ibnt  an 
01  th^  to  regale  t 


,  and  de- 
id  by  the 


"Wltb  the  Bioepflon  of  Lord  Byron,  who 
peculiarly  hia  own,  no  one  baa  more  feelin 
with'modera  Greece, 

**  The  poem  on  tlie  Keatoralion  of  tbe  Lm 
course,  more  aliosions  to  ancient  Boflie ;  and 
staled  titan  the  passages  In  nhlcb  tbs  auth 

manner,  soma  of  the  most  celebrated  of  tt 
deacribsd.    Sefeniug  oitf  readcis,  wUbgreatco 

"  The  grand  act  of  retribution— the  rEsloratinn  of  the  treasures  of 

beamy  and  mihos.    It  Is  a  higbly  pmmlBipg  symptom,  that  each 

atdkingly  CDnSrnis  Ihis  observaUon.  and  leads  us  lo  think  that  we 
have  yet  seen  lui  more  than  the  l^ls  of  her  atrenglh,*' — '£diaiarvA 
XanMf  Retita,  vol.  U. 


l,GtH)'^le 


TRANSLATIONS 


CAMOEKS,  AKD  O 


pill  glusllzla  glovando, ! 


'Midst  the  dark  (bliare  of  the  forest  shade. 
The  birds  had  shelterd  Irom  the  scorching  tsy  ; 
Hush'd  were  llieir  melodies — and  grove  and  glade 
Resounded  but  the  sluill  cicada's  lay  I 


SONNET  a 
From  Psslm  ck; 


i,LltH)'^le 


And  oil  ihy  liiumpha  in  dBpEirled  days! 


ling  then,  and  leare  will  vanish  from  Ihine  c 
Vilh  sighs  I  answer'd^When  the  cup  of  w 
s  fill'd,  till  miaer/s  biller  diouglil  o'eiliow, 
i'he  moumer'B  cure  ja  not  to  eiiig-^ut  die. 


PART  OF  ECLOGUE  ID 


If  in  thy  glorious  home  above 

Thou  still  tecallest  earthlj'  lore, 

If  yet  retoiu'd  a  thought  mav  he 

or  Mm,  whose  heart  1:is.th  hied  for  thee  ; 

Reraemher  sdll  how  deeply  shiined. 
Thine  image  in  his  joyle^  miiid. 
Each  welt-known  scene,  each  foimer  care, 
Forgotten^lhou  alone  art  there ! 

Reroember  that  thine  eye-h  cam's  light 


Think  tliat  his  life,  from  thee  apart, 

Is  all  but  weaiiness  of  heart. 

Each  stieani,  whose  music  once  was  dear. 

Now  murmurs  discord  to  his  ear. 

.  Through  thee,  the  mora,  whose  cloudless  ray» 
Woke  him  to  joy  in  other  days, 
Now  in  the  hght  ol'  beauty  drest. 


Through  thee,  the  heavens  are  dark  to  him 
The  sun's  meridian  blaze  is  dim ; 
And  harah  were  e'en  the  bird  of  eve, 
But  that  her  song  still  loves  to  grieve. 


i,,LitH)^le' 


All  it  halli  been,  his  heart  fotgela, 
So  alter'd  by  ils  long  regtela ; 
Egch  wish  ia  chaii^d,  each  hope  is  o'er 
And  joy's  light  spirit  wakes  no  more. 


SONNET  371, 


Tera  moanlaiil-aaene,  with  silvan  grandeur  crown'd, 
These  oheslnnl-woodB,  in  aummet  verdnre  bright ; 
Those  luunia  and  rivuleia,  whose  mingling  Sound 
Lulb  every  bosom  to  serene  delight  I 

Soft  on  these  bills  the  sun's  denlining  ray ; 
This  clime,  where  nil  ia  new ;  these  raurmuring  seas ; 
Flocks  to  Uie  fold  that  bend  (heir  lingering  way ; 
Light  clouds,  contending  with  the  genial  brecse  ; 

And  alt  that  Nafare'a  !avi^  hands  dispense. 
In  gay  lanuiiance,  charming  every  sense, 
Ne  et  in  thy  absence,  can  cfeUght  my  breast : 
Nought,  without  Ihee,  my  weary  soul  besuiles ; 
And  joy  may  beam  ;  yet,  'midst  her  brightest  smiles, 
A  secret  grief  is  mine,  that  will  not  rest. 


SONNET  1S6. 

Those  eyes,  whence  Love  diSused  bis  purest  light. 
Proud  in  such  beaming  orbs  bis  reign  to  show ; 
That  face,  wiUi  tints  of  mingling  lustre  bright. 
Where  the  rose  mantled  o'er  the  living  snow ; 

The  rich  redundance  of  that  golden  hair. 
Brighter  than  sunbeams  of  meridian  day ; 
That  form  so  graceful,  and  that  hand  so  fair. 
Where  DOW  those  treasures! — mouldering  into  clay ! 

Thus  like  some  blossom  prematurely  torn, 
Hath  young  Perfection  wilhei'd  m  its  morn, 
Touoh'dby  thehand  that  gathera  but  to  blight! 
Oh  I  how  could  Love  survivo  his  bitter  tears  J 
Shad,  not  tor  her,  who  mounts  (o  happier  ^ei«8. 
But  for  bis  own  sad  fate,  thus  wrapt  in  slaneas  night  t 


CAMOEK3. 

SONNET  108 


Faik  Tajo !  ihou,  whose  cainily-llowing  lide 


Sweet  stream  t  I  know  not  when  my  slqjs  be 
Shall  tread  tliy  shores ;  and  while  lo  poit  I  m 
I  have  no  hope  to  meliorate  my  pain, 
No  dream  that  whispeia— I  may  yet  return! 

My  frowoiDg  destiny,  whose  watchful  care 
Forbids  me  bleseings,  and  ordains  despair. 
Commands  me  thus  to  leave  thee,  and  i-epine 


SONNET  aS.-TO  A  LADY  WHO  DIED  AT  SEA. 


ThOC,  to  whose  power  my  hopes,  my  joys,  I  give. 
Oh,  ibndly  loved  !  my  bosom's  dearest  care  ! 
Earth,  which  denied  lo  lend  thy  form  a  grave. 
Yields  not  one  spell  to  aoolhe  my  deep  despair ! 

Yes  I  the  wild  seas  entomb  those  charms  divine, 
Dark  o'er  thy  head  tti'  eternal  billows  roil ; 
But  while  one  ray  of  life  or  thoa^t  is  mine. 
Still  shalt  thou  Uve,  the  inmate  of  my  soul. 

And  if  the  tones  of  my  uncultured  song 

Have  power  the  sad  remembrance  to  prolong, 

Of  love  so  ardent,  and  ol  faith  so  pure  ; 

Still  shall  my  verse  thine  epitaph  remain. 

Still  shall  thy  charais  be  deathless  in  my  strain, 

"While  Time,  and  Love,  and  Memoiy  shall  cndara 


i,G(.XH}lc' 


Oh !  if  allow'd  in  tFiy  divine  abodB 
Of  aughl  on  earlh  an  image  to  retain, 
Remember  atill  the  fei-penl  love  which  eloM 
In  my  fond  boaom,  pure  from  every  stain. 


Oh  i  ask  of  Heaven,  wliidi  call'd  thee  soon  away, 
Tliat  I  may  join  thee  in  those  tealma  of  day, 
Swiiily,  aa  thou  hast  vaniah'd  fiom  mine  eyes. 


How  strange  a  fate  in  love  is  mine  ! 
How  dearly  prized  the  pains  1  feel ! 
Fangs,  that  to  rend  my  soul  combine; 

With  avai-ice  I  conceal ; 
For  did  the  worid  the  tale  divine, 
My  lot  would  then  be  deeper  woe. 
And  mine  is  grief  fhat  none  muBl  know 


My  soul  delists  aione  to 
Her  silent,  unauspeeted  w 
And  none  shall  pity,  none 


-1  alone  the  se , 

In  panes  uiisoothed  and  unreveal'd. 
For,  whether  happinear 


i,,GtH)^le 


That  o'er  thy  cheek  Iheir  lovlineaa  UL 

And  all  unpitjing  change  thy  tresses  bright, 
To  tdlvetjr  wMteness,  irom  their  native  gold  ; 


Oft  have  I  sung  and  moura'd  the  bitter  woes. 
Which  love  for  years  hath  mingled  with  my  fiile. 
While  he  the  tals  forbade  me  to  disclose. 
That  taught  his  votaries  their  deluded  state. 

Nymphs !  who  dispense  Caatalia's  living  stream, 
Ye,  who  from  Death  oblivion's  mantle  steal. 
Grant  me  a  strain  in  powej-fiil  tone  supreme. 
Each  griefby  love  inflicted  to  reveal: 

That  those  whose  ardent  hearts  adore  his  sway, 
May  hear  esperiencB  breathe  a  warning  lay — 
How  false  his  smiles,  his  promises  how  vsin ! 
Then,  if  ye  deign  this  effort  to  inspire. 
When  the  sad  task  is  o'er,  my  plainrive  !yie, 
For  ever  hush'd,  shall  slumber  in  your  fane. 


SiVED  from  tfie  perils  of  the  stormy  wave. 
And  faint  with  toil,  the  wanderer  of  the  main, 
But  jnat  eBcaped  from  shipwreck's  billowy  grave. 
Trembles  to  hear  its  horrors  named  again. 


i,GtH)'^le 


Lady !  thus  I,  wlio  vainly  oft  in  flight 

Seek  refiige  from  die  dangers  of  thy  fflght. 

Make  the  firm  tow  to  shun  thee  and  be  Iree: 

Bui  my  fond  heart,  devoted  to  ila  chain, 

Slill  draws  me  baok  where  Munlless  perils  reign. 

And  grief  and  niin  spread  their  snares  forme. 

SONNET  339. -FROM  PSALM  CXXXVII. 


Beside  the  atreama  of  Babylon,  in  teats 
Of  vain  desire,  we  sal:  remembering  thee, 
O  liallow'd  Sioni  and  the  vanish'd  yeaiB, 
When  Israel's  chosen  sons  were  blral  and  free : 

Our  harps,  neglected  and  untuned  we  hting 
Male  on  (he  willows  of  the  stranger's  land; 
When  songs,  like  those  that  in  thy  fanes  we  sung. 
Our  foes  demanded  irom  their  captive  band. 

How  shall  our  voices,  on  a  foreign  shore 

{We  anawor'd  those  whose  chains  ihe  exile  wore.i 

The  songs  of  God,  our  sacred  songs,  I'enew  I 

If  I  forget  'midst  grief  and  wasling  toil, 

TTiee,  O  Jetuaalem !  my  native  soil ! 

May  my  right  hand  forget  its  cunning  too ! 


There  blooms  a  plant,  whose  gaze  From  hour  to  liour, 
Slill  to  the  sun  with  fond  devotion  tuiiis. 

Wakes,  when  Creation  hails  hia  dawning  power. 
And  most  expands,  when  most  her  idol  burns : 

But  when  he  seeks  the  hosom  of  tlie  deep. 
His  feithfiil  plant's  reflected  charms  decay ; 

Then  £ide  her  flowere,  hei  leaves  ds9color'd  weep. 
Still  fondly  pining  for  the  vanish'd  ray. 

Thou  whom  I  love,  the  dayslar  of  my  sight ! 
When  thy  dear  pr«ienoe  wakes  me  to  delight, 


f,;-Gn(.3gtg^ 


Joy  in  my  soul  unfolds  her  feirest  flower : 
But  in  thr  lieaven  of  emiies  alone  it  btooms, 
And,  of  tiieir  light  deprived,  in  grief  consumes, 

Boin  bul  to  Eve  within  tlune  eye-beam's  power. 


Amidst  tJie  bitter  tears  that  fell 
In  anguish  at  my  last  ferewell. 
Oh  1  who  would  dream  that  joy  couid  dwell. 

To  make  that  moment  bright ! 
Yet  be  my  judge,  each  heart  I  and  say, 
Whicb  then  conid  most  my  bosom  away. 

Affliction  or  delight  i 

It  was,  when  Hope,  oppressed  with  woes, 
Seem'd  ber  dim  eyes  m  dcatb  to  close. 
Thai  raptuie's  brighteat  beam  arose 

In  sorrow's  darkest  night. 
Thus,  if  my  sou!  survive  thallionr, 
'Tia  that  my  &te  o'ercame  the  power 

Of  anguish  with  delight. 

For  oh !  her  love,  so  long  unknown, 
She  then  confes^d  was  all  my  own. 
And  in  that  parting  hour  alone 

Revei^'d  it  to  my  sight. 
And  now  what  pangs  will  rend  my  soul. 
Should  fortune  atill,  with  stem  control. 

Forbid  me  tlue  delight. 

I  know  not  if  my  bliss  were  vain. 
For  all  the  force  of  parting  pain 
Forbade  suspicious  doubts  to  leign. 

When  e jiled  from  her  aglt : 
Yet  now  what  double  woa  for  me. 
Just  at  llio  close  of  eve,  to  see 

The  dayspring  of  delight. 


.       .  .  well  hath  merilei)  his  pam. 

Too  justly  finds  him  all  he  tlius  portrays. 


Bnt  all  his  ire  is  slill  the  its  of  love ; 

And  aucii  delight  in  all  Ha  woca  I  prove, 

I  would  not  charge  their  pangs  for  ought  of  other  joy. 


SONNET  133. 


Waves  of  Mondego !  brilliant  and  se 


SONNET  181. 


Where  ahall  I  find  Eoms  desert  scene  so  i 
Where  loneliness  so  undislurb'd  may  teig 
That  not  a  step  shall  ever  there  intrude 
Of  roving  man,  or  nature's  savage  train  ! 

Some  tanked  lliicketj  desolate  and  drear, 
Or  deep  wdd  forest,  silent  ns  the  tomb, 
Boasting  no  verdure  bright,  no  fountain  oi 
Bui  darkly  Bulled  to  my  spirit's  gloom  ; 


.■.:n,;iJ>OOgk 


SOHKET  378. 


Exempt  from  every  grief,  'twos  mine  to  live 
In  dieaina  So  sweet,  enchantmeiita  so  divine, 
A  tliouaaiid  joys  propitiona  Lova  cnn  give 
Were  scarcely  worth  one  rapturous  pom  of  mii 

Bound  by  soft  spells,  in  dear  ilJn^ona  blest, 
I  breathed  no  aigh  lor  formne  or  for  power  ; 
No  care  intrading  to  diaturb  my  breast, 
I  dwelt  entranced  in  Irfive'a  Eljaan  bower : 

But  Fate,  such  transports  eager  to  destroy. 
Soon  rudely  wolie  me  from  the  dream  of  joy. 
And  bade  the  phantoma  of  delight  begone : 
Bade  hope  and  happii 


lui  memory  to  distract  my  heart, 
every  hour  of  bliss  for  ever  flown. 


No  Bearchine  eye  can  pierce  the  veil 
That  o'er  my  secret  love  is  thrown  ; 

No  ontwaid  ^ns  reveal  its  tale. 
But  to  my  bosom  known. 

Thus,  lite  the  apatk,  whose  vivid  light 

In  the  dark  flint  is  Md  Inim  sight. 
It  dwells  within,  alone. 


METASTASIO. 
the  heart  oppresg'd  with  grief 


i,,GtH)^le 


4  PILICAJA,— PASTORINt. 


Who  then  unclouded  blira  would  seek 

On  this  lerreatiial  sphere  , 
When  e'en  Delight  can  only  speak, 


VINCENZO  DA  FILICAJA. 


'd  beauty,  which  to  I 
A  dower,  whose  fetal  splendor  may  be  ti'aeed 
In  the  deep-gtaven  sorrows  of  thy  mien ; 

),  or  fewer  charms  were  thine, 
hee  more  or  love  thee  ItsH, 
Who  seem  to  worship  at  thy  rodianl  shrine, 
Then  pierce  thee  with  the  death-pang's  bitterness  ! 

Not  then  would  Foreign  hosts  haye  droin'il  the  tide 

Of  that  Eridanus  thy  blood  hath  dyed  ; 

Nor  from  the  Alps  would  legions,  still  reneVd, 

a —  J 1  jgj  jIjiiu  wield  an  alien  bland. 


IS  thy  fallen  ffrondeur  1  behold, 
lative  Hisnoa  1  with  a  tearless  evi 


Genoa  1  with  a  teailess  eye, 
an  noi;  Iky  son's  tingiateftil  heart  is  ci 
know  I  deem  tebemous  every  agh ! 


Thy  glorious  mine  proudly  I  survey, 
Tromiies  of  firm  resolve,  of  patriot  might  l 
And  in  each  trace  of  deiraatation's  way, 
Thy  worth,  thy  courage,  meet  my  wandeiii 

Triumphs  far  less  than  safiering  virtue  shin 
And  on  the  spoileis  high  revenge  is  thine. 
While  thy  strong  spirit  unsubdued  i-emaina 
And  lo !  fait  Liberty  rejoicing  flies 


rGmigfr 


.—PE  AN  CIS  CO  MANUEL. 


LOPE  DE  VEGA. 


Let  the  v; 

Uredby _  ..  .     ,  . 

The  couch  of  down,  tlie  board  of  costly  hie; 

Be  his  to  kiss  th'  nngratsful  himd 

That  waves  the  sceptre  oi'  command, 
And  rear  full  many  a  palace  !□  the  aii ; 

Whilst  I  enjoy,  all  uneonfined. 

The  glowing  sun,  the  genial  wind. 
And  tranguil  hours,  to  rustic  toil  asaigii'd  ; 

And  piize  fiir  more,  in  peace  and  health, 

Contented  indigence  than  joyless  wealth. 

Not  mine  in  Fortune's  fiine  to  hend. 

At  Gi-andeur'fl  altar  to  attend, 
Reflect  his  smile,  and  tremble  at  his  frown  ; 

Nor  mine  a  foiid  aapiring  thought, 

A  wish,  a  sigh,  a  Tision,Irauffhl 
With  Fame's  bright  phantom,  Glory's  deathless  oi 

Neclarious  draughts  and  viands  pure. 

These  the  clear  fount,  and  fertile  fleld, 
Still  to  the  wearied  ahepht 
Andwhen        •  "'-' 


FRANCISCO  MANUEL 


Papse  not  with  hngering  foot,  0  pilgnm,  here  ; 
Pierce  llie  deep  shadows  of  themouniain  side  ; 
Fhm  be  tliy  step,  thv  heart  unknown  to  fear. 
To  brighler  worlds  tbia  thorny  palh  will  guide. 

Soon  shall  thy  feet  approach  the  calm  abode, 
So  near  liie  mansions  of  supreme  delight ; 
Pause  not— but  tiead  this  conseeratearoad, 
"Tis  the  dark  basis  of  ihe  heavenly  height. 


i,G(.XH}lc 


SELLA  CASA.-OOUNELIO  BENTIVOGLIO. 

Behold,  to  cheer  (hee  on  the  toilaome  way, 
How  many  a  fbunlam  glitters  down  tlie  hill : 
Pure  galea,  inviting,  softly  round  thee  play, 
Bright  eui^ne  guides—and  wilt  thou  Unger  sfil] ! 
Oh!  enter  there,  where,  fread  from  hnman  Strife, 
Hope  is  reality,  and  time  ia  life. 


DELLA  CASA. 
VENICE. 


TuD^  maitle  domea,  by  wealth  and  genius  giaeed, 
Wilh  sculptured  forma,  bright  hues,  and  ParSn  stone 
Were  once  rude  cabins  'inidai  a  lonely  waste. 
Wild  shores  of  solitude,  and  isles  unknown. 

Fearless,  in  fragile  barks  explored  the  sea  ; 
Nor  theirs  a  wish  to  ronnuer  or  to  reign. 
They  sought  these  island  precincts— to  fae  free. 


No  di-ea -,—  . 

Fraud,  more  thau  death,  obhorr'd  each  artless  bi 

Oh !  now,  smce  fortune  ^Us  their  brightening  day. 
Let  not  those  virtues  hingulsh  and  decay, 
O'erwhehn'd  by  luxury,  and  by  wealth  opprest ! 


IL  MARCHEBE  CORNELIO  BENTIVOGLIO. 


The  sainted  spiiit  whicli,  from  bliaa  on  high, 
Descends,  like  dayspring,  to  my  fevor'd  sight, 
Shines  in  such  noontide  radiance  of  the  sky, 
Scarce  do  I  know  that  form,  intensely  biignt ! 


i,GtH)'^le 


a  METASTAS[0. 

To  9oDr  with  het,  and  mingle  witli  Ihe  bjest ! 
But  all !  so  swift  iier  buoyant  pinion  flieB, 
Tlmt  I,  in  vain  aspiring  to  the  skies. 
Fall  lo  my  native  sphere,  by  earthly  bonds  deprest. 


METASTASIO. 


He  shall  not  dread  Misfortune's  angry  mien, 
Nor  feebly  sink  beneBtb  ber  tempest  rude, 
Who!9e  soul  hath  learu'd ,  thi-ough  many  a  trying  bc 
To  smile  at  fate,  and  suffer  uuEubdued, 


ZrT°Llr\ 


The  torrent  wave,  that  breaks  with  force 
Impetuous  down  the  Alpine  height, 
Complains  and  struggles  in  its  course. 
But  sparkles,  as  the  diamond  bright 


whoas  tender  foliage  lo  expand 


|,L'<-HH}|C 


Thus,  fay  removed,  and  now  transpUnted  Mower !, 
Sspoeed  no  more  M  blast  oi  tempeet  rude, 
Sheltei'd  with  tenderest  care  froni  frost  or  sliower. 
And  eiu^h  ron^  eeaaon'a  "hill  vioieitiule. 
Now  may  ihy  form  in  bowers  of  peace  BEsnine 
Immorlal  fratfrance,  and  unwithering  bloom. 


Fobtdue  I  why  thua,  where'er  my  footelepa  tread, 
Obstniot  each  path  with  I'oeliB  and  Ihorng  like  these  t 
Think'sl  thou  that  I  ihy  threatening  mien  shall  dread. 
Or  toil  and  pant  thy  wtiving  locks  to  seise  1 


Am  I  to  conflicts  new,  in  toils  untried  I 
No !  I  have  long  thme  ulmoat  power  defied, 
And  drawn  fresh  energlea  from  every  fight. 
Thus  from  rude  sirokes  of  liammers  analhe  wheel. 
With  each  auoc«aive  shock  the  lemner'd  steel 
More  keenly  piercing  proves,  more  aaizling  brighl. 


WouiDsrthou  to  Lova  of  danger  speak! 


Veil'd  are  liia  eyes,  to  perils  bmid ! 
Wouldet  Ihou  from  Love  a  reason  si 
He  is  a  child  of  wayward  mind ! 


His  mind  is  keen  his  sight  is  clear, 


UNBETnBNG  'mid=l  the  wintiy  skies, 
Itenra  the  fiim  oak  his  vigorona  form, 
And  stem  in  rugged  sliei  igth,  defies 


rcoo"'^ 


Then  sevei'd  from  his  native  shore. 
O'er  ocean-worlda  the  sail  10  bear. 
Still  with  those  winds  he  braved  before 
He  proudly  Btniggles  there. 


Sweet  ia  the  agh,  and  blest  the  tear, 
Whoae  latlgunse  haiU  that  moniBiit  brighl, 
When  past  affiotions  but  endear 
Tiie  presence  of  deiighl ! 


Ah  !  cease— those  fraitless  tears  restrai 
Igo  misforutne  to  defy, 
To  smile  al  &te  with  prond  disdain. 
To  triumph — not  to  die  1 

I  with  fresh  laurels  go,  lo  orowQ 
My  closiiiff  days  at  feat, 
Seouring  all  the  bright  renown 
Acquired  in  dangers  past, 


aUBVEDO. 
IIED  IN  HER  OWN  R 


Amidst  these  scenes,  O  pilgiini !  seeli'st  thou  Roma  ! 
Vain  is  thy  search— the  pomp  of  Rome  is  iled  ; 
Her  silent  Aventine  ia  giory'a  tomb ; 
Her  walls,  her  shrines,  but  reiica  of  the  dead. 

That  hill,  where  Csssars  dwelt  in  other  days, 
Forealten  mourns,  where  once  it  lower*!!  sublime  ; 
Bach  mouldering  medal  now  fiir  iesfl  displays 
The  triumplis  won  by  Latium,  than  by  Time. 


irCtXHjIc" 


JOAN  DB  TARSES.— TOKQUATD  TASSO. 

Tiber  aloiiti  Eurvives — the  pijesing  wave 
i'hat  bathed  her  towers,  now  mnrmnrs  by  her  grave. 
Wailing,  wilh  plaintive  sound,  her  fallen  finies. 
Rome !  of  (bine  ancient  grandeur  all  ia  poEt, 
That  seem'd  for  years  eternal  framed  tolast, 
Nought  but  the  wave,  a  fugitive — remains. 


EL  CONDE  JUAK  DE  TARSI8. 


TdOU,  who  baa  fled  Irom  life's  enchanted  bowers, 
In  youth's  gay  spring,  in  beauty's  glowing  mom, 
Leaving  thy  bright  aiTay,  thy  path  of  flowers, 
For  the  nide  convent-garb,  and  couch  of  thorn ; 


Now  the  glad  hymn,  the  strain  of  rapture  pour 
While  on  thy  soul  the  beams  of  glory  iiEe ! 
For  if  the  pilot  hail  the  welcome  shore, 
With  shouts  of  Iriumph  swelling  to  the  altiea  ; 
Oh  1  how  shouldsl  thim  the  exulting  pajan  raiis 
Now  heaven's  bright  harbor  opens  on  thy  gaie 


TORQUATO  TASSO. 

Tnoa  in  thy  mom  wert  like  a  glowing  roEi 
To  the  mild  siinshine  only  half  display'd. 


Or  like  Aurora  did  thy  charms  appear 

iSince  mortal  form  ne'er  vied  with  aught  so  brightl — 

Aui-ora,  smiling  from  her  tranijuil  sphere, 

O'er  vale  and  mountain  sheddmg  dew  and  light. 


Now  riper  years  have  doom'd  no  grace  to  £ide  ; 
Nor  youthful  charms,  in  all  their  pride  arrav'd. 
Excel,  or  equal,  thy  neglected  form. 


Thus,  fiill  eipanded,  lovehec  is  the  flower. 
And  the  bright  daystar,  in  its  noontide  hour. 
More  briUiant  shines,  in  genial  radiance  warm 
15 
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BEEN  A  EDO  TASSO.— PETE  ARCH. 
BERNARDO  TASSO. 


^ Jt  noontide  hoius,  the  aunbeam  pky'd. 

Where  violet-beda  in  soft  luxuriance  bloom, 
'Mid£C  the  coot  freshne^  of  the  myttle  ehnde ; 

Where  through  the  grass  a  qjarltling  fountain  steals 
Whose  murmuting  wave,  transpai'ent  sa  it  fJows, 
No  more  ita  bed  of  yellow  sand  conceals, 
Than  the  pure  crystal  hides  the  glowing  rose ; 

This  bower  of  peace,  thou  soother  of  our  care, 

God  of  soft  slumbers,  and  of  visions  fair ! 

A  lowly  shepherd  consecrales  to  thee ! 

Then  breathe  around  some  apell  of  deep  repose, 

And  charm  his  eyes  in  bahny  dew  to  close. 

Those  eyes,  fatigued  with  grief,  from  tear-drops  never  free. 


Thou  that  mouldst  mark,  in  fbtm  of  human  birth, 
All  heaven  and  nature's  perfect  skill  combined. 
Came  gaze  on  her,  the  dayslar  of  the  eailh 
Dazzling,  not  me  alone,  but  all  mankind ; 

And  haste !  ibr  Death,  who  spares  the  guilty  long, 
First  calls  the  brightest  end  the  best  away ; 

tayT' 

Haste '.  and  each  outward  oharm,  each  mental  grace. 
In  one  consnmmats  form  thine  eye  shall  trace, 
Model  of  loveliness,  for  earth  too  feit  I 
Then  thou  shalt  own  how  ftint  my  votive  lays. 


4nf nlnr  augreJlii  a  verfj  fp 


i,,GtH)^Te 


PIBTEO   BEHBO.— FHANCE8C0  LOUENZIKI. 

Or  ftom  some  fount's  cool  margin,  fringed  witli  flowers, 
The  soothing  murmur  of  die  wave  is  bearil ; 


^ laino;  flows  ^ 

Weep  not  for  me,  who,  hasteiimg  on  my  flight. 
Died,  to  be  deathless ;  and  on  heavpniy  Ugfit 
Whose  eyes  but  open'd,  when  they  Beem'd  to  dose !" 


VERSI  SPAGNUOLI  DI  PIETRO  BEMBO. 


Thou,  the  stem  moniircb  of  dianay. 
Whom  nature  trembles  to  survey, 
O  Death !  to  me,  the  child  of  giief, 
Thy  welcome  power  would  bring  reUef 

Chai^i^  to  peaceliil  slumber  many  a  care. 
And  tEough  &ij  stroke  may  thrill  with  jiaia 
Each  throbbing  pulse,  each  quivsring  vein  { 
The  pang?  ^t  bid  existence  dose. 
Ah !  sure  are  Gir  less  keen  than  those. 

Which  cloud  its  Hnaering  moments  with  deapnir. 


FRANCESCO  LORENzmi. 


Syi.™  of  the  breeze !  whose  dewy  pinions  light 
Wave  gently  round  the  tree  I  planted  here. 
Sacred  to  her,  whose  soul  hath  wing'd  its  tlight 
To  the  pure  ether  of  her  loliy  sphere  ; 


ta  hanoia  &om  the  sUvan  bower. 


]88  GESNEB— OBEMAN  SOtfG. 

Graced  with  iier  name,  a  conaecrated  tree ! 
So  lUBy  tliy  Lordj  'hy  monarch  of  Itie  wind, 
Ne'er  wilh  nidediaioB  Ihy  lender  pinions  bind, 
Bat  grant  thee  still  to  rove,  a  wanderer  wild  and  fri 


Hah,!  moraing  sun,  Ihnaearly  bright; 
Weloome,  sweet  dawn !  fhon  younger  day  ! 
Through  the  dark  woods  tliat  fringe  the  neidit. 

Beams  forth,  e'en  now,  thy  ray. 
Bright  on  the  dew  it  sparkles  clear, 


Now  thy  fresh  breezes  lightly  spring 
From  beds  of  fragrance,  where  they  lay. 
And  roving  wild  on  dewy  wing, 

Erive  slumber  far  away, 
fantastic  dreams,  in  swift  lelreat. 
Now  from  each  mind  withdraw  their  spell. 
While  the  young  loves  delighted  meet 

On  Rosa's  cheeli  to  dwell. 
Speed,  iBphyr !  kiss  each  opening  flower. 
Its  fragrant  spirit  make  tliine  own ; 
Then  wing  thy  way  to  Rosa's  bower, 

£Se  her  light  sleep  is  ijown. 
There,  o'er  her  downy  pillow  fly. 
Wake  the  sweet  maid  to  life  and  day ; 
Breathe  on  her  balmy  lip  a  sigh. 

And  o'er  her  bosom  play ; 


GERMAN  SONG. 
'*Madchen,  lernet  AniDr  kennen." 
LrslEN,  fdr  maid,  my  song  shall  lei! 
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CHACLIEU.— UAKCILASO  DE  VEG 

Dost  (hou  not  fee  tliat  absent  smile, 
That  fieiy  glnnce  replete  with  gnUe ! 

Oh  !  doubt  not  then — 'tis  Lore. 
When  varying  slill  the  sly  disguise. 
Child  of  capnce,  he  laughs  end  cries. 

Or  with  complaint  wonLd  move  ; 
To-day  ia  bold,  to-morrow  aliy, 
ChangingeBch  hour,  he  knows  not  why, 

Ob '.  doubt  not  then — 'tis  Love. 
There's  mamo  in  his  eyery  wile. 
His  lips,  weU  practiced  to  beguile, 

Breathe  roses  when  tliey  move 
See,  now  with  sudden  rage  he  burns, 
Disd^ns,  implores,  commands,  by  turns . 

Oh.'  doubt  not  then— 'tis  Love. 
He  comes,  without  the  bow  and  dart. 
That  spare  not  e'en  the  purest  heart ; 

HIa  looks  the  traitor  prove  ; 
That  glance  is  fire,  that  mien  is  guile. 
Deceit  is  lutldng  in  that  smile, 

Oh !  trust  him  not — 'tis  Love '. 


Thou  grot,  whence  flows  this  limpid  spring, 
Its  morain  fringed  with  moss  and  fioweia. . 
Still  bid  its  voice  of  murmura  bring 
Peace  to  my  musing  hours. 
Sweet  Fontenay !  where  fiist  for  me 


Muses,  thai  watch'd  my  childhood's  morn 
'Midst  these  wild  haunts,  with  guardian  eye. 
Fair  li-ees,  that  here  belicld  mo  born, 
Soon  shall  ye  see  me  die. 


UARCILABO  DE  VEGA. 
Eraov  the  sweets  of  life's  luxuriant  May 
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190  L0RE,\ZO  DE'  MEDICI. -WNDEMOKTE. 

The  rose  will  fiide  when  slonus  assail  the  year. 
And  Time,  who  changeth  not  his  awift  career, 
Constant  in  llus,  will  change  all  else  below  1 


LORENZO  T3E  MEDICI. 
VIOLETS. 


We  come  not,  fair  one,  to  thy  hand  of  enow, 
From  the  soft  scenes  by  Cnlture's  hand  atray'd  ; 
Not  reaiM  in  boweis  where  galea  of  fragrance  blow. 
But  in  dai'k  gletts,  and  depths  of  forest  shade '. 

There  once,  as  Venus  wander'd,  lost  in  woe, 
To  seek  Adonis  through  th'  entangled  wood, 
Piercini^  her  foot,  a  thom  that  iurk  d  below. 
With  print  relendes  drew  celestiaA  blood  1 

Then  oiu' Ught  stems,  W'lh  snowy  blossoms  fraught. 

Bending  to  earti,  each  jjrecioua  drop  we  caught, 

Imbibing  thence  our  bright  puipureal  dyes ; 

We  were  not  foster'd  in  our  shadowy  vsles. 

By  guided  rivulets,  or  summer  gales— 

Om  dew  and  air  have  been,  Love's  balmy  tears  and  eighsl 


PmDEMONTE. 
ON  THE  IIEUE  OF  OANOVA. 


Wkithek,  celestial  maid,  so  fast  away? 
What  lures  thee  from  the  banquet  of  the  skiea? 
How  canst  thou  leave  thy  native  realma  of  day. 
For  this  low  sphere,  lUe  vale  of  clouds  and  ^glia  ! 

O  thoa,  Canova !  soaring  high  above 
ItaUan  art — with  Grecian,  raogio  vying ! 
We  knew  thy  marble  glow'd  with  lifs  and  love, 
But  who  had  seen  thee  image  footsteps  flying  1 
Here  to  each  eye  the  wind  Beema  gently  playing 
With  the  light  vest,  its  wavy  folds  arraymg 

In  many  a  line  of  undulating  gtace  ; 
While  Natnre,  ne'er  her  mighty  laws  suspending, 
Stands,  before  marble  thus  with  motion  blending. 

One  moment  lost  iu  thought,  its  hidden  cause  to  ti 
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MlSCELLAWEOUa  POEMS. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


_  _   .    .  !  would  thy  heart  forget 
E^ch  earthly  passion  end  te^t. 
And  would  \hy  wearied  spin!  risa 


Unmis'd  with  aught  of  meaner  tone, 

Here  riature'H  voice  ia  heaiil  alone ; 

When  the  load  storm,  in  mrathlul  hour. 

Is  nishing  on  its  wing  of  pc 

And  spinta  of  the  de="  -'••' 

And  Bulges  foam,  lUL 

And  rocKB  and  ocean-caves  around, 

Reveiietate  each  awful  sound  ; 
That  mighty  voice,  wife  ail  its  dread  control, 
To  lofUest  thought  sliall  wake  thy  thrilling  soul. 


And  ikim  earth,  a..,^ 

No  sounds  but  plaintive  melodies ; 
Sooth'd  by  their  softly  min^g  swell, 
A3  daylight  bide  the  world  fere  well, 
The  ruatung  wood,  the  dying  breeze. 
The  faint,  low  rippling  of  tlie  seaa, 
A  tender  calm  shall  steal  upon  thy  breast, 
A  gleam  rejected  fi«m  the  realms  of  rest. 

Is  thine  a  heart  the  world  hath  atang, 
Frienda  havei'deoeived,  neglect  hath  wrung  ? 
Hnst  thou  some  grief  ihst  none  may  know. 
Some  lonely,  secret,  silent  woe ! 
Or  have  thy  fond  offeclions  fled 
Fioni  earth,  to  slumber  with  the  dead  ^ 
Oh !  paasB  awhile — the  world  disown, 
And  dweU  with  nature's  self  alone  ! 
And  though  no  more  she  bids  arise 
Thy  sohI's  departed  energieB, 


iTGcK)'^ 


MI9CELLANEC 


And  lliough  thy  joy  of  life  is  o'er, 
Beyond  her  ml^c  10  reatore  ; 
Yel  shall  her  spells  o'er  every  pafsvon  sli 
And  soothe  ihe  woonded  hearl  they  car 


DIRGE  OF  A  CHILD. 


No  bitter  tears  for  thee  be  el 
Bloraom  of  being  1  seen  and 
With  flowers  alone  we  stres 


Bluah'd  ui 


Yes !  thou  art  fled,  ere  guilt  had  power 
To  stain  thy  ehenib-BOuI  and  form. 
Closed  is  the  soft  ephemeral  flower 

That  never  felt  a  storm  I 
The  sunheatn's  smile,  the  zephyr's  bi«ath. 
All  tiiat  it  knew  fiom  birth  to  death. 

Thou  wert  ao  like  a  form  of  light, 
That  heaven  benignly  call'd  thee  hence. 
Ere  yet  the  world  could  breathe  one  bUMit 

O'er  thv  sweet  tonoccncc  : 
And  thon,  that  brighter  home  to  blees. 
Art  pass'd,  with  sJl  thy  lovetmess ! 

Oh  I  hadst  Ihou  slill  on  earth  remain'd. 

Vision  of  beauty !  fair,  as  brief! 

How  soon  thy  brightness  had  been  staijt'd 

With  passion  or  with  grief! 
Now  not  a  sidlying  breath  can  rise. 
To  dim  thy  gloiy  in  the  skies. 

We  rear  no  marble  o'er  thy  tomb  ; 
No  sculptured  image  there  shall  mourn  ; 
Ah !  fitter  &r  the  vernal  bloom 

Such  dwellmg  to  adorn. 
Fragrance,  and  flowers,  and  dews,  rtnial  be 
The  only  emblems  meet  for  thee. 

Thy  grave  shall  be  a  bleraed  ahtine, 
Adorn'd  with  Nature's  brightest  wreafli ; 
Each  glowing  season  shall  combine 

lis  incense  there  to  breathe  j 
And  oft,  upon  the  midnight  air. 
Shall  viewleSB  harps  be  murmuring  thflrs. 
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INVOCATION. 

And  oh!  son. 

•iail  our  renoss ; 

Somebal 

■n  for  human  woee! 

What  form  m 

Than  thine  to 

messeneer  of  heaven''* 

INVOCATION. 

Hdsh'd  is  the  world  in  night  and  sleep, 
E^rth,  Sen,  and  Ait,  are  sliQ  as  death  ; 
Too  rude  lo  break  a  calm  so  deop, 
Where  muaio's  fehitest  breath. 

Descend,  bright  Visiona !  from  lerial  bowera. 

Descend  to  gild  your  own  aoft,  silent  houia. 

In  hope  or  Jear,  in  toi]  or  psin. 
The  weary  day  have  mortals  past ; 
Now,  dreams  of  blis !  be  youia  lo  reign, 


O !  beat  your  sofieat  balm  to  those. 

Who  fondly,  Tainly,  mourn  lbs  dead, 

To  Ihem  that  woiitl  of  peace  discloBC, 

Where  the  bright  soul  is  fled : 


To  feel  oi 

In  his  own  genial  monntain-air  ; 
Hear  the  wiU  echoes'  well-known 
And  bless  each  note,  aa  Heaven's  i 


111  oh !  widi  Fancy's  btighlsat  ray, 
lest  dreams !  the  bat<VB  repoae  illumi 
id  forma  of  heaven  around  hi 


And  bowers  ol'  Bden  bloom ! 
And  waft  his  ^luit  to  its  native  skiea 
Who  finds  no  charm  in  life's  realities. 


isssjes 


Nor  slnr  nor  moonbeara's  trembling  light 

FaJls  on  the  placid  brow  of  sleep. 
Descend,  bright  visione '.  from  your  airy  bowet : 
Du'k,  ailent,  solemn,  ia  your  favorile  hour. 


GENERAL  SIR  E— D  P— K~M. 

i  spirit !  moum'd  with  fond  regtel, 

n  tire's  pride,  in  valor's  noon, 

vho  Rould  deem  thy  star  alionid  set 


Fatal,  though  bri^t,  the  fits  of  mind 
Which  marft'd  and  dosed  thy  brief  career. 
And  the  lair  wreath,  by  hope  entwined, 
Liea  wither'd  on  thy  bier. 

The  soldier's  death  hath  been  thy  doom. 
The  soldier'a  tear  thy  meed  ehall  be ; 
Yet,  son  of  war !  a  proader  tomb 

Might  Fate  have  lear'd  for  thee. 

Tfa™  shouldst  have  died,  0  high-Boul'd  ohiefi 
Tn  those  bri^t  days  of  glory  ned. 
When  triumph  bo  prevsil'd  o'er  grief, 
We  scarce  could  mourn  the  dead. 

Noontido  of  feme !  each  tear-drop  then 
Was  worthy  of  a  warrior's  grave : 
When  shall  afteclion  weep  again 
So  proudly  o'er  the  brave  ? 

There,  on  the  battle-fields  of  Spain, 
'Midst  Roncesvalles'  moimtain-scene. 
Or  on  Vittoria's  blood-red  plain. 

Meet  had  thy  deathbed  been. 


Yet  hast  thou  still  (thotigh  victory's  flame 
In  that  last  moment  oheer"!!  thee  not) 
I*ifb  Glory's  isle  another  name. 
That  ne'er  may  be  forgot : 


C^nu^lr 


TO  THE  MBMOHY  OP  SIK  H— Y  E-U.— S. 
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For  him,  the  lion-heart,  who  died 
In  victory's  full  reaistless  tide '! 

Oh  luonrn  him  not ! 
By  deeds  like  hie  that  field  wna  woi 
And  t'ato  conid  yield  lo  Valur's  son 

No  brighlei  lot. 


And  envied  be  his  death  of  fame 
It  ehed  a  si:iid>eam  o'et  his  name 

That  nought  shall  dim : 
No  cloud  obscured  his  gloiy'a  day, 
It  saw  no  twilight  of  decay — 

Weep  not  for  him ! 

And  breathe  no  dirge's  plaintive  moan, 
A  hero  claitna  far  loftier  tone  ! 
Oh !  proudly  should  the  war-song  swell. 
Recording  how  the  mighty  fell 

In  that  dread  hour. 
When  England,  'midst  the  battle-storm— 
Th'  avenging  angel — rear'd  her  form 

In  tenfold  power, 

tOBW , 

,_liel's  noblest  la^. 

Since  he,  the  soldier's  giiiding-slar. 
The  Victor-chief,  the  lord  of  war, 

-  Has  own'd  ihy  fame ; 
And  oh !  like  his  approving  word, 
What  trophied  maSile  could  record 
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GUERILLA  SONG. 


Oh  !  forget  not  the  hour,  when  tliroiigh  forest  and  vale, 
We  retum'd  with  our  chief  to  his  dear  native  halls; 
Through  the  woody  Sierra  there  aigh'd  not  a  gale, 
And  tS  moonbeam  was  bright  on  his  bnttlement-walla ; 
And  nature  lay  sleepmg  in  calmness  and  light, 
Round  the  home  of  the  valiant,  that  rose  on  our  sight. 

We  entei'd  that  home — all  was  lonelinesa  round. 

The  EtillneSB,  the  dartmess,  Ibe  peace  of  (he  grave ; 

Not  a  voice,  not  a  step,  bade  its  echoes  resound, 

Ah !  such  was  the  welcome  that  wailed  the  brave '. 

For  the  spoitera  had  pass'd,  like  the  poison-wind's  breath. 

And  the  loved  of  his  bosom  lay  silent  in  death. 

Oh !  forget  not  that  hour — let  lis  image  be  near, 
In  the  light  of  our  mirlh,  m  ^e  dreams  of  our  real. 
Let  ila  tale  awake  feelings  too  deep  for  a  tear, 
And  rouse  into  vengeance  each  arm  and  each  breEsl, 
Till  cloudless  the  dayspiing  of  tiberly  shine 
O'er  the  plains  of  the  olive,  and  hills  of  the  vine. 


THE  AGED  INDIAN. 


Warbiohs  !  my  noon  of  hfo  ia  paf 
The  brighlness  of  my  spirit  flown 
I  crouch  before  the  wintry  blast. 
Amidst  my  tribe  I  dwell  alone ; 


Ye  sinmberets  of  the  ni 


ir  feme,  your  deeds,  are  known  no  m 
1  ae  records  of  yonr  wars  are  gone, 
Your  names  forgot  by  all  but  one. 


Then  will  the  memory  of  your  birth 
Sleep  wldi  the  hidden  things  of  lime. 
With  him,  ye  sons  of  former  days ! 
Fades  the  last  glimmering  of  your  praise. 


rSrogfr^ 


Have  seen,  sinue  darkness  veil'd  your  fiime. 
Sons  of  the  deserl  and  the  rock  1 
Another,  and  another  race. 
Rise  to  the  battle  imd  the  chase. 

Descendants  of  the  mighly  dead ! 
FearieK  of  heart  and  firm  of  hand  ! 
O  !  let  me  join  thet  apirilB  fled, 
O  '.  send  me  to  their  shadowy  tind. 
Age  hath  not  tamed  Ontara's  heart, 
tie  shrinks  not  from  the  friendly  dart. 
These  feet  no  more  can  clinse  the  deer. 
The  glory  of  Ihis  arm  is  flown  ,— 
Why  ahould  the  feeble  linger  here. 
When  all  die  pride  of  life  b  eone  1 
Warriors !  why  still  the  stroka  deny. 
Think  ye  Onlara  fears  to  die  ) 

He  fear'd  not  in  his  flower  of  days, 
When  strong  to  stem  (he  toiTenfs  force. 
When  through  the  desert's  iiolhleas  maze 
His  way  was  as  an  eogle'a  course  i 
When  war  was  siinshiiie  to  hia  aght. 
And  the  wild  hurricane,  delight! 

Shall  then  the  waiTior  tremble  nmo  ? 
Now  when  his  envied  streiig^  ia  o'er? 
Hung  on  the  pine  his  idle  bow, 
His  pirogue  aseleas  on  the  shore  1 
When  age  halh  dimm'd  hia  failing  eye, 
Sliall  he,  the  joyless,  fear  to  die  ! 
Sons  of  the  brave  I  delay  no  more. 
The  spirits  of  my  kindred  call ; 
'Tis  but  one  paife,  and  oil  is  o'er '. 
Oh  !  bid  the  aged  cedar  fiill ! 
To  join  the  brethren  of  his  prime, 
The  mighty  of  departed  time. 


EVENING  AMONGST  THE  ALPS. 

Soft  skies  of  Italy !  how  richly  di'est, 
Smile  these  wild  scenes  in  your  purpuresl  glow ! 
What  glorious  hues,  reflected  from  the  west, 
float  o'er  the  dwellings  of  eternal  snow! 

Von  tprreiit,  foaming  down  the  gramte  steep, 

„„...^ -ido 

Where  pipes  the  goatherd  bi 
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Now  &om  yon  peak  departs  the  vivid  raj', 
rhat  still  at  eve  its  lofty  lemple  knows  ; 
From  rock  and  torrent  tkde  llie  tints  away. 
And  all  is  wrapt  in  (wili^t's  deep  repose : 
While  throBgh  the  pine-wood  gleams  the  vesper  bii 
And  roves  the  Alpine  gale  o'er  solitudes  afar 


B  HIGHLAND  CHIEF  IN  "WAVBHLE\ 


__  it  for  [ofly  chief  like  thee. 
To  fill  a  nameless  grave  J 
!  if  tunidet  the  valiant  riain, 
e  warrior's  bier  had  been  thy  lot, 
n  though  on  red  Cnlloden's  plain. 


But  darkly  closed  thy  dawn  of  fame, 
Tliat  dawn  whose  sunbeam  rose  bo  fiiir ; 
Vengeance  alone  may  breathe  thy  name, 

Tlie  watchword  of  Despair ! 
Yet  oh  '■  if  gallant  spirit's  power 
Hath  e'er  ennobled  death  like  thine, 
Then  glory  mark'd  thy  parting  hour, 

Last  of  a  mighty  line  ! 

O'er  thy  own  toweiB  llie  sunshine  falls. 
But  cannot  chase  their  silent  gloom  ; 
Tli<»e  beams  that  gild  thy  native  walls 

Are  sleeping  on  thy  tomb ! 
Spring  on  thy  mountains  laughs  the  wlulo, 
Thy  green  woods  ware  '"  "■■nnl  oi"- 
Bui  the  loved  scenes  ms 

Not  e'en  thy  dusi 

On  thy  blue  hills  no  bugle-sound 
la  mmnhng  with  the  torrenf  a  roar, 
Uoniarlt'd,  the  wild  deer  sport  around  ; 

Thou  lead'st  the  chase  no  more  '. 
Thy  gates  are  closed,  thv  halls  are  still, 
Th(K«  halls  where  peal'd  the  chor^  strain  ; 
They  hear  the  wind's  deep  raunnuring  thnll. 

And  all  ia  hush'd  again. 

No  banner  from  the  lonely  tower 
Shall  wave  its  blaiou'd  folds  on  high ; 
Thero  the  tall  grass,  and  aimraer  flower, 
Unmark'd  shall  sptins  and  die. 
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THE  CKUSADEKS'  WAU  SO 

No  more  thy  bard,  fur  other  ear, 
Shall  wake  the  harp  once  loved  by  th 
Hush'd  he  Ihe  strain  tkou  canst  not  h 


THE  CRUSADERS'  WAR  SONG. 

CHTEFTilss.kad  on  !  oui- heaila  heat  high, 
Lesd  on  to  Salem'E  towers ! 

Who  woitlii  not  deem  it  bliEs  to  die, 
SlBin  ill  a  cause  hke  ours? 

The  brave  who  sleep  in  soil  of  thine, 

Die  Dol  entomb'd  but  shrineti,  O  Palestine  ! 

Soula  of  the  slain  in  holy  war ! 

Look  from  your  Siiinted  rest. 
TeU  usve  rose  in  Glory's  car, 

To  mingle  with  the  blest ; 
Tell  iiB  how  shoil  the  death-pang's  power. 
How  bright  thejoya  of  your  immortal  bower. 


EacIilieBrtsliaJiet...  .. 

Erenth'd  in  the  warrior's  praise. 
Bid  every  string  triumphant  swell 
Th'  inspiring  aonnds  that  heroes  love  so  well. 

Salem  1  amidst  the  fiercest  hoiu', 

The  wildest  rage  of  %ht. 
Thy  name  fhall  lend  our  falchions  power, 

And  nerve  our  hearts  with  miglU, 
Envied  be  those  for  thee  that  fiill, 
Who  find  their  graves  beneath  thy  sacred  wall. 

For  them  no  need  that  sculptured  tomb 

Should  chronicle  Oieir  fcme, 
Or  pyramid  record  their  doom, 

Or  deathless  verse  their  name ; 
tt  is  enough  that  dust  of  thine 
Should  shrond  Iheir  forms,  O  blessed  Palestine  '. 

Chieflains,  lead  on !  our  hearla  beat  high 

For  combaf  B  glorious  hour ; 
Soon  ^all  the  red-cross  banner  fly 
On  Salem's  loftiest  tower ! 
Wb  bum  to  mingle  in  the  strife. 
Where  but  to  die  ensm^  eternal  lifb. 
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THE  DEATH  OF  CLANRONALD. 

11  was  lo  tlw  iHilIlB  of  SherlfflnoM  that  yomin  Clanronald 
ISHdli^  OD  the  Highlanders  of  the  tight  nini.    Hia  death  diipl 

Lirench  of  IhB  01™  Colta,  Blarted  fl™i  the  tanks,' and.  wavini 
Ixoinet  tounii  his  head,  cried  onl,  •'  To-day  fot  revenge,  and  to- 
row  tor  mourning !"  The  HlgWnnders  received  a  new  tmpalse 
hia  woida,  and,  chat^ng  wtlh  redoubled  fuiy,  bore  down  all  bi 
them.— Bob  the  QiiarlB-'y  Bmisio  BtUde  of  ■'  CuUoden  Papers." 

Oh  !  ne'er  be  Clanronal  J  the  valiant  forgot  1 
Slill  fearless  and  first  in  the  combat,  he  fell; 
But  we  paused  not  one  tear-dtop  to  shed  o'er  the  Bimt, 

We  heard  but  the  batSe-word  given  by  the  chiel] 
"  To-day  for  revenge,  and  to-mortow  tor  giief !" 

And  wildly,  Clanronald !  we  echo'd  the  tow. 
With  tile  teat  on  our  cheek,  and  the  sword  in  our  hand ; 
yonng  son  of  the  btave  !  we  may  weep  Jbr  Ihee  now, 
Fot  well  has  thy  death  been  avenged  by  thy  band. 
When  theyjoin'd,  in  wild  cliortis,  the  cry  of  the  chief, 
"  To-day  lot  revenge  and  to-morrow  for  grief !" 

ITiy  dirge  in  that  hont  was  the  bugle's  wild  call. 
The  clash  of  the  claymore,  the  shoul  -•^'^-  •- 


tliy  own  bard  may  lament  for  thy  fall, 

Ubyn 
"  To-day  for  revenge. 


And  the  soft  voice  of  melody  sigh  o'er  thy  grave — 
While  Albyn  remembeia  the  words,  of  the  Chief! 


'ITiou  art  felien,  O  fearlesa  one  I  flower  of  Ihy  rn 
Descendant  of  heroes!  fliv  olorv  iaset; 
Bal  thy  kindred,  the  St 


"  To-day  fijt  revenge,  and  to-morrow  for  grief!" 


TO  THE  EYE. 

Throne  of  expression  !  whence  tlie  spirit's  ray 
Pouts  forth  so  oft  the  light  of  mental  day, 
\^ete  fancy's  fire,  afieolion's  melting  beam. 
Thought,  genius,  pasaLon,  reign  in  turn  supreme, 
And  many  a.  feeling,  words  can  ne'er  unpart, 
Finds  jts  own  languaee  to  pervade  the  heatt ; 
Thy  power,  bright  otR  what  bosom  has  not  felt. 
To  thrill,  to  rouse,  to  facinate,  to  melt ! 
And  by  soma  spell  of  undefined  control. 
With  magnet-influence  touch  the  sectet  son! ! 


i,,GtH)^le 


Orspeni 
WhUayt 


Light  oi  Ihe  leatnres  1  ill  the  morn  of  youth 
Thy  glance  is  nature,  and  thy  langiinge,  timh  i 
And  ere  the  world  with  sJl-comiplide  away, 
Hatli  taught  e'en  titee  to  flatter  and  beirav, 
Th'  ingenuous  heart  forbids  thee  to  leveBl, 

'     ■  le  thought  that  interest  would  conceal ; 
lou  Efiem'Et  the  cloudless  mitivir,  given 
:5ui  10  renect  the  purity  of  heaven  ; 
0 !  then  how  loTely,  there  unveU'd,  to  trace 
Th'  unsullied  brightness  of  each  mental  grace  ' 

When  Geniufl  lendg  thee  all  his  living  light. 
Where  thp  full  beamg  of  intellect  unite: 

Wheniov-..- - 

Wheie  trembling  Hop.  . 

Or  Pity's  melting  cloud  thy  beani  aubdnea. 

Tempering  its  hatre  with  a  veil  of  dews ; 

Still  does  fliy  power,  vrhoee  all-commandmg  spell 

Can  pierce  the  mazes  of  the  soul  so  well. 

Bid  some  new  feeling  lo  existence  start, 

From  its  deep  slumbers  in  the  inmost  heart. 

And  O !  when  thought,  in  ecstacy  sublime, 
That  SODIB  triumphimt  o'er  the  bounds  of  time, 
Fires  thy  keen  claiioe  with  inspiration's  blaze. 


s  thy  keen  glance  with  inspiration  a  Dlaze, 
:  light  of  heaven,  the  hope  of  nobler  days, 

Jlovious  dreams,  for  utterance  &r  too  high, 
Ihrougli  the  mist  of  dim  mortality ;) 
Who  does  not  ovm,  that  through  thy  lightning-beaniB 
Aflaine  unqaenchable,  unearthly,  streams? 
That  pure,  tliough  captive  eifluenee  of  the  aliy. 
The  vcalal-ray,  the  sparit  that  cannot  die  ! 


(As  glov 
Fla^  th 


THE  HERO'S  DEATH. 

Life's  patting  beome  vrete  In  bis  eye. 
Life's  cloaing  aecenta  on  his  tongue, 
When  romid  him,  pealing  to  the  ^y. 
The  shaut  of  vlctoiy  nuig ! 

Then,  ere  his  gallant  apkit  fled, 
A  smile  BO  bright  illumed  his  face— 
Oh  I  never,  ofthe  light  it  abed. 

Shall  memory  \aas  a  trace  I 

ITia  was  a  death,  whose  lapiute  high 

Transcended  all  ihat  life  eonid  yield  ; 

Kb  warmest  prayer  waa  eo  to  die. 

On  the  red  battle-field ! 
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ainer  cie  plus  glorlem — —he  passi  i 


Miek'd  ye  llie  mingling  of  Ihe  city's  throngj 
Il!nch  mien,  each  glance,  with  expecladon  brightl 
Fj'epare  the  pa^eat,  and  the  choral  san^ 
The  pealing  chimes,  the  blaze  of  festal  light  7 
And  hatlc '.  what  rumoi'a  gathering  sound  is  nigh  ? 
[3  it  the  voioB  of  joy,  thnt  mmmnr  deepl 
A,way  1  be  huah'd !  ye  Bounds  of  revelry. 
Back  to  your  homes,  ye  multitiidea,  to  weep  ! 
Weep !  for  the  storm  hath  o'er  us  darkly  post. 
And  England's  roynl  flower  is  brolteii  by  the  blaat ! 


t  a  dream  1  so  audiJen  and  st 
iw&l  fiat  o'er 


..  _.    .....     ...    ,..._. /oung  spirit  (led, 

Whose  early  groiideur  promised  years  of  fa 
Oh!  when  hath  hie  poases'd,  or  death  destn 
More  lovely  hopes,  more  cloudlesHly  Ihst  sn 
When  hath  the  spoiler  left  so  dark  a  voiii  ? 
For  all  is  lost — the  mother  and  her  child ! 


Throws  its  ileep  lenglhen'd  shade  o'er 


Angel  of  Death!  did  no  preasgingsign 

■ IB  (by  coming,  aud  thy  way  preparoj 


'  and^i 


_.  .^ .onnds  along  the  earthquake's  path 

FoiBtell  the  hour  of  nature's  owful  tlirocs ; 


rjCnCKT^k."^ 


CHARLOTTE, 

And  the  volcono,  ere  it  burst  in  wrath. 
Sends  fonh  some  herald  from  its  dread  tepoee  : 
But  thou,  daA  Spirit !  sivifl  and  unforBeen, 
Cam's:  like  the  lightning's  flash,  when  heaven  ia  all  ae 

And  she  is  gone — the  toynl  and  the  young, 
f  n  soul  commanding,  and  in  heart  benign ; 
Who,  from  a  race  of  kings  and  heroes  ^tung. 
Glowed  with  a  spirit  lolly  as  her  line. 
Now  may  the  voice  she  loved  on  eaith  so  well. 
Breathe  fotlh  her  name,  unheeded  and  in  vain  ; 
Not  can  those  eyes  on  which  her  own  would  dwell, 
Wake  from  thnt  breast  one  sympathy  again : 
The  Dident  heart,  the  towering  mind  ale  fled. 
Yet  shall  undying  love  still  linger  with  the  dead. 


Oh !  many  a  bii^t  exialence  we  have  seen 
Qliench'd  in  the  glow  and  fuhiesa  of  ifa  prime  ; 
And  many  a.  cherish'd  flower  ere  now,  hath  been 
Cropt,  ere  its  leaves  were  breatlied  upon  by  lime. 
We  have  lost  heroes  in  their  noon  of  pride, 
WhoEo  fields  of  triumph  gave  tiiera  but  a  bier  ; 
And  we  have  wept  when  aonrins  genius  died, 
Check'd  in  the  glory  of  hie  mad  career ! 
But  here  our  hopes  were  center'd— all  is  o'er, 
All  thought  in  this  abBorVd — she  waa — and  is  no  more ! 

We  watch'd  her  childhood  from  ila  earliest  hour, 

From  every  word  and  look  blest  omens  caught ; 

Wliile  thai  young  mind  developed  all  its  power. 

And  rose  to  energies  of  loftiest  thought. 

On  her  was  fix'd  the  patriot's  ardent  eye, 

One  hope  still  bloom'd — one  vista  still  was&ir; 

And  when  the  tempest  swept  the  troubled  sky. 

She  was  out  day^ing — all  was  cloudless  there. 

And  oh  '.  how  lovely  htotie  on  England's  gaze, 

E'en  throngh  the  mist  and  storm,  the  Ught  of  distant  days. 


Now  hath  one  moment  datlten'd  fixture  years. 
And  changed  the  track  of  ages  yet  to  he ! 
Yet,  mortal !  "niidst  the  biiterness  of  tears. 
Kneel,  and  adore  Ih'  inscrutable  decree ! 
Oh !  while  the  cleat  perspective  smiled  in  light. 
Wisdom  sliould  then  have  leinpet'd  hope's  estceaa 
And,  lost  One !  when  we  saw  thy  lot  so  bright, 
We  might  have  trembled  at  its  loveliness  ; 
Joy  is  no  earthly  flower — not  framed  to  bear. 
In  ita  exotic  bloom,  life's  cold,  ungeiiial  air. 


r=^Obgte^ 


All  smiled  aroHiid  Ihee — Youth,  and  Love,  und  Frolse, 

HearJa  all  devotion  and  all  truth  were  thine  I 

On  ihee  whs  riveted  a  nation'H  saze, 

As  on  some  radant  and  nnauUied  shrine. 

Heiress  of  empires!  ihon  art  pasa'd  oway, 

Lihe  3onie  &ir  vision,  thai  arose  lo  throw, 

O'er  one  brief  hour  of  life,  a  fleeting  ray, 

Then  leave  the  reat  to  solitude  and  wo ! 

Oh !  who  ahsll  dare  to  woo  such-dreams  agaiji ! 

Who  hath  not  wept  to  know,  that  tears  for  ihee  were  vm 

Yet  (here  w  one  who  loved  thee— and  whose  soui 
With  mild  affections  nature  fcim'd  lo  nieh ; 
His  mind  hath  bow'd  beneath  the  stem  control 
Of  man)' a  grief— but  fAisshail  be  unfeltl 
Years  Imvo  ffone  by— and  given  hia  honot'd  head 
A  diadem  ofsnow — his  eye  is  dim — 
Around  him  heaven  a  solemn  cloud  hath  spread. 
The  past,  the  future,  are  a  dream  to  him ! 


]  he  Lhnsleners  hand  is  on  us — we  may  wf ep, 
But  not  repine— ibr  many  a  atorm  hath  past. 
And,  irillow'd  on  her  own  majestic  deep. 
Hath  England  slept,  unshaken  by  the  blast ! 
And  War  hath  n^ed  o'er  muny  a  distaiit  plain, 
Trampling  the  vine  and  olive  in  hia  path ; 
While  she,  that  regal  daughter  of  the  main, 
Smiled,  in  serene  defiance  of  his  wrath ! 
As  some  praud  summit  mingling  with  the  sky. 
Hears  cahnly  fer  below  the  mundeis  roll  and  die. 


And  all  the  awful  beamy  of  her  &ine. 

Apart  ahe  dwelt,  in  aolitary  light. 

High  on  her  cllt&,  alone  and  lirm  she  stood. 

Fixing  the  toreh  upon  her  beacon-lower  ; 

That  torch,  whose  ilame,  far  streaming  o'er  the  flood. 

Hath  guided  Europe  through  her  darkest  hour ; 

Away,  Toin  dreams  of  glory  ! — in  the  duat 

Be  humbled,  ocean-queen!  and  own  thy  sentence  just! 


U  and  dee] 


JTCoo^le 


While  aU  the  mnrmnrs  ol'eiistenee  sleep, 
Swell'd  OIL  the  Etillaeas  of  the  sir  alone  \ 
Silent  the  thnmgB  that  fill  ike  daiken'd  street, 
Silent  the  fllmnhBring  Thflmee,  the  lonely  njort ; 
And  all  is  still,  where  countless  thousands  meet, 
Save  the  full  tniobbing  of  the  awe-acmck  henvl ! 
All  deeply,  slrangely,  fearfully  serene. 
As  in  eacli  ravaged  home  th'  avenging  one  had  been 


The  Hull  goes  down  in  beauty — hie  farewell, 
UnUlte  the  world  he  leaves,  la  calmly  bright ; 
And  his  IbeC  mellow'd  rays  around  us  dwell. 
Lingering,  as  if  on  scenes  of  young  delight. 
They  smile  and  fade— but,  when  the  day  is  o'er. 
What  slow  procession  moves,  with  measured  ireail  ?— 
Lo !  those  who  weep,  with  her  who  weeps  no  more 
A  solemn  train — the  mourners  and  the  dead  ! 
While  throned  on  high,  the  moon's  untroubled  ray 
Looks  down,  as  earlmy  hopes  are  pacing  ihua  awny 

But  other  light  is  in  that  holy  pile. 

Where,  in  the  house  of  silence,  kinas  repose  ; 

There,  through  the  dim  arcade,  antT pillar'd  aisle, 

The  funeral  torch  its  deep  red  radiance  tiirows. 

There  pall,  and  canopy,  and  sacred  strain. 

And  all  around' Ibe  stamp  of  woe  may  bear; 

But  Griefi  to  whose  full  heart  those  forms  are  vam. 


We  mourn— but  not  tkj/  fate,  departed  One  ! 
We  pity — but  'lie  living,  not  the  dead  ; 
A  clotid  hanes  o'er  us — '' "  the  bright  day  is  done," 
And  with  H  fathei-B  hopes,  a  nation's  iled. 


Oh !  there  are  griefe  for  nature  loo  intense. 
Whose  first  rude  shock  but  slupifiea  tlie  soul ; 
Nor  hath  the  itagile  and  o'erlabor'd  sense 
Sttengtli  e'en  tojeel,  at  once,  tlieir  dread  control. 
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a06  MISCELLANKOOS  POEMS. 

But  when  '^  paal,  that  BtiU.  and  meechless  hour 
Of  Iha  seal'd  boaoin,  and  iha  tearfeES  eye, 
Tbin  the  roused  mind  awakes  with  tenfold  powe 
To  graH)  the  fntaeES  of  its  Egony ! 


The  iower,  the  leaf,  o'erwhelm'd  by  winter  snow. 
Shall  spring  again,  when  beams  and  showers  return 
The  feded  cheek  again  with  health  may  glow, . 
And  the  dim  eye  with  hfe'a  warm  radiance  bum 
But  ths  pure  freshness  of  the  mind's  young  bloom, 
Onoe  loBl,  revives  alone  in  worlds  beyond  the  tomb. 

But  thou— thine  hour  of  agony  is  o'er. 

And  thy  brief  race  in  brilliance  hath  been  rtm, 

While  Faith,  that  bids  fond  natm^e  grieveno  more, 

Tells  that  thy  crown — though  not  on  earth — is  won. 

Thou,  of  the  world  so  earlyleft,  hast  known 

Nouant  but  the  bloom  and  aunshine — end  for  thee, 

Child  of  propitious  stars  J  for  Ihee  alone. 

The  course  of  love  ran  smooth,*  and  brightly  fiee — 

Not  long  such  bliss  to  mortal  could  be  given. 

It  is  enough  for  earUi  to  catch  one  glimpse  of  heaven. 

What  fhongh,  ere  yet  the  noon-jay  of  thy  ferae 
Rose  in  its  glory  on  (bine  England's  eye. 
The  grave's  deep  shadows  o'er  thy  prospect  came  I 
Ours  IS  that  loss — and  thou  wert  blest  to  die ! 
Thou  mighl'at  have  lived  to  dark  and  evil  years. 
To  mourn  thy  people  changed,  Iby  skies  o'ercast ; 
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DEATH  OF  THE  PEINCESS  CHAKLOTTB. 

But  thy  spring  mom  wos  all  undimm'd  by  tears. 
And  tlioB  wen  lored  and  cheriah'd  to  the  last ! 
Aud  tby  young  name,  ne'er  breathed  in  tudec  tone, 
Thus  dying,  thou  hast  left  to  love  and  grief  alone. 


Where  dimly  shines  to  thee  that  mortal  ci , 

Whii'h  esxlh  diaplay'd  to  claim  thee  fiom  the  dues. 
Loolc  down !  and  if  thy  spirit  yet  retain 
Memory  of  aught  that  once  wea  fondly  dear, 
Soolhe..  though  unaeen,  the  hearts  that  moiuu  in  vain. 
And,  in  their  hours  of  Inneluiess — he  near ! 
Blest  was  thy  lot  e'en  here — and  one  fiiinl  sigh. 
Oh !  lell  ihose  hearts,  hatli  made  that  bliss  eternity ! 

mi>.  33,  isn. 
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L  ANNOTATIONS, 


CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS 


eoQslats  princlprilly  nf 
,  .-, -js  of  Mrs.  Hemaos's  0/ 


Jeco: — th&y  uta  Chmo&aa.  MeuiBIaBio,  FlllctOrs  Fostorint,  Lapc  de 

Jnsn  de  Tboh,  TarquHto  and  Bsmsrdo  Tuao,  Fetraica,  Flslro  Bern 
bo,  Lofenzlnl,  OessiHT,  OhanHea,  Guclluo  de  Tega;  ntinies  cm- 
IvaclDE  Almost  evoryluigniige  in  whlcti  (he  muse  has  fbiiod  a  taDgue 
In  Enrope.  Many  of  thaaa  trajulaOooB  an  very  preOy,  bnl  It  would 
be  leso  intensljiig  lo  telect  any  o(  Ihem  for  elutlon,  si  our  re&decB 
nUght  oat  be  pusMssed  of  or  Boquolaled  wilh  die  originals.  We  wUl 
pasa  oo.  Iherubie,  lo  Hm  loiter  put  of  (ha  Tolame,  which  cQntaius 
mnchdat  la  TOTT  pIsBalngand  bsautUhl.  The  poem  whLch  we  are 
About  ro  tfansBrlbe  la  ou  a  nil^&el  oflen  iraated— and  no  wonder ;  It 
would  be  haj^  to  nnd  annlhcrwhlrh  cmbrnceaao  many  oftheele- 

eboly  and  pemJVEi  hoy..  -  -u.'li   m  .!■-  -ulih^o  of  Ihe  Ideas  of  tender 


know  «0ltttlB0f  Ihc  ]. , L  .  i..,]i  WH  stand  by  Iheeravfl 

of  hlmwhomwertti-iii  m.i.i  ,■■  ■  II. ■it.  i  We  tliouslitirf  death  mill  be 
minted  vlth  some  awe  and  uncertainly ;  bnc  the  gracious  promises 
of  sciiptore  leave  do  doubt  e^  to  the  blesBedness  of  departed  loihnbt ; 
BDdwheawBtbliikwhatlher  son  are  and  whatthay  might  baTe 
beeii>  what  ibej  now  en^oy  nod  what  they  might  have  suffered  ] 
what  they  bavB  now  gaJned  fuid  what  they  might  nave  lost,  we  may 
indeed,  yearn  to  fellow  them ;  bnt  we  most  bo  selfish  Indeed,  lo  wish 
them  ualn  '  conslialned'  lo  dwell  In  these  tenemeots  of  p^ln  rmi4 
sormw.  The  'Sirge  of  s  Child,'  which  follows,  embodies  Ihe^e 
IhoughB  and  feelings,  bat  in  mma  beautiful  order  and  langnaga  :— 


^nrttrls  JietFMH 
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ITALIAN  LITERATURE, 


B  BASVIGLIAh'!  OF  MONTI. 


ji-ieLs  IrriEable,  impasstoned,  vortribl«  toexceas^  he  Is  niwaysaclU' 
ubjd  by  Ihe  impulse  of  ttie  moment.  WlmlEVCT  he  feela.  is  felt  with 
the  most  eothusiaaUc  veheniencH.  He  Bees  the  ainccta  of  bis 
Ihoiight'.— Ilier  nte  pteseiil,  n.nrl  clothed  with  Itre—helore  him.  ani) 

another  species  of  pahiting,  he  nialtes  the  art  of  the  poet  coosjst  In 
rendering  Hppaientio  the  eyes  of  nil  tba^Dtiuw  cceiLted  by  his  iD>- 

whioh  dLiea  DOt  oontalQ  iin  Image.  Deeply  Imprened  by  the  study  of 
Daute  he  hns  restored  to  Che  eharacter  of  Itnllarj  peetry  those  se 
vete  and  eiolled  beauties  by  which  It  wni  dlsUogDliibed  aX  Its  birth , 
anlha  proceeds  ftora  oneplctnFe  tuauollierwlthagraDdeuf  ond^lg^ 
nity  peculiar  to  bifliBelfl    It  la  exlmordlimry  that,  with  Botnetbing  so 

a  cheracttir  should  not  be  regulated  by  iqlndplee  of  greater  conslat- 
eocy  la  many  other  poet),  this  defect  might  pais  unohierved :  lini 
EircumslancM  have  Ihrovu  the  fullest  light  upoo  Uie  yeissUllly  o( 

variJusItallsDrevuluUons,  he  haa  eonBtaatly  ehoaen  political  sub 
Jecis  tor  lilfl  compoaltlonia,  uid  ho  has  successively  celewaied  opposite 
parties  ip  pToportlDn  to  their  luccaas.  Let  ua  suppene,  la  his  lusUA^ 
calinn  that  he  compose)  as  an  ImptorlBatnre,  aod  that  his  ttoliogs, 
becombig  highly  eidled  by  lbs  glien  theme,  be  selua  the  pnlitlcal 
ideas  it  suggests  bowerer  tbrelgD  they  may  he  to  bLa  iDdTvldrial  sen- 
Unienit  •  lo  these  pollfical  poeme— lire  olject  and  pnrpon  of  which 
are  so  djBbrent — the  InrendoD  and  mimaer  are,  perhaps,  but  loo  sim- 
ilar    Tbe  Sanifhma,  oTpoomon  the  death  of  Baiville.  Is  the  most 

MoDti  whoaiwayaimitaledl^le 
llaled  himself 
H\«h  Bussvllle  was  the  French 
■     the  people,  for  attempting 
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]g  world;  and  thli  hllhfnl  gulds,  vrhacaninlH  and  ii 
Dseir,  Ihlnlu),  faitl 


lion,  lo  eicile  s  seiHtton  Bgalnsl  Ihe  Ponllfioal  eovetnoienl.  Mooll, 
who  was  then  lliH  pool  oflbe  Pope,  as  he  has  sineo  been  of  the  Be 
-THibllc,  suppose)  UuLl,  at  the  owment  of  Baa>rille'H  death,  he  Is  saved 
by  a  EQddeu  TepGn(ance,t^oia  the  condemnalloD  which  h^s  philosophic 
cal  prlnidpleB  bad  tnarltecl.  Bnl,  as  a  punlshmBDt  fat  his  guill,  and 
a  enHilnite  tor  ihe  »ins  oT  pwE^torr.  lie  is  ooidiniQed  bv  Divine 
Jratiee  comverse  Sana),  anal  IlierrlDies  of  thai  couDlrr  have 
rectdyed  their  duo  ehas£l9flmeDt,aDd  doomed  tocontemplate  the  tnls- 

eTLOhdtbe  pnwraas  of  the  fievoluUoiL 

Aa  uii^of  neaTsn  condiictA  BuavUle  f>om  prcivtnce  to  province, 
thatheinay  behold  the  desolalioa  of  his  lovely:  oounlry.    "«  tHen 

death  of  Lonls  ZVL/and  aJterwarda  ahovs  hijo  the  Allied  armies 
m^pored  to  burst  upon  France^  and  aven^  the  Ijload  of  her  king. 
The  poem  c^icludes  before  the  Isiua  of  (he  contesl  la  known.    II  is 

(srai  !*»«,  like  the  poEjn  of  Dante.  IVol  only  many  eiproasions.  eid- 
Ihels,  and  lines,  are  liorraweil  from  Ihe  DivlDe  Comedy,  but  Ihe  In- 
— ..._  . — ,r  J.  -..oiigr.    An  angel  condncls  BasTlUe  Ihrough  •■-■ 

„ ,  __dthl«lWlhfB;— ■■-  -■ ■ ■• 

the  tBeaator-kirs  of  the  poem,  ai 
is  pertbrmed  by  Vlrjdl  In  Daole. 
euJ^rs,  etaetly  aa  Dante  would  h 
any  tracea  of  his  rsvalntianaiy  character ;  he  descrllKB  him  as  del 
Ing  more  pity  than  remorse,  and  ha  seems  Iq  forget.  In  tlius  Idenliiy 
injf  bim^lf  with  his  hero,  that  he  has  at  d»t  represented  Basviiia, 
and  perhaps  wlthaat  foundation,  as  an  inlldel  and  a  ferocious  revo- 
Intionlal.  The  Bstalgllatui  la,  perhaps,  mora  rediarkable  than  any 
other  poem  fbr  tiie  m^sty  of  lu  verte,  the  suhLliolty  of  Its  expres- 


Be  the  earth  light  ijpon  thee,  mild  the  shower, 
And  sofi  die  lireeie's  wing,  till  thai  dread  hour ; 
Nor  let  the  wand'rer,  passing  o'er  thee,  breatlie 
Words  of  ksen  mauk  to  tiie  dust  heneath. 
Sleep  thou  in  peace !  beyond  the  funeral  pyre. 
There  live  no  flames  of  vengeance  or  of  ire, 
And  "midst  high  hearts  I  leaye  thee,  on  a  ^ote, 
Where  mercy  s  home  hath  been  from  days  of  yore. 

Thus,  to  ila  earthly  fonn,  the  apirit  cried, 
Then  tum'd  to  follow  ia  celestial  guide, 
But  with  a  downcast  mien,  a  pensive  Kgft, 
A  hng'riiig  step,  and  oft  rovorted  eye — 
As  when  a  child's  reluctant  feel  ahey 
Its  mother's  voice,  and  slowly  leave  its  play. 

Nigh 
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And  rising  in  sheir  flight,  on  that  proud  dome, 
WbOBB  walls  enelitina  the  guardian  saint  of  Romi 
Lo !  where  a  cherub-lbrm  suhlimely  towet'd, 
"  W  dreadfid  in  his  giory  f  sternly  lower'd 


Wrath  in  his  kingly  afpect :  C 

Ctf  the  bright  seven,  wliow;  daazling  Bplecdi 

On  high  omidst  the  burning  lamps  of  heave 


Seen  ui  the  dread,  o'erwhelming  visions  given. 
To  the  tapl  seer  of  PalnioB.    Wheels  of  Ire 
Seem'd  ias  fletce  eyes,  all  klndliiig  in  their  ire, 
And  his  loose  Ireeaes,  fioaljne  as  he  stood, 
A  comet's  glare,  presaging  woe  and  blood. 
He  waved  his  sword ;  its  red,  terrific  light. 
With  fearful  radiance  tinged  the  clouds  of  night. 
While  his  left  hand  sustam'd  a  shield  so  vast, 
Far  o'er  the  Vatieaii  beneath  was  cast 
Its  broad,  pratecting  shadow.    As  the  plume 
Of  the  stntng  eagle  ^i«ads  in  shelteiiiig  gloom 
O'er  its  young  brood,  as  yet  untaudit  to  soar ; 
And  while,  ail  trembline  at  the  whirlwind's  roar. 
Each  hnmbler  bird  shrinks  cowering  in  its  nest. 
Beneath  that  wine  oi'  power,  and  ample  breast, 
They  sleep  tmheeding ;  while  the  stomi  on  high 
BrcaJia  not  their  caltti  and  proud  security. 


The  air  was  heavy,  and  the  brooding  skies 
Loolt'd  fraught  with  omens,  as  lo  bannoiiize 
With  his  pale  aspect.    Through  the  forest  round 
Not  a  leaf  whisper'd — and  the  only  sound 
That  broke  the  sUUnesB  was  a  streamlet's  moan 
Murmuring  amidst  the  rocks  with  plamlive  tone. 
As  if  a  storm  within  the  woodland  bowers 
Were  gathering.    On  they  moved— and  lo  !  the  toi 
Of  a  fer  city  1    Neater  now  they  drew  ; 
And  all  reveai'd,  expanding  on  their  view. 
The  Babylon,  the  scene  of  crimes  and  woes- 
Paris,  the  guilty,  the  devoted,  rose ! 


Enter'd  that  evil  city.    Onward  pasa'd 

The  heavenly  bemg  first,  with  biow  o'ercast 

And  troubled  mien,  while  in  his  gloriona  eyes 

Teare  had  obscured  the  splendor  of  the  ^ies. 

Pale  with  dismay,  the  tremblmg  spirit  saw 

That  altei'd  aspect,  and,  jn  brea.tbless  awe, 

Mark'd  the  strange  alenee  round.    The  deep-toiicd  swell 

Of  life's  fiill  tide  was  hnsh'd  ;  the  sacred  bell. 
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Ol'labor  or  of  miith,  and  in  their  slead 
Tetror  and  sdlin^ss,  boding  ^^ns  of  woe, 
Euqniring  glances,  rumors  whisper'd  low, 
Quesdons  haJf-utter*d,  iealous  loolca  that  keep 
A  feBriiil  watch  around,  ami  sadness  deep 
That  weighs  upon  the  heart ;  and  voices,  hemd 
At  intervale,  in  manj  a  broken  word — 
Voices  of  molhetB,  trembling  as  they  press'd 
'"'"' "" ""  '"''"It  closer  to  their  breaat; 


'Voices  of  wivea,  with  fond  implorine  orit 

And  the  wild  eloquence  oftCEus  aniTaigh-, 

On  their  own  thre«iolds  striving  to  detam 

Their  fierce,  unpatieot  lords  ;  Oat  weak  and  vain 

Allection's  gentle  bonds,  in  mat  dread  hottr 

Of  Kile  andliiry — Ijove  hath  lost  hia  power! 

For  evil  apirita  are  abroad,  the  air 

Breathes  of  their  influence  j  Druid  phwtoms  there. 

Fired  hj  Chat  thiist  for  victuna,  which  of  old 

Raged  in  their  bosoms,  £erc8  and  micontrull'd. 

Rush,  in  ierpcious  transport,  lo  survey 

The  deepest  crime  that  e'er  hath  dimra'd  the  day. 

Blood,  human  blood,  bath  stain'd  their  vests  and  hair, 

On  the  winds  tossing,  with  a  sanguine  clam. 

Scattering  red  showers  around  them  !  &ming  branch 

■    '  .  Bcourges  m  their  restless  hands 

.1,.! iihets  lift  on  high 

■n'd  bowl,  and  hurrying  by 
■With  touch  of  Sre,  contagions  fary  dart 
'  Through  human  veins,  fesl  kindling  to  the  heart. 
Then  comes  the  rush  of  crowds !  rastrtun'd  no  mora, 
Fast  &om  each  home  the  frenzied  inmates  pour ; 
From  every  heart  affrighted  mercy  flies, 
While  her  soft  voice  amidst  the  tumult  dies. 
Then  the  earth  trembles,  as  from  street  to  street 
The  tramp  of  steeds,  tiie  press  of  baelening  feet, 
The  roll  erf  wheels,  oil  mingling  in  the  breeio. 
Come  deepenmg  onward,  as  the  Ewell  of  seas 
Heard  at  the  dead  of  midnight;  or  the  moan 
Of  distant  tempests,  or  the  hollow  tone 
Of  the  fer  bonder !    Then  what  fecluigs  ptesa'd, 
0  wretched  Basville  !  on  thy  fluiltv  breast ; 
'What  pangs  were  ihine,  thus  fated  to  behold 
Death's  awful  banner  to  the  winds  unfold ! 
To  aeei  the  axe,  the  scaiTold,  raised  on  high, 
■"'      '    •  ■       ■'     !e  of  the  murderer's   """ 


Dragg'd  to  a  felon's  death!     

'Midst  that  wild  throng,  is  loftily  SGrene ; 

And  his  step  falteiB  not.    0,  hearts  unmoved ! 

Where  have  you  borne  your  monarch  7 — He  who  loved— 
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Loved  you  so  well ! — Behold !  ihe  eun  graws  pale. 

Shrouding  his  glory  in  a  learfal  veil ! 

The  misW  air  fi  siienl,  as  in  dread, 

And  ihe  dim  sky,  wim  aliadowy  glooin  o'erspread, 

Wliile  aainla  and  mattyra,  Bpirits  of  the  blest, 

Iiook  down,  all  weeping,  from  their  tioweis  of  rest. 

In  that  dread  moment,  to  the  f^tal  pile 
The  regal  viufei  came  ;  end  rBiseJ  the  n'  " 


Uf  of  that  kingly  look : 
And  0  stranjge  thrill  of  pity,  halPrenew'd, 
itan  through  the  bosoms  of  the  multitude. 


E'en  for  his  murderera  pray'd,  m  thst  dark  hour 
When  his  soul  yielded  to  affliction's  power  i 
And  the  winde  bore  his  dying  cry  iibioad — 
"  Hast  thou  forsaken  me,  my  God  !  my  God  ?" 
E'en  thus  the  monarch  stood  ;  his  prayer  arose, 
Thus  calling  down  forgiveness  on  his  fees — 
"  To  Thee  my  spirit  I  commend,"  he  cried  ; 
"  And  my  lose  people,  Father,  be  their  guide !" 


And  her  lungs  tremble  oi 


THE  ALCESTIS  OF  ALFIERI. 
The  Alcssth  of  i^FiEai  la  said  to  have  been  ihe  laEi  iragedy  be 

•HoiM  nppeni  as  If  Ihe  pure  anil  eiatled  afiecUou  by  wbich  the  Ijii- 
peiuoaLiy  of  Mb  fiery  spirit  was  ameliorated  duriag  the  latter  years  of 
his  life,  had  Impresaed  IG  whole  character  i>n  IhlB  work,  &£  a  record 
of  tbal  domestic  bftpplnsas  In  whose  bosom  bis  heart  at  leogtb  found 

"  l^ver  at  the  core,"  Out  humlng  ImpaUence  of  restmint,  and  those 
iDcessanC  snii  unlainable  aspliatloiis  after  a  wider  spbeie  at  aeUon, 
b;  which  liis  youUi  waa  cuDSmned^  bat  the  poetry  ot  ^keiiie  jauat 

tic  IlGS,wfbu''£^^ileiDesr'af  their  dissDluIUm.  The  Interest  of 
the  piece,  however,  Ihongb  entirely  domeitle,  la  not  fbramoirietit  al- 
lowed to  lajiMiish,  aor  iloea  \ho  GDujugal  afifacHon,  which  Jbrms  the 
malDSprlDg^  tlie  acUoa,  ever  deeenenLla  into  tiie  pattoml  Insipidity 
of  MeKstftBio.  The  chaiacler  of  Alcestts  herself;  with  all  its  lofty 
farlilude,  heroic  affection,  and  subdued  anguish,  powerfully  recalls 
17* 
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oiBslerpieces  of  Greek  sculpture,  Innhlch  lli«  expression  of  tnei 
X  bodily  sufiferine  Is  novar  allowed  to  Imnsgress  the  Umils  of  bea 
ind  iDbiliDitr.  The  nnlan  of  dignity  end  aMiclion  impressing  ir 
than  BOitbly  gnndaiir  on  the  canntenimce  of  N^obe,  would  lie,  | 
hapi,  the  beattllustniUaii  of  this  analogy. 

The  (bllDwiiQ  icona.  In  which  Alcesds  Hnoouiices  lo  Pheres, 
aiheiof  Aflmelns,  the  terms  upon  which  tho  oracle  of  Dsiphos 
dsclarod  (hat  his  son  inB.y  be  restored,  has  ssldoDi  bean  surpassei 
the  Bulbar,  even  in  his  most  celehrsleil  produdjoos.    Ii  is,  hnwe 


ACT  L-ScENE  II. 

Ale.  Weep  thou  no  more :  0  !  monnrch,  dry  lliy  Ictiia, 
For  know,  he  shall  not  die ;  not  now  Bliall  Fa:e 
BereavB  Ihee  of  thy  son. 

Phe.  What  mean  thy  words  1 
Hath  then  Apollo— is  there  then  a  hope  t 

Ale.  Yes !  hope  for  thee — hope,  by  the  voice  announced 
From  the  prophetic  cave.    Nor  would  I  yield 
To  other  hps  the  tidings,  meet  aione 
For  thee  to  hear  ftom  mine. 

Fhe.  But  say !  oh !  eay, 
Shall  then  my  son  be  spared  7 

Ale.  He  BhaJl  to  thee. 
Thus  hath  Apollo  said — AlceaCia  thna 
Coniirma  the  oracle — be  thou  secure. 

Pie.  O  BoondB  ofjoy !  He  lives ! 

AU.  But  not  for  this. 
Think  that  e'en  for  thU  the  stranger  Joy 
Shall  yet  revisit  these  devoted  walls. 

FAe.  Can  there  be  grief  when  from  his  bed  of  death 
Admelna  tises  ?  What  deep  mystery  lurks 
Within  thy  words  T  What  mean'st  ^u  1  Gracious  Heaven ! 
Thou,  whos!  deep  love  is  all  his  own,  who  hew'st 
The  tidings  of  his  safety,  and  dost  bear 
Transport  and  lite  in  thit  glad  oracle 
To  hia  despairing  sire ;  thy  cheek  is  tinged 
With  death,  and  on  thy  pure  ingenuoos  brow. 
To  the  brief  lightning  of  a  sudden  joy, 
Shades  dark  aa  night  succeed,  and  dion  art  wrapt 
Si  iroobled  silence— apeak '.  oh,  speak  ! 

Ate.  The  gods 
rhemselves  have  limitations  to  their  power 
Impassable,  eternal — and  their  will 
Resists  not  the  tremendous  laws  of  fate : 
Nor  small  the  boon  they  grant  thee  in  the  liie 
Of  thy  restored  Admelus. 
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Fhe.  In  thy  looks 
There  is  expi-esBion,  more  than  in  thy  woiite, 
Which  thriUa  my  Bhuddetin^  heart,    DeclBre,  wlisl  te 
Can  render  faXai  lu  thyself  and  us. 
The  rescoed  Hfe  of  him  thy  BonL  Bdores) 

Ale.  O&ther!  cuuld  my  silence  aught  avail 
To  keep  that  fearful  secret  from  thine  ear, 
9tm  should  it  rest  unheard,  till  all  fiilfili'd 
Were  the  dread  sacrifice.    But  vain  the  wish; 
And  since  too  soon,  too  well  it  must  be  knowa, 
Hear  it  from  me. 

Fhe.  Throughout  my  curdling  veins 
Runa  a  cold,  dea^i-like  horror ;  and  I  feel 
I  am  not  all  a  iether.    la  my  heart 


Mure  than  a^ugbter ;  and  thine  infant  race, 
The  cheri^*d  hope  and  glory  of  my  age  ; 
And,  onimpoired  by  time,  williin  my  Breast, 
High,  holy,  and  unalterable  love 
For  her,  the  partner  of  my  cares  and  joya, 
Dwells  pure  and  perfect  yet.    Bethink  Uiee,  then. 
In  what  suspense  what  agony  of  tear 


H            1  bs  1     Al      Us!— S    hwasl 
Al      Ij       h       ]  gfssp   f  d    ih 

Wilheimg  a  certain  prey.    Apollo  thence 
Hnth  BnatchM  him,  and  another  in  bis  stead. 
Though  not  an  equal— Cwho  can  equal  him  J) 
Must  fall  a  volnnlary  sacrifice. 
Another,  of  his  lineBge  oi  '    ' ' 
By  closest  bonds  u"—^  - 
To  the  dark  realm 
Who  thaa  alone  is™ 

Fhe.  WhatdoIhearJ 
Woe  to  us,  woe !— wliat  vicdm  ?— who  shall  b« 
Accepted  in  his  stead  t 

Ale.  The  di«ad  exchanee 
E'en  now,  O  fiither !  hath  been  made  ;  the  prey 
fe  ready,  nor  is  who'ly  worthless  him 
For  ivhom  'lis  freely  ofter'd.    Nor  wilt  thou. 
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O  mighty  goddes  of  th'  infernal  shndes ! 
Whose  image  eaiic^ea  lixis  direaldd  floor, 
DiadBlii  the  victim. 

Pht.  All  prepHred  the  prer ! 
And  to  our  blood  allied !  O  Hsaven  !— and  7M 
Thou  bad'st  me  weep  no  more  ! 

Alo.  Yes !  thus  I  said, 
And  thus  again  I  say,  thou  shall  not  weep 
Tliy  eon'a,  nor  I  deplore  my  nuaband'a  doom. 
Let  him  be  saved,  and  other  sounds  of  woe 
Less  deep.less  mournful  fer,  shall  here  be  heHrd, 
ThanthoBe  Ma  death  had  caused. — With  some  few  leara 
But  g^ief,  and  mingled  with  a  gleuit  of  joy. 
E'en  whEe  the  invokntary  tribute  lasts. 
The  victira  shall  be  honor*d  who  reaign'd 
Life  for  Admetus.^Would'st  thou  know  the  prey, 
The  vow'd,  the  willing,  the  devoted  one, 
Offei-d  and  hallow'd  to  th"  infernal  gods. 
Father!— 'lis  L 

Pie.  What  hast  thou  done  1  0  Heaven  ! 
What  hast  thou  done !— And  tliink'si  thou  he  is  saved 
By  Buch  a  comnnctl — Think'et  thou  he  can  live 
Bereft  of  thee  t-Of  thee  hia  light  of  hfe, 
Eiis  very  soul  [ — Of  thee,  beloved  fee  mora 
Than  he  loved  parenta — than  bis  t^dren  more — 
More  than  himseif!—Oh!  no,  it  shall  not  be! 
T/um  perish,  0  Alcestis !  in  me  flower 
Of  thy  young  beautv ! — perish,  and  destroy 
Not  mm,  not  him  alone,  but  us,  but  all, 
Who  as  a  child  adore  thee  !    Desolate 
Would  be  tho  throne,  the  kingdom,  reft  of  thee. 
And  tbink^Bt  Ihou  not  of  diose  whose  tender  yeara 
Demand  thy  care  1 — thy  children !  think  of  them  ! 
O  thou,  the  source  of  each  domestic  ioy, 
"Thou,  in  whose  life  alone  Adnietus  lives. 
His  glory,  his  delist,  thou  shalt  not  die 
Whuo  I  can  die  for  thee ! — Me,  me  alone, 
The  oracle  demands — a  withered  stem. 
Whose  task,  whose  duty,  is  for  him  to  die, 
Mff  moe  ia  run — the  fulness  of  my  yeais, 
aded  hopes  of  age,  and  all  the  love 
li  hath  its  dwelhiig  in  a  &*'■»■'■'  '—"■• 

jhe  fond  pity,  halfwith  w 

Inspired  by  thee,  whose  youth ' 

So  richly  &  endow'd ;  all,  all  ui 

I'd  grave  in  adumant  the  just  decree. 
That  I  must  die.    But  then,  I  bid  the  live  ! 
Pheres  commands  thee  O  Alcestis—live ! 
Ne'er,  ne'er  shall  woman's  youthlul  love  surpas* 
An  aged  sire's  devotedness. 

Ale.  I  know 
Thy  lofty  Boul,  thy  fond  paternal  love ; 
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Pherea,  I  know  them  well,  and  nol  in  vain 
Strove  to  aniicipale  Iheir  high  reeolves. 
But  if  in  silence  I  have  heard  thy  words, 
Now  cBlmly  liel  to  mine,  and  Ihon  ahall  07 


!e  would  perish  ; — to  the  shrir 

Ale.  Stay,  stay  thee !  'lis  too  late. 
Already  hath  consenting  Fmseipine, 
From  the  remote  abysEes  of  her  realms, 
Heard  and  accepted  the  tetr  tic  vow 
Which  binds  me,  with  indisaoluble  lies. 
To  death.    And  I  am  firm,  and  well  I  know 
None  can  deprive  me  of  tlie  awiiil  right 
That  vow  hath  won. 

Yes  I  thou  mayst  weep  my  fote. 
Mourn  for  me,  father !  but  thou  const  not  blame 
My  lofty  purpose.    Oh '.  the  mote  endear'd 
My  life  by  every  tie—the  more  I  feel 
Dcath'e  biteemeas,  the  more  my  saorifico 
In  worthy  of  Admetus.    I  descend 


In  thy  presence  here 
Again  I  utter  the  tremendous  vow. 
Now  more  than  half  fuli^il'd.    I  lie),  I  know 
Its  dread  efiijcta.    Thi'ough  all  my  burning  veins 
Th'  insatiate  fever  revels.    Doubt  is  o'er. 
The  Monarch  of  the  Dead  hath  heard — he  calls, 
He  summons  me  away — and  thou  art  saved, 
O  my  Admetus ! 

In  the  opening  of  II18  tWrd  act,  Alcestis  eiilors,  with   1 
feel  of  PtDserpine-B  Btalne.'  Tlie  following  scene  ensnea  belvti 

Ale,  Here,  O  my  feilhful  handmaids  I  at  the  feel 
Of  Proserpine's  dread  image  spread  my  couch, 
For  I  myself  e'en  now  must  ofler  lieve 
The  victim  she  recftires.    And  yon  meanwhile, 
Mychildteu!  seekyourmre.    Behold  him  there. 
Sad,  alent,  and  alone.    But  through  his  veins 
Health's  geoia!  ciurent  flows  once  more,  as  free 
As  in  his  brightest  days :  and  he  shall  Uve — 
Shall  Uve  for  yon.    Go,  hang  upon  his  neck. 
And  with  your  innocent  encircling  aims 
Tvrine  round  him  fondly. 

Sum.  Gui  it  be  indeed. 


:■;  tTSd^ 
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father,  loved  fathei-!  that  we  eee  tliee  llius 
Reatoted  1    Wlial  joy  ia  outs ! 

Adm.    There  ia  no  joy ! 
Speak  not  of  joy !  away,  away !  my  grief 
la  wild  and  despenite  ;  cling  to  me  no  more 
i  know  not  of  aSeotion,  and  I  feel 
No  more  a  fallier. 

Bam.  Oh '.  what  words  are  these '! 
Are  we  no  more  Ihy  children  ?    Are  we  nol 
Thine  ownl    Sweet  eisler !  twine  nrouiid  his  neiik 
More  close  ;  he  must  return  tbe  tend  embrace. 

J  dm.    0  children  1  0  ni^  children !  to  my  soul 

Everysoirad 

Of  yonr  eofl  aocente  but  too  well  recalls 
The  voiue  which  wos  the  muac  of  my  life. 
Alcestia !  my  Alces^ ! — was  she  nol 
Of  bU  her  sex  the  flower  T    Was  woman  e'er 
Adored  like  her  before  1    Yet  thia  in  she, 
The  cold  of  heart,  th'  migratefnl,  who  hath  left 
Her  husband  andherinSntsI    This  is  she, 
O  my  deserted  childi-en !  who  at  once 
Bereaves  von  of  your  parenls. 

AU.  Woe  is  me! 
(  hear  the  bitter  and  reproachful  cr 


My  handmaida,  ri^. , „ .  — ,_ 

To  the  distracted  mourner.    Bear  me  iience, 

riiat  he  may  bear  and  see  me. 
Adm.  Is  it  thou  1 

A.nd  do  I  aee  thee  s^l  1  and  com'st  thou  thus 

To  comfort  me,  AkesSs !    Must  I  hear 

The  dying  nccenta  tkas  ?    Alas !  return 

To  thy  SM  couch,  retnra  I  'tia  meet  ibr  me 

There  by  thy  side  for  ever  to  -remain. 
Ale.  -For  me  thy  care  is  vain.    Though  meet  for  ihei,— 
Adm.  O  voice !  O  looba  of  death '.  are  theae,  aro  thsM, 

riiua  darkly  shrouded  with  mortality, 

rhe  eyes  that  were  the  sunbeams  and  the  life 

Ifmy  fond  eoui?    Alas!  how  faint  a  — 


Falls  from  theh  indEd  oilis,  so  brilliant  oi 


Alcesds !  and  thy  feeble  hand  support 
With  its  last  power,  supports  my  sinking  head, 
Cen  now,  while  death  is  on  thee  !  Oh !  the  touch 
Eleldndles  tenfold  frenzy  ill  my  heart, 
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I  iTish.  X  fiy  impetuous  to  the  shiiae, 
The  image  of  yon  mlUes?  Deily, 
Impatient  for  her  ptey.    Sefota  thy  death. 
There,  there,  1  too,  Belf-sacrifioed,  will  fell. 

Vain  ia  each  obaeaole — In  wun  the  gods 
Themselves  would  cheek  my  liuy— I  am  lord 
Of  my  own  days—and  dius  I  swear — 

Ak.  Tea !  swear. 
Admetus  I  for  tii;  children  to  sustain 
The  load  of'life.    Ail  ot!ier  impioizs  vows, 
Which  thou,  a  rebel  to  the  sovereign  will 
Of  those  who  rule  on  hiah,  might'st  dare  to  foiin 
Within  thy  breast ;  thy  Tip,  by  them  enohain'd, 
Would  vaiuly  seek  to  utter. — See'at  thou  not. 
It  is  from  than  the  inspiration  flows. 
Which  in  my  language  breathesl     They  lend  me  po 
They  bid  ma  through  thy  etrengthen'd  eoul  irajiefuse 
High  coumge,  noble  conatancy.     Submit, 
Bow  down  10  them  Ihy  epiiit    Be  thou  culm ; 
Be  near  me.    Aid  me.    In  the  dread  extreme 
To  which  I  now  approach,  fiom  whom  but  thee 
Should  comfort  be  derived !     AiHict  me  not, 
In  such  an  hoiu',  with  nnguieh  worse  ^an  death. 
O  ftithful  and  beloved  support  me  Btill '. 


lion  will  give  out  leaderaa  faint  idea  of  lh«  one' by  which 

Ale.  Mychildren!  all  is  finieh'd.    NowfiieweH". 
To  Ihj  fond  care,  O  Pheres !  I  commit 
My  widow'J  lord,  foisake  him  not. 

Suin.  Alas! 
Sweet  mother!  wilt  thou  leave  usi  from  tliy  side 
Are  we  for  ever  parted  1 

Pke.  Team  forbid 
All  utterance  of  our  woes.    Bereft  of  aense, 
More  lifeless  than  the  dying  victim,  sec 
The  desolate  Admetue.    Faithet  yet. 
Still  farther,  let  us  bear  him  &um  the  Mght 
Of  hia  Alcestis. 

Ak.  0  my  handmaids !  still 
Lend  me  your  p'ons  aid,  and  tlins  compose 
With  sacred  modraty  these  torpid  limbs 
When  death's  last  pang  is  o'er. 

Cfei-BS. 

Alas !  how  weak 
Her  Btttiggling  voice !  that  last  keen  pang  is  ne 


uah'd,  be  ailenl,  in  dila  hour  of  dread ! 
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S  LITER  AT  UHE, 


Upon  Ihy  faithful  breast, 
he  head  Ihal  sinks  with  mortal  pain  oj 
And  ihoa  asaistaace  lend 
To  close  the  languid  eye, 


— .  anguish  struggles  in  the  parting  hienth 

Ere  yet  immortal  life 

Be  won  by  death  ! 
Death!  death!  ihy  work  complete  ! 
Let  tiiy  sad  hour  be  iJeet, 
Speed,  in  tby  mercy,  tLs  releasing  sigh  1 

Na  more  keen  pangs  impart 

To  her,  tha  high  in  heart, 
Th'  adored  Alcest)s,  worthy  ne'er  to  die. 
CliBTua  of  Admetaa. 

'Tis  not  enough,  oh  no! 
To  hide  the  scene  of  anguish  from  his  even , 

Still  must  our  eilentliand 

Around  him  watchful  stand. 
And  on  the  mourner  ceaseless  care  beetoWi 
That  his  ear  catch  not  grief  "s  fiinei-SEil  cries. 

Yet,  yet  hope  is  not  dead. 

All  is  not  lost  below. 
While  yet  the  gods  have  pity  on  our  woe 

Oft  when  all  joy  is  fled, 

Heaven  lends  support  to  those 
Who  on  its  care  in  pious  hope  repose. 

Then  to  the  blessed  skies 
Let  our  submissive  prayers  in  chorus  rise 

Pray !  how  the  knee  nnd  pray  ! 
What  oilier  task  have  mortaia,  bom  to  tesni. 
Whom  fote  controls  with  adamantine  sway? 

Oh  ruler  of  the  spheres ! 
Jove !  Jove !  enthroned  immortally  on  high. 

Our  supplies  lion  hear! 

Nor  plunge  in  bitterest  woes 
Himjwho  norfoolstep  moves  nor  iifia  his  eye 

But  as  a  child,  wJiich  only  Icnows 


^  vhetice  hU  mnn  c^u  ^f 
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p&llent  of  cnntrol.  might  have  been  the  princlpuL  I'alise  ofDfienei 

casing  tower  over  Ihe  mlnda  of  on  oliediaat  army ;  and,  nol  censid 
Dg  It  eipglient  lo  diiulaee  him,  Ihay  lesnlved  Dpon  Mb  destruDtiOD 
rhia  trac«dy,  which  la  ibrmad  upon  the  model  of  Che  English  am 
rcoBiL  drBDiB,  coiupdass  llie  hlsloif  of  dumacnata'a  life,  frotn  thi 


ISBdoa  Id  IlalV;  The  Bat  act  opena  In  Tenlce,  In  the  ball  of  the 
SenalB.  The  Doge  ptoimes  that  Ihe  Ooaac  dl  Caimagnola  ahould 
he  caasDlted  on  the  pnaecled  Isagne  between  the  Bepuljllc  and  the 
Florentines,  aeoInBl  the  Dnke  lit  Milan.  To  thli  ivll  wee ;  and  the 
Countls  introduced.    He  beeina  bvjustifying  his  conduct  ftnm  tlie 


From  the  high,  plsce  my  blood  had  dearly  won, 

And  when  rsought  hia  presence,  to  appeHJ 

For  justice  there,  'twas  rain !  my  foes  had  form'd 


Around  hia  tooiie  a  baitier ;  e'en  my  life 
Became  the  mark  of  halted,  but  in  thia 
Their  hopes  have  feil'd— I  gave  tiiem  not  Ihe  tu 
My  hfe !— I  stand  prepared  to  yield  it  up 
On  the  proud  Beld,  and  in  some  noble  cause 
For  glory  well  exchanged ;  but  riot  a  prey, 
Not  10  be  caught  i^oWy  in  die  toils 
Of  those  I  scorn,    I  lefihim,Bnd  obtMU'd 
With  you  a  iiloce  of  refuse ;  yet  e'en  hero 
His  snares  were  oast  around  me.    Now  aUties 
Are  broke  between  ua ;  lo  an  opea  Ibe, 
An  open  ib"  ' 


Slow  years  ejong  ui  m™  lovnuty, 
As  a  worn  veteran  liviog  on  the  liune 
Of  former  deeds ;  to  ofier  humble  prayers 
And  blessing  for  proleclipn — owing  all 
Yet  loft  me  of  exislence  to  ihe  might 
Of  other  Bwords,  dependent  on  some  arm 
Which  BooD  may  cast  me  otf— or  on  the  field 
To  breathe  once  more,  to  feel  ihe  tide  of  life 
Rush  proudly  through  my  Teins — to  hail  again 
My  lofty  star,  and  al  the  trumpet's  voice 
To  wake  I  to  rule  I  to  conquer !— Which  must  be 
My  ftle,  Ihia  hour  decides.    And  fel,  if  peace 


i,GtH)'^le 


Should  be  the  choice  of  Venice,  shall  I  cling 
Still  poorly  to  ignoble  safety  here, 
Secluded  na  a  homicide,  who  cairars 
Wilhin  a  templa'a  precincta  t    Shali  not  he 
Who  niEide  alcingaom's  fnte,  control  bis  own? 
Ta  theis  not  one  among  the  n^ny  lords 
Of  this  divided  Italy— not  one 
With  soul  enough  to  envy  that  bnght  crown 
Etieircling  PMlip's  head  1    And  Imow  they  not 
Twaa  won  by  me  from  many  a  tyrant's  eiasp, 
Snalch'd  by  my  hand,  and  placed  upon  the  brow 
Of  that  ingiale,  from  whom  my  epltit  burns 
Again  to  wrest  it,  and  bestow  the  prize 
On  him  who  beat  shall  cell  the  prowcfs  forth 
Which  slumbers  in  my  arm  1 


SBsnslor.  andafrlsodDt 


idihELtbsisi 
jiemies  la  tlie  Republic, 


Ay-  i  couLU  nujuoer  lui' 

Mia-.  And  know'sl  thou,  loo, 
What  fiiult  hath  made  them  such  J— "Tis,  that  tl 


lo  high  above  them  ;  'tis  that  thy  dvldain 
)olli  meet  them  undisguised.    As  yet  not  o:k- 
Hath  done  thee  wrong  ;  but  who,  when  eo  rCBolved, 


Finds  not  his  time  to  mjurs  t — In  thy  thoughts, 
iH 1__  .!.__.  ^rossthy  path 1---  =-  .•-■— 


'hen  they  cross  thy  path,  no  pi 
_   .  ...;y  remember  (See.    The  high  msuui 
Scorn  and  forget ;  but  to  the  grovelling  heart 


But  they  remember  thee.  The  liigf 
Scorn  and  forget ;  but  to  the  grovellin 
There  ia  delight  in  hatred,    Rouae  it 


Subdue  it,  while  die  power  is  yet  thine  own 
I  counBel  GO^flile  atts,  irom  winch  my  soul 
Revolts  indignantly — thou  fcnow'st  it  well ; 
But  there  is  yet  a  wisdom,  not  unmeet 
For  tbe  most  iofiv  nniiire — fliere  is  power 

without  descent 


the  Egh  ai 


And  would'st  thou  see^  that  magic,  it 

The  first  scene  of  the  Eecuoil  nitini 

o-bA  FergDia,  a.  Candotlleia  of  er<  i 
the  state  oT  the  war.    Jergola  con  i  I 


Sfi),  Torello,  didat  thou  mark  the  ii 
Wmoh  fires  each  soldier's  eye  ! 
Tor.  I  marfc'd  it  well. 
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Bf  and  I  turned  £^ider 
inaioamy  Drow  me  warrior  mighl  not  read 
Th'  involunlarj'  thought,  whose  sudden  gloom 
Had  coat  deep  abadows  there.    It  waa  a  thought. 
That  diis  vain  semblance  of  deludve  joy 
Soon  like  a  dream  shall  fade.    It  was  a  thought 
Oq  wasted  valour  doom'd  lo  perish  here. 

For  these — what  boots  it  to  disguise  the  truth  1 — ■ 
These  are  no  wara  iu  which,  for  all  tilings  loved, 
And  precious,  and  revered— for  all  the  ties 
(■ii„^. —  .v^.i„j  ii,..  I,.,,.. — foj.  il)05e  whose  smile 

And  for  it3  laws,  the  patriot  soldier  fehis ! 
These  are  no  wara  in  which  the  chiafiain'a  aim 
Is  but  10  station  his  devoted  hands, 
And  ^eii-s,  Urns  tiK'd— to  die !    It  is  our  fate 
To  lead  a  liireling  train,  whose  fphita  breathe 
Fmy,  not  forlitude.    With  burning  hearts 
They  rush  wliete  Victory  smiling  waves  them  on ; 
But  if  dela/d,  if  between  flight  and  death, 
"  inaine  they  staitd— is  tliere  no  cause  to  doubt 
■hatdiow  -'   ■  --     •    '■ --"  -  - 


Whatdioice  were  iheka)  Aed 
That  choice  might  here  ibresee. 
When  for  the  leader,  care  augmei 
Brwrht  glory  fades  away  ! — Yet,  i 
rnSisnofieldfoctia. 


And  here  a  magniSceat  piece  of  lyrio  poetry  Is  InlrDiluceil,  iu  wliich 
the  tuule  19  ducrllied,  and  Iu  MeX  eSbets  lanieiilad,  wltti  all  the 
feallng  of  a  patriot  and  a  Otuiillaa.  It  appEaig  In  us,  liowever,  Ibat 
lblBnde,]iymn,  orchonuBsUisantharhai  entitled  It,  ilrlklng  ns 
Iti  oWsd  niay  be  ]]l  b  B«paratQ  recitatton,  prodncas  a  much  Leas  paw.- 
ertnt  iniprei^B  la  the  sltnatioa  11  ocoapfss  at  preaenL  It  is  even 
Eieceafeary,  la  order  lo  appredata  Ita  fllngular  beauty,  that  It  shoald 
tie  re-peru^ed,  tut  a.  Ibtng  detached  from  the  Engedy.  The  cransltjun 
Is  loo  iloleat,  iu  nur  o^nion,  ttaai  a  trB|io  actjoii.  In  which  Iha 
charACIers  are  lenreBenlad  ai  clothed  wllb  eitalence,  and  pmilag 
before  as  vlth  a]\  their  contendii^  mcllTea  and  t^elln^  laid  open  to 
our  InapectlDD,  to  Ibe  comparatirs  coldness  of  a  lytic  piece,  wliere 
ilis  author's  Imaglnaclan  expatiates  alone.  The  poet  may  have 
been  ted  IdIo  thia  error  by  a  deflnitlon  of  Schteffsl's,  who.  spealcLn^ 
at  the  Greeli  chornsos,  Elves  It  as  his  OJ^nion,  that "  the  choras  is  lo 
be  cnnsidereJ  as  a  peraaollicatiaD  of  the  mgnU  Ihoaghls  Inspired  by 
the  acUon—aa  the  organ  of  the  poat  who  nieala  In  Uie  name  of  the 

But  Ihe  CiBt  wae  not  eiaelly  ihos :    Tlie  Greek  ehoras  was  com- 


ime  specialor,  after  witnessloE  In  reprau 
tbrtanea  of  b^gs  and  heroes,  heard  from 
to  lie  enleitalned  on  tlie  subject  by  the  la 
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Bnii  vmying  the  menanrolp  oonftttmlcy  tolho  utijecl.  harf  brought 
cbo  us  Inlo  acMon,  Imnxlucli^,  for  exsmpls,  b  vetenn  Imfting 


rroek  cboTui  Is  not  compnUbls  whb  the  sysleni  of 
dm  u^  pDsaibt^  (Uanpprovfid.  We  shaLL  pre^sDt  our  rejid 
en    e  chorus  of  which  ws  ta&ve  Bpnkeo.  as  a  piece  Ui  b 


The  Battle  of  Mscladio  (oi-  Macalo),  an  Ode. 

Ha  k    from  the  riglit  bursts  forth  a  trnmpel'a  sound, 
A.  ond  shrill  irumpet  from  the  left  repliea  1 
On  every  aida  hoarse  echora  from  the  ^■ound 
To  the  quick  Itamp  of  aleeds  and  wsri-iora  rise, 
Hollo  V  and  deep— and  hfliiners,  all  around, 
Mee  hostile  bannera  waving  to  the  skies ; 
Here  s  eel-clad  bonds  in  raaiahall'd  Oixier  shine. 
And  tliete  a  host  confronts  their  glittering  line. 

Lo  I  half  the  field  already  from  the  sight 
fiatii  vaniah'd,  hid  by  cloema  aroups  oT  toes '. 
Swords  crossmg  swords,  flaahlightning  o'er  the  fight. 
And  the  atrife  deepene,  and  the  life-hlood  flows ! 
■-•'••  ■•    gel    What  stranger  in  his  might 


Their  nntive  eoil,  or  niake  its  dust  their  grave  ? 

OneracB,alaa!  these  foes — one  kindred  race, 
■  Wei-e  bom  and  rear'd  the  some  fair  scenes  among ! 
The  Btranger  calls  them  brothers — nci!  each  her. 
That  brotherhood  revaala  ;^-one  common  tongue 
Dwells  on  their  lips— the  eartli  on  which  we  trace 
Thefr  heart's  blood— is  the  soil  from  whence  they  sprang. 
One  mother  gave  them  birth— this  chosen  bnd^ 
Circled  with  Alps  and  aeoa,  by  Nature's  guardian  hand. 

O  grief  and  horror !  who  the  firat  could  dare 
A^iiist  a  brother's  breast  the  sword  to  wield  1 
^^at  cause  unhaliow'd  and  accursed,  decl&re. 
Hath  bathed  with  carnage  this  ignoble  Geld  ? 
Think'st  diou  they  know  1 — tliey  but  inflict  and  share 
Misery  and  death,  the  motive  unreveal'd ! 
—Sold  to  a  leader,  sold  hhaself  to  die. 
With  him  fliey  strive,- they  fall— and  ask  not  why. 

Butai 
Nowj 
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And  wiu  witii  tears  Ihe  huahand  and  the  goii 

Back  10  his  home,  froin  tliis  polluted  scene  1 

And  they,  whose  hearts,  when  life'a  bright  day  ia  done. 

Unfold  to  tJioughts  more  aolemn  and-sei-ene, 

Thoughte  of  tiie  tomb ;  why  cannot  they  assuage 

The  alonns  of  passion  with  the  voice  ofage  ? 

Ask  cot ! — the  peasant  at  his  cabin-^ooi 
Sita  eahnl}'  pointing  to  (he  dlatont  clond 
Which  ekirts  th'  hoiizon,  menacing  to  pout 
Deatniction  down  o'er  fields  he  hoth  notplough'd. 
Thus,  where  no  echo  of  the  battle's  roar 
Is  heard  afar,  even  thus  the  reckless  crowd, 
In  tranquil  safety  number  o'et  the  slain. 
Or  tell  of  cities  burning  on  the  plain. 

There  may'st  thou  mark  the  boy,  with  earnest  gaze 
Fix'd  ot\  his  mother's  lips,  intent  to  know 
"y  names  of  insult.  Chose,  wlwm  iliture  days 

:iall  see  him  meet  in  anas,  their  deadliest  toe. 
ihere  proactiy  many  a  glitteriDg  dame  displays 
Bracelet  and  zone,  with  radiant  gems  that  glow, 
By  lovers,  husbands,  home  in  trimnph  borne, 
From  the  sad  brides  of  fidi'n  wanioia  lorn. 

Wos  to  the  victors  and  the  vaaquish'd  woe '. 
The  earth  is  heap'd,  is  loaded  with  the  skiin ; 
Loud  and  more  foud  the  cries  of  fuiy  grow, 
A  sea  of  blood  is  swelling  o'er  the  plam. 
But  fiom  th'  embattled  front,  already,  lo '. 
A  band  recedes — it  flies — all  hope  is  vain. 
And  venal  hearts,  despaiiing  of  the  strife. 
Wake  to  the  love,  the  clinging  love  of  life. 

As  the  light  grain  disperses  in  the  air. 

Borne  from  the  winnowing  by  the  gales  around, 

Thus  fly  the  vanquish'd,  in  their  wild  despair, 

Chased,  sever'd,  scattei'd — o'er  the  ample  gi'ound. 

But  mightier  bonds,  that  lay  in  ambush  there. 

Burst  on  their  flight — and  hark!  the  deepening  sound 

""''  it  C-aBU  nearer  and  more  near. 


By 
Sfia 


'Midst  ^oats  ol  victory  pealing  oer  the  field, 
"  '     '  1  may  hear  the  mj  r ,,..,..  . 

i;t  the  tale  of  triun- 


Ah !  who  may  hear  the  m,urmuts  of  the  dying  ! 


1^  m<  nun  ii.B  tuu.ici  to  his  steed  is  flyiris. 
He  fipurs — lie  speeds — with  tidings  of  the  day, 
To  rouse  up  cities  in  his  lightning  way. 
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Why  pour  ye  forlJi  from  your  deaertod  homes, 

0  eager  mmtitudes !  argunij  him  pceesing  J 

Each  nunymg  wlieie  hia  tseathleaa  coutser  tosms. 
Each  tongue,  eaoll  eye,  infetuala  hope  eonfesaiiig ! 
Kuow  ye  not  whaice  ih'  ilL-omeii'il  heralil  comes. 
And  dare  ye  dream  he  comes  with  wordaofbleaaingl 
Brothers,  ay  brotheis  aiaio,  lie  low  and  cold, — 
Be  ye  content '.  the  glorioos  tale  iis  told. 

1  hear  the  voice  of  joy,  ih'  exulting  cry  ! 

They  deck  the  Grille,  ^ey  swell  the  choral  strains. 

E'en  now  the  homicides  aewil  the  eliy 

With  pteaufl,  which  indignant  Hearena  diadeins  f— 

But  from  the  eoaring  Alps  iJie  stranger's  eye 

Looks  watchful  down  on  oiu  ensangtiin'd  plains, 

And,  with  the  cruel  laptnre  of  a  foe, 

Numbers  the  mighty,  stretch'd  in  death  below. 

Haste !  form  your  Imes  again,  ye  bntre  nnd  true ', 
Ilaste,  haste !  your  triumph  and  your  joys  suspending ; 
Th'  invader  comes,  your  banners  raise  anew. 
Rush  to  the  atrit'e,  your  country's  cbII  attending ! 
VietoiB  !  why  pause  ye  )~ArB  vs  weak  and  few  ?— 
Ay !  aiicli  he  deem'd  you.  and  ior  this  descending. 
He  waits  you  on  the  field  ye  know  too  well. 


0  Ihon  devoted  land !  that  canst  not  rear 
In  peace  thine  ofispring ;  thou,  the  lost  an 
The  fair  luid  fatal  soil,  that  dost  appear 
Too  narrow  still  for  each  contending  son ', 
Receive  the  stmnger,  in  his  fierce  career 
Patting  thy  spoils!  Thy  chastening  is  begun '. 


if  hadst  wrong  d  sit  proudly  at  tliy  board 


Ate  these  infatuate  too?— Oh!  who  hnfh  known 

Apeopl 
Tl>ewK 

e'er  by  guilt's  vain  triumpli  blest  1 
□g'd,  the  vanqujsh'd  snfier  not  atone, 

Brief  is 

that  joy  ^t  BwelU  th'  oppiessor's  breast, 
ongh  not  yet  fais  day  of  pride  be  fiown, 

Whutth 

Wellhalh  it  mattd  himr^nd  detieed  the  hour. 

When  his  last  sigh  shaii  own,  the  teii-or  oiils  power. 

Are  we 

not  creatures  of  one  hand  divine, 

11  one  mould,  to  one  redemction  bom  I 

Kindred  alike  where'er  our  skies  may  sl.me. 

Where' 

T  OUT  fflglit  first  drank  the  vital  morn ! 

Brotlieis 

!  one  bond  around  our  souls  should  twine. 

And  wo 

e  to  him  by  whom  that  bond  is  torn ! 

i,,GtH)^le 


The  thirfl  act,  which  paasBS  entltBly  In  Ihe  lent  of  tha  Cnunl,  it 
composed  nf  long  discourses  iKtween  CarinagnoLa  and  tbe  VcnellAn 
eni^ys.  Ona  of  Ibese  requlrea  hini  lo  pursue  tbe  flisiUves  ufler  hts 
viclorj,  which  he  haughtiLy  refuses  to  do,  declaring  liial  he  will  not 
leave  the  Seld  untiJ  be  has  galcul  poBsesslDn  of  tbe  surrounding 
tbrtresaes  Another  complains  tbat  llie  Condotlierl  and  Ibe  soldiers 
have  released  their  ptlsonon.  to  whleb  he  lepUes,  that  Ills  an  eslab- 
llshed  milinuy  HUtom ;  and,  sending  fbr  tbe  remalnbig  four  hnndred 
capfirea.  be  ^ves  Ibem  Uub  llbortf  Riao.  This  act,  wtiich  ternil- 
natea  with  tbe  suapicioua  ohservsUons  of  the  envoys  on  Oarmag- 

^Dunger  Pergola,  whicb  we  shall  lay  before  our  readers,  is  liapptly 


BT  potentage. 
Thou  mingiest,  and  ar 

Per.  S^noe  best, 
O  chief!  befila  Ihs  vanquish'd. 

Cor.  "     ' 

Per.    'Tism 


With  lirighter  blazoury  w 
My  name  is  Pergola, 

Car.  And  art  tliou  then 
That  warrior'a  soo  ? 

Pel'.  I  am. 

Car.  Approach!  embrace 
Thy  lather's  early  friend  !    Wlifll  Uiou  ait  now 
I  was,  when  firat  we  met.    Oh  I  thou  dosi  biing 
Back  on.  my  heart  ramembrnnce  of  ^le  days, 
The  young,  and  joyous,  and  adveiilui-ous  days 
Ol'hope  and  ardor.    And  despond  noL  tiion  ! 
My  dawn,  'tis  true,  with  brightar  omens  smiled. 
But  sSII  fiiir  Fortune's  gforious  promises 
Are  for  xbe  brave,  and  though  delay'd  awhile, 
She  BOOQ  or  late  mlhia  them.    Youth  I  salute 
Thy  aire  for  me  ;  and  say,  though  not  of  tkea 
I  Hflli'd  it,  yet  ray  heart  ia  well  aafflired 
He  cnunssli'd  not  this  battle. 

Per.  Oh!  he  gave 
Par  other  dounsela,  but  hia  fmitleaa  words 
Were  spoken  to  the  winds. 
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Car.  Lament  ihoH  not. 
Upon  his  chieftain's  head  the  sihame  will  re 
Of  this  defeat ;  and  he  who  Rrmly  stood 
Fix'd  at  his  post  of  peri!,  hath  begun 
A  soldier's  race  full  nobly.    FoUow  me, 
I  will  reatote  thy  eword. 


-fcs 

with  all . 

e  wumth  uid  BtBipllcit;  of  innocence 

Car.  A 

traitor!  I !— that  name  of  infamy 

For  such 

my  part  is  here  ;  yet  would  I  not 

A  traitor ! — I  retrace  in  Ihotight  the  time, 
When  for  your  cauBS  I  fought ;  'tia  all  one  path 
Strew'd  o'er  with  flowera.    Point  out  the  day  on  which 


Unmark'd  by  thanks,  and  ptmb 
Of  high  reward!   What  m— - ' 


day  whidi  paaa'd 


And  wh™  I  came  to  seeming  honor  call'd, 
When  in  my  heart  moat  deeply  spoke  the  vi 
Of  lOTe,  and  grateful  aeal.and  tniatmg  faith 


„.  ..^....a !— Oh.nol    DothhL  

Th'  invited  gueat  of  friendship,  dream  ofiaithl 
I  came  to  be  ensnared!    Well ! 'ills  done. 
And  be  it  so  I  but  since  deceicTnt  hate 
Hath  thrown  at  length  her  smiling  mask  aside. 
Praise  be  to  Heaven !  an  open  field  at  least 
Is  spread  before  us.     Mow  'tis  yours  to  speak, 
Mme  to  defend  my  cause ;  declare  ye  then 


Mytreo 
Doge 


Doge.  By  the  secret  college  soon 
AU  shall  be  told  thee. 

Cur.  I  appeal  not  there. 
What  I  have  done  for  you  hath  all  been  done 
in  the  bright  noonday,  and  its  tale  shall  not 
Be  told  ill  darkness.    Of  a  warrior's  deeds 
Warriors  alone  should  judge  ;  and  such  1  chooBB 
■To  te  mine  ai-biters ;  my  proud  defenca 
Shall  not  be  made  in  secret.    All  shall  bear. 

Doge.  "The  lime  for  choice  is  past. 

Car.  What !    la  there  force 
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Employ'd  against  mo  J—Guards !  iTii'sing  las  voice. 

Doge,  They  are  not  nigh. 
Soldiers!  (enter  armed  men.) 
Thy  guarda  are  theee. 

Cor.  I  am  betray*d ! 

Doge.  'Twasthen  alhonght  of  wisdoni  to  disperss 
Tliy  followers.    Weil  and  justly  waa  it  deem'd 
Thai  the  bold  tnutor,  in  hia  ploia  surprised. 
Might  prove  a  rrfiel  too. 

Now  be  it  yours  to  charge  me. 

Doge.  Bear  him  hence, 
Before  the  secret  college. 

Car.  Hear  me  yat 
One  moment  first.     That  ye  have  doom'd  my  death 
I  well  perceive  ;  bat  with  that  death  ye  doom 
Your  oivn  eterrlal  shame.    Far  o'er  these  lowers 
Beyond  .'te  ancient  bounds,  majesUc  fioata 
The  bam.er  of  the  Litn,  in  ila  pride 
OrcoDjuerine  power,  and  well  doth  Europe  know 
I  bore  It  thna  to  empire.    Here,  'tis  true. 
No  voice  will  tjioak  men's  thoughts ';  hut  far  beyond 
The  limitaofyour  sway,  in  other  so    -- 


Yonramiala,aQdliie  future!    Ye  will  need 
A  warrior  soon,  and  who  will  then  be  your?  I 
Forget  not,  though  your  captive  now  I  stand, 
1  was  not  bom  your  subject.    No !  my  birth 
Was  'midst  a  warlike  people,  one  in  aoul, 
And  watchful  o'ar  its  nghfs,  and  uaed  to  deem 
The  honor  of  each  citizen  its  own. 
Think  ye  thii  outrage  vrill  be  rtiere  unheard  I 


Those  destined  to  chaatiHe  it,  then  the  hour 
Of  fbreaidit  should  have  been. 

Cor.  O  mean  in  aoid ! 
And  dost  thou  dare  to  think  a  warrior's  breas 
For  worthleaa  life  can  tremble  !  Thon  shah 
Learn  how  to  die.  Go  I  When  the  hour  of 
On  thy  Vila  couch  o'erlskes  thee,  thou  wilt  m 
lis  summons  with  far  other  mien  than  auch 
As  I  shall  bear  to  ignominious  death. 
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Mat.  The  houre  fly  fast,  Ihe  mora  ia  risen,  and  yet 
My  fether  comes  not ! 

Ant,  All '.  thou  hasl  not  leoni'd 
Bj-  sad  experience,  with  how  slow  a  pace 
Joya  ever  come ;  expected  long,  and  oft 
Deceiving  ezpeclstion !  while  the  steps 
Of  giief  overtake  lis,  ere  we  dream  them  nigli. 
But  ni^l  is  past,  the  long  and  lingeiins  hoDjs 
OfhopBdefeir'dMe  o'er,  and  those  of  Bliss 
Must  Boon  Hucceed.    A  few  ehort  momenta  more. 
And  he  is  with  US.    E'en  irom  this  delgy 
I  angnr  well,    A  council  held  so  long 
Must  be  to  give  us  peace.    He  will  be  ouia. 
Perhaps  for  yeaia  our  own. 

Mat.    O mother!  thus 
My  hopes  too  whisper.    Nights  enough  in  tears, 
And  days  in  all  the  ^ckuesE  of  su^nse 
Our  anxious  love  hath  pasa'd.    It  is  fiill  time 
That  each  sad  momant,  at  each  rumor'd  tale. 
Each  idle  mutmnt  of  the  people's  voice. 
We  should  not  longer  tremble,  that  no  more 
This  thought  should  haunl  our  soals— E'en  now,  perchauo 
He  for  whom  thus  our  hearts  are  yearning — dies  ! 

Ant.  Oh!  faaifiil  th^i'^litl  but  vain  and  dialant  now  ! 
EaohjoyroydangiiternmB-  ne  boa^t  with  grief. 
nBsi  inou  forgot  the  day,  when  proudly  led 
In  iriumjjh  'nudat  the  noble  and  the  biave, 
Thy  glorious  fether  to  the  temple  boie 
The  banaere  won  in  battle  from  his  foes  ? 
Mat.  A  day  to  be  remember'd  ! 
Ant.  By  his  side 
Each  aaem'd  inferior.    Every  breath  of  air 
Swell'd  with  his  echoing  name  ;  and  we,  the  while. 
Slation'd  on  tugh  and  sever'd  from  the  throng, 
Gazed  on  that  one  who  drew  il\e  gaze  of  all. 
While  with  the  tide  of  rapture  half  o'erwhelm'd, 
Out  hearts  beat  hi^.  and  whigjet'd— ''  We  are  his." 
Mot  Moments  of  joy! 
Ant.  What  have  we  done,  my  child. 
To  merit  such  ?    Heaven,  for  so  high  a  fete. 
Chose  ns  ftom  thousands,  and  upon  thy  brow 
Inscribed  a  tofty  name,  a  name  so  bright. 
That  ha  to  whom  thou  beai'st  the  gift,  whate'er 
His  race,  may  boast  it  proudly.     What  a  mark 
For  envy  ia  the  glory  aS  our  lot ! 
And  we  should  weigh  its  joys  against  these  hours 
Of  fear  and  sorrow. 

Mat.  They  are  past  e'en  now. 
Hark !  'twas  the  sound  of  oais !— it  swells— 'tis  hush'd  I 
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The  gates  micloee — 0  mother !  I  behold 
A  warrior  clad  in  mail — he  comes,  'lis  he ! 
Ant.    Whom  Bhonld  it  be  if  not  hiiaself  ? — my  buebaiid ! 
(iSie  comes  formard, 
(Eater  Goreua^  and  athers.) 

!  welook'dfor?     Where? 

.- -, !  thy  looks  are  fraught 

^ilh  prophecies  of  woe  ! 

Gan.  Alas!  too  tme 
The  omens  they  reveal ! 
Mat.  Ofwoelowhom? 
Gon.  Oh !  why  hath  such  a  lasls  of  bitterness 
Fallen  to  my  loti 

Ant.  Thou  would'sl  be  pilifiil. 
And  thou  art  orael.    Close  this  dread  suspense ; 
Speak  I  I  adjure  thee  in  the  name  of  God ! 
Wheta  is  my  huahand  ! 

Gon.  Heaven  sustain  yoar  eonls 

With  fortitude  tobear  the  tale  1— my  chief 

Mat.  Is  he  retum'd  unto  the  field! 
Gan.  Alas ! 
Thither  the  warrior  shall  return  no  more. 
The  senate's  wrath  is  on  hitn     He  is  now 
A  prisoner ! 
Jsit.  He  is  a  prisoner ! — and  for  what ! 
Gofi.  He  is  Bcoused  of  treason. 
Mat.  Treaaon!  He 
A  traitor !— Oh !  my  fether ! 

Ant.  Haste !  proceed. 
And  pr "— 


It^allnotbereveaTd. 

Ant,  Oh !  he  is  alam  f 

Gon.  He  lives,  but  yethia  doom  ia  lix'd. 

Ant.  He  lives ! 
Weeji  not,  tny  daughter  !  'tis  the  time  to  act. 
For  pity's  sake,  Goniaga,  be  thou  not 
Wearied  of  our  afHiotioiia.    Heaven  to  thee 
IntruBia  the  care  of  two  forsaken  ones. 
He  was  thy  fiieud— Ah  !  haste,  then,  be  our  guide ; 
Conduct  us  to  his  judges.    Come,  my  child. 
Poor  innocent,  come  with  me.    There  yet  ia  left 
Mercy  upon  the  ear  A.    Yes '.  they  themselves 
Are  husbands,  they  are  fetheiB !    When  they  Mgn'd 
The  fearful  sentence,  they  remember'd  not 
Sewaas  father,  and  a  huaband  too. 
But  when  tlieir  eyes  behold  the  agony 
One  word  of  theira  hath  caused,  tBeit  hearts  will  melt 
They  will,  they  must  revoke  it.    Oh !  the  sight 
Of  mortal  woe  ia  teirible  to  mmi ! 


i,L.tH)'^le 


THU  CAaMAGKOLA  OF  MAKZO.VI. 

Perhaps  the  warrioi's  loiiy  soqI  disdain'd 

To  vindicate  hie  deeds,  or  Hi  recall 

His  niumphs  won  for  them.     It  ia  for  us 

To  wake  each  high  remembrance.    Ahl  we  kiiov 

That  he  implotednot,  but  oiM-  knees  shall  bend, 

And  we  will  pray. 

Gon.  Oh  heaven !  that  I  could  leave 
Yoar  hearts  one  ray  of  hope  I     There  is  no  ear. 
No  place  for  prDyets.    The  judges  here  are  deal^ 
Implacable,  unknown.    The  thnnderbolt 
Falls  heiivy,  and  ihe  hand  by  which  'lis  launch'd 
Is  veil'd  m.  clouds.    There  ie  one  comlbrt  still. 
The  sole  sad  comfort  of  a  parting  hour, 
I  come  to  bear.    Ye  may  behold  him  yet. 
The  momeniB  fly.    Arouse  your  strength  of  heart. 
Oil !  fearful  is  the  (rial,  hut  the  God 
Of  mourners  will  be  with  you. 

Mat.  la  there  not 
One  hopel 

JnC.  Alas!  my  child! 

Scene  IV. — A  Prison. 

They  must  have  heard  it 


The  solemn  hour  of  Nature's  poring  psngs. 
Had  then  been  paet.    It  meets  ua  darkly  now, 
And  we  must  drain  i^  drought  of  billemess 
Together,  drop  by  drop.     O  ye  wide  fields ; 
ye  plains  of  fight,  and  thrillingBonndH  oi  arms ! 

0  proud  delights  of  daimer  1    Battle  cries. 
And  thou,  my  war-steedT!  and  ye  trumpet  notes 
Kindling  the  soul !  'Midst  your  tumnltuoua  joys 
Death  seem'd  all  beaiitiful.— And  must  I  then, 
Wilh  shrinking  cold  reluctance,  ro  my  fete 

Be  dragg"!!,  e'en  as  a  felon,  on  the  winds 
Pouring  vain  prayeia  and  impotent  complaints  t 
And  Marco!  hath  he  notbetra^'d  me  loo 7 
Vile  doubt !  That  I  could  east  it  from  my  soul 
Before  I  die !— But  no !    What  boots  it  now 
Thus  to  look  back  on  Ufe  with  eye  that  turns 
To  hnger  where  my  footstep  may  not  tiead  I 
Now,  Philip  !  thou  wilt  triumphl  Be  it  so ! 

1  too  have  proved  such  vain  and  impious  joys. 
And  know  (heir  value  now.  5ut  oh !  aaam 
To  see  tliosa  loved  ones,  and  to  hear  Ihelast, 
Last  aeoente  of  then  voices!  By  those  arms 
Once  more  Co  be  encircled,  and  from  thence 
To  tear  myself  for  ever ! — Hark !  they  come  !- 
O  God  of  Mercy,  fiom  Ihy  throne  look  down 
In  puy  on  their  woes ! 


iTCoo^^ 


N-  LITER ATUEB. 


AlTTOSlETTA,  Matiloa,  GoiraAOA,  und  CaEHA(3NI)LjI. 


Antris  itthua 
Thai  thou  retumest?  and  is  this  th 
Desired  so  loDgJ 

Car.  O  ye  allicleil  onesi 
Heaieu  knows  I  dread  its  pangs  for  yoa  alone. 


__ , ffiicHons,  he  bistows 

Tha  courogB  to  sustain  them.    Oh  !  let  yoara 
Equal  your  sorrows!    Let  uh  yet  find  joy 
In  this  embrace,  't^  still  a  gift  of  Heaven. 
Thou  weep'st  my  child !  and  thou,  beloved  wife ! 
Ah !  when  I  made  thee  mine,  thy  days  flaw'd  on 
In  peace  end  gladness ;  1  united  tlieo 
To  my  disastrous  &ite,  and  now  the  thouglit 
Embittets  death.    Ob !  that  I  had  not  seen 
The  woes  1  canse  thee ! 

Ant,  Husband  of  my  youth ! 
Of  my  brifeht  days,  thou  who  didst  make  them  hnghl. 
Read  thou  ray  heart !  the  pangs  of  dealh  are  there, 
And  yet  e'en  now — I  would  not  but  be  llijna. 

Car.  Full  weE  I  know  how  much  1  lose  in  thee  ; 
Oh!  make  me  not  too  deeply  feel  it  now. 

Mat.  The  homicides ! 

Car.  Ko,  sweet  Matilda,  no ! 
Let  no  dark  thoHgtil  of  rage  or  vengeance  rise 
To  dood  thy  gentle  spirit,  and  disturb 
These  niomenta — they  ate  sacred.    Yes !  my  wrongs 
Are  deep,  bat  thou,  forgive  them,  and  confess, 
ThiU,  e'en  'midst  all  tha  fulness  of  our  woe. 
High,  holy  joy  remains.— Death !  death  1 — our  fues, 
Ocr  most  relentless  toes,  can  only  speed 
Th'  inevitable  hour.    Oh !  man  hatli  not 
Invented  death  for  man ;  it  would  be  tkea 
Madd'niDg  and  insupportable ;  from  Heaven 
'Tis  sent,  and  Heaven  doth  temper  all  its  pangs 
Witb  Budi  blest  comfort,  as  no  mortal  power 
Can  give  or  take  away.    My  wife !  my  child  '. 
Hear  my  last  words— they  wiing  yonr  bosoms  now 
With  agonv,  but  yet,  some  Hiture  day, 
'Twill  soothe  you  to  recall  fhem.    Live,  my  wife! 
Sustain  thy  grief,  and  live  !  this  ill-starr  d  girl 
Mnstnotbe  reft  of  all.    Fly  swiftly  hence, 
Coodnot  her  to  thy  kmdred,  she  is  theirs. 
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Of  iheir  own  blood — and  they  so  loved  thee  once ! 

Then,  to  their  ibe  united,  thou  becameBl 

Less  dear ;  for  feuda  and  wrongs  made  warring  sound! 

Of  Catmagnola'a  and  Vlaconli^  iiameB. 

Baf  to  their  bosoma  thou  will  tiow  leturn 

A  mourner ;  and  the  object  of  their  hate 

Will  be  no  more.— Oh !  there  ia  joy  in  death ! — 

And  thou,  my  flower !  that  "midst  the  din  of  aims, 

Wert  born  to  cheer  my  soul,  thy  lovely  head 

Droops  to  the  earth !    Alas  1  the  teropeaf  s  i-age 

Is  on  thee  dow.    Thou  ttomblest,  ana  thy  heart 

Can  scarce  contain  the  heavinga  of  its  woe. 

1  feet  thy  bnrning  teara  upon  my  breast — 

I  feel,  and  cannot  dry  them.    Doat  thou  claim 

Pity  from  me,  Motildal     Oh!  thysire 

Hath  DOW  no  power  to  aid  thee,  but  thou  know'flt 

That  the  forsaken  haTC  a  Father  still 

On  hi^.    Confide  in  Mm,  and  live  to  days 

Of  peace,  if  not  of  joy ;  for  such  to  thee 

He  auiely  destines.    Wheiefbre  ha^  he  pour'd 

The  torrent  of  afflicUon  on  thy  youth, 

If  to  thy  future  years  be  not  reseiTcd 

All  Iijs  benign  compassion  1    Live !  and  soothe 

Thy  aufiering  mother.    May  ahe  to  the  arnffi 

Of  no  ignoble  consort  lead  thee  Bliil  I— 

Gonzaga !  take  the  band  which  thou  hnat  pressed 

Oft  in  ttie  mom  of  battle,  when  oar  iiearta 

Had  cause  to  donbt  if  we  should  meet  at  ere. 

Wilt  thou  yet  press  it,  pledging  me  thy  iaith 

To  guide  and  guard  these  moumera,  till  they  join 

Then  friends  and  kindled  1 

Gon.  Rest  assured,  I  will. 

Car.  I  am  content.    And  if,  when  this  is  done. 
Thou  to  the  field  retumeat,  there  for  me 
Salute  my  brethren  ;  tell  them  that  I  died 
Guiltless;  thou  hast  been  witneses  of  my  deeds. 
Heat  read  my  mmost  thoughts-^ind  know'st  it  well. 
Tell  them  I  oevar,  witfi  a  iraitor'a  ahame, 
Stain'd  my  blight  frword.— Oh !  never— I  myself 
Have  been  en^aieil  by  treachery.    Think  of  me 
When  ttnmpet-notBB  ate  Htirring  every  heart, 
And  bamieie  proudly  waving  in  the  air, 
Thuik  of  thiDe  imcient  comrade '.  And  the  day 
Following  Aie  combat,  when  upon  the  lield. 
Amidst  me  deep  ami  solemn  uirmony 


His  sacrifice  to  heaven  ; — forget  ni 

For  I,  too,  hoped  upon  the  battle  plain 
E'en  80  to  die. 
Ant.  Have  mercy  on  ue,  Heavep ! 
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Car.  My  wife !  Matilda !  now  Ihe  hour  is  i 
And  we  must  part. — Farewell ! 

Mat.  No,  felher !  no  ' 

Car.  Come  to  thia  breosl  yet,  yet  once  mot 
For  pity'fl  aake  depart ! 


Mat  Hork!  what  dread  sound  I 
Ant.  Great  God! 

(The  door  ia  half  opened,  and  aiiiied  men  enter,  the 
-'■-'-'-'■'--'- iotheCount.    Hiswift 


cldefofvii 
anddaugi 


—  daughter  fall  senseless.) 
O  God '.  I  lliank  thee.    O  moat  nierdfiil ! 
I  niia  lo  withdraw  their  senses  ftom  the  piines 
Of  ftis  dread  moment's  conflict ! 

Thou,  my  friend, 
Assist  them,  bear  them  irom  diis  scene  of  woe, 
And  tell  Iheiju  when  their  evea  unclose 
To  meet  the  day—lhal  nonght  is  left  to  fear. 


iilut^lf  IVom  the  fecters  of  ttie'dnmoHo  oDlaesfT^eiiev 
le  liB^e  poets  of  that  country  have,  ia  eeneral, 


Lporery  Alstiriotioq  fbr  Ihe  caarafi?  of  the  writer  w! 
.  _..!.._  .1. —      1  ,.u L  .tij  ^gjg  comptiMs  ft  p 
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thsnuelna  to  thoao  rules,  haa  been  sufflclentiy 

... — .  .„..  .. >— ■"-"--ttonfiirihooDnra' 

.    Although  (his  ] 

ai  yesia,  aud  that,  too.  In  day*  ao  n 

rifDwhi<^tiifl  daepgitpaduoafl  aa 

■    ■      reealledipioaatloii 

rorthelasa,  as  gnat 

tnrei  uoaleniltag  fiir  supreoiBEy.  The  sbaiBolei  of  the  t 
tmyed  In  words,  not  la  acdona ;  It  does  not  nnibld  its 
struggle  of  eppoeite  faeUegsaad  paaalODB,  Bjid  the  interoEl 
him  only  eojnioeDccsat  the  mojaeat  when  It  ought  to  hai 
its  climax.  The  merits  of  the  piece  may  be  summed  up  ii 
sliMial  energy  of  the  laneuage  Hod  dignity  of  the  ihnnghis 
Irulh  with  which  Ibe  spirit  of  lliesge  Is  characletlaad, 
thedflveEopsment  of  ^at  aaspldous  poUcy  dlsfli^ulatilE^ 
of  the  VenellAn  governuiEnt.  as  la  the  pictures  of  the  Iter 
(ieri,  holdiog  thelt  councils  of  war, 


C.AIUS   GRACCHUS, 
This  tragedy,  though  Inferior  Id  poiver  and  Interest 


i,,GtH)^le 


B  GRAOCHUS  OP  Mocm: 


public,  have  bsen  aufficlemly  preserved  lo  gl™  an  Impresslte  chnrac- 
ler  CO  Iho  Jnece ;  yet  IboM  ivorkLnga  of  passion  itnd  lenderness, 
willioul  wlilch  dlEnity  s«ra  becomea  inonnlonQUs.  and  heroism  un- 
natural have  not  been  (^  In  the  tragedies  of  Aided  iipoa  eiuiilar 
subjects]  iQD  Figidly  auppresaed^ 

calm  collected  BBiJesly  which  ourWeasare  wont  lo  BHsnclale  with 
ihennmeofaRonnn  nnttroD;  aod  the  depth  and  eiibllinil;  nf  loa- 
ternal  e^cUon  rn«B  pajtieiilajly  beloagliie 'to  the  mother  of  the 
Ciacchi.  are  beautifully  contrasted  with  the  aDltetaqd  more  woniBD- 

tauhmeol,  emlHilled  in  the  person  oCSIclnla,  the  wife  ufGrajHihus. 
The  eppsala  made  by  Gracchus  to  the  people  are  1^11  of  malesllo 
eloquence,  and  the  whole  fir •-  *■ ' — — "~"- 


rltoffteed.  ...  ._ 

Tlvid  a  coloring,  so  emltcd  an  interest,  to 


The  Lmgeily  opens  v 
ig  Carlh^e,  which  Sclplo  had  utterly  Se 


And  thou,  be  strong,  my  connlry  !  for  thy  so 
Giaechns  ia  with  ffieB !    All  is  husii'd  araunu. 
And  iii'deep  alarabei' ;  from  the  cares  of  day, 
The  worD  plebeians  rest.    Oh  1  good  and  true. 
And  only  Komans !  yonr  Tepose  m  sweet, 
For  toil  hath  given  it  zest :  'tis  ealm  and  pure, 
For  no  remoise  hath  ti^jubled  it.    MeanwMe, 
My  brother's  mnrdei'ers,  the  patricians,  hold 
Inebriate  vj^s  o'er  their  iea^  boards, 
Or  in  darlt  midnight  councils  sentence  me 
To  death,  and  Rome  to  chains.    They  iittle  deem 
Of  the  iWilook'd  foe  and  tremendous  Ibe 
So  near  at  bond !— It  is  enough.    I  tread 
Xn  safety  my  patemul  threehotd. — Yes ! 
This  is  mv  own !    Oh  mother !  oh  my  wife  1 
My  child !— I  come  to  dry  yonr  tears,    I  coma 
Strengthen'd  by  three  dread  Euriea.    One  is  wralh, 
FiredTiy  my  country's  wrongs ;  and  one  deep  love. 
For  those,  my  bosom's  inmates ;  and  the  third — 
Vengeance,  herce  vengeance,  for  a  bralliet's  blood ! 

His  BDllloqny  ia  intermnied  by  «ie  entrance  of  Puliiiia,  hU  friend, 
with  whose  prodigals  character,  aod  unpriixcipled  deaigns,  he  Is 
represented  as  uoacqualoted-  From  the  openiiw  speech  made  by 
Fulvlus  (bel!ire  he  Is  aware  of  (he  ptsaence  of  CaIus)  In  the  slave 
by  whom  he  is  atlended.  itaMiearslhiit  he  is  just  remmed  from  the 
perpBiraSon  of  some  crime,  Iha  nature  of  which  is  not  disclosed 
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Fal.    Tlus  iH  no  time  for  gcief  and  Ibeble  tears, 
Bui  {or  hi^  deeds. 

Caiiia.  And  we  will  make  it  such- 
Bat  prove  we  liiBt  our  susngch.    Declare,  what  friends 
(If  yet  miBfortune  hath  her  irienda)  remain 
Troe  to  our  oeuae  ? 

Fill.  Few,  few,  but  valiant  heBits ! 

Oh !  what  a  change  is  here !    There  was  a  lime, 

Whan,  over  all  supreme,  thy  word  gave  law 

To  nadons  and  tlieir  nileia :  in  thy  presence 

The  senate  trembled,  and  the  citizens 

Flock'd  round  thee  in  deep  reverence.    Then  a  word, 

A  look  from  Caius — a  salute,  a  smile, 

Fvll'd  Ihera  with  pride.    Each  sought  to  be  the  friend. 


in  thy  path,  thoH-  thou  Ihyselt 
:e  then'  vilenes? ! — But  thy  fortune 


^d  once,  irom  hia  forsaken  diriiies, 

Down  to  the  doat  is  iutrl'd. 

Caius.  And  what  of  this  T 
There  is  no  power  in  Fortune  to  deprive 
Gi'Bcebus  ofGracchua.    Mine  is  such  a  heart 
A3  meets  the  storm  exnltingly ;  a  heart 
Whose  stem  delight  it  is  to  BOive  with  fete. 
And  conquer.    Trust  me,  fete  ia  terrible 
But  because  man  is  vile.    A  coward  tirst 
Made  her  a  deity. 

ButSBY,  what  thoughts 
Are  foflter°d  by  the  people  1    Have  they  lost 
The  sense  of  their  miatortunes  1    la  the  name 
OfGracchua  in  their  liearts — reveal  the  truth — 
Already  nuinber'd  with  foigotten  things  T 
Fill.    A  breeze,  a  passing  breeze,  now  here,  no 

I. i-_. :_=__     -- -t; -'iB  people's  love  1 

m,  for  their  fe-" 
.  r  feebleness 

___,._     Hagtyatill 

The  secret  aigh  of  thsii  full  tiearte  is  thine, 
But  their  lips  ixeethe  itnoC    Their  grief  is  mute; 
And  the  deep  peleneas  of  theii  timid  main. 
And  eyes  iatiz'd  deapocdence  bent  on  earth, 
And  sometimee  a  £imt  murmur  of  thy  nanie, 
Alone  accuse  them.    They  are  huAd,  fornow 
Wot  one,  nor  two,  their  tyranfa ;  bat  a  host 
Whose  numbers  are  the  numbers  of  the  rieh. 
And  the  patrician  Romans.    Yes ;  and  well 
May  prond  oppression  dauntles^ly  go  forth. 


i,G(.XH}lc 


THE  GRAOOIIUS  OP  MONTI. 

For  Roma  is  widow'd  !    Dislant  warn  engage 
Tlie  noblest  of  her  youth,  by  Fabiite  led. 
And  but  to  weak  remain.    Hence  every  heart 
Sickens  with  voiceless  terror ;  and  the  jwople, 
Subdued  and  trembling,  turn  to  thee  in  thought, 
But  yet  Ere  silent, 
■^"iiw.    I  will  ma 

!  is  a  sinmberiiis  liuHL-iiJu 
wake  the  mighty.    Thou 
Prepared  for  all :  and  as  1  track'd  the  deep 
For  Rome,  ray  dangers  to  tny  spiiit  grew 
Familiar  in  its  musings.    With  a  voice 
Of  wrafh,  the  loud  winds  fiercely  ewell'd ;  the  wave 
Mutter'd  around  ;  Heaven  flash  d  in  bghtning  forth, 
And  the  pale  steeraman  trembled :  I  t£e  while 
Stood  on  the  tossing  and  bewilder'd  bark. 
Retired  and  shrouded  in  my  mantle's  Iblds, 
With  thonghtfnl  eyes  cast  down,  and  all  abaorb'd 
In  a  fer  deeper  storm  !    Aronnd  my  heart, 
Gathering  in  secret,  then  my  spirit" a  powers 
Held  council  with  themselyes— and  on  my  thoughts 
My  countrv  rose, — and  I  foresaw  the  snares, 
The  tteaolieries  of  Ophnius,  and  the  senate. 
And  my  Mse  friends,  awaiting  my  return. 

Fulvinsl  Iwept!  bnt  they  were  teats  of  rage  ! 
For  I  was  wrought  to  frenzy,  by  the  thought 
Of  my  wi-ong'd  cqimtry,  and  of  him,  that  broiher 
Whose  shade  throagh  ten  long  yeots  hath  sternly  ct 
"  Vengeance  I" — nor  found  it  yet. 

Fat.  It  is  fuifill'd. 

Caiu^.  And  how! 

Fui.  Thou  shall  be  told. 

Cains,  Explain  thy  words. 

Fid.  Then  know---(incautious  that  I  am  !) 

Coins,  Why  tiius 
Falters  thy  voice  !    Why  spealt'sl  thou  not  T 


i^i.  iWive! 
'en  fiiendslup  sc 
Coins.  No! 


^  fiiendsi 

Joins.  1" 

True  fr«ni 


His  high  renown — 
The  glorious  deeds,  whereby  was  eam'd  his  name 
Of  second  Africanus ;  and  the  blind. 
Deep  reverence  paid  him  by  the  people's  hearts, 
Who,  knowir«  him  their  foe,  respect  him  still ; 
All  tliis  disturbs  me ;  hardly  will  be  won 
Our  day  of  victory,  if  by  him  withelood. 
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Cams.  1  understand  thee  not. 

Fill.  Thou  wilt  era  long.    But  here  we  vainly  waslo 
Oiir  time  snd  words.    Soon  yiill  the  morning  break. 
Nor  know  thy  fiiends  as  yet  of  thy  return ; 
i  fly  to  cheer  ihem  with  the  tidings. 

Caiua.  Stay! 

Ful.  And  wherefore  ? 

Cahta.  To  teveal  thy  meanuig. 

Ful.  Peace ! 
I  heai  the  eouud  of  steps. 

This  conTeriBllon  islnlemiiKerl  by  the  enUonce  of  Cornelia,  with 
the  wife  snd  child  of  Csius.    They  are  sboul  lo  seek  aa  asylnin  !n 

of  the  patrLciana,  who  iDloni  on  the  following  diy,  lo  alitogste  the 
laws  eoBctsd  by  the  OnccU  lo  ftvoi  oTtbe  plebelaaB.  Tlie  Joy  and 
eaHmon  ofQiacchui,  on  thnt  iDsetlug  with  hli  Dually,  may  e-meai 

paUlliu.1  dlMueBlnn,  cm  Che  Ihrealigld  of  tlielr  ibolle,  wllhoul  ever 
hadDg  made  an  suqulcy  nAei  tbslr  wsl&re ;  bnt  It  would  he  some, 
what  nnreojODablfl  to  try  the  condnct  of  a  Hoinaji  [particularly  In  a 
tragedy)  by  the  lawa  ofiuttaTe.  Betbre,  however,  we  ore  disp(^«d  to 
eoDiteioD  lbs  principles  whli^  seem  to  lie  laid  down  Ibr  the  delinea 
tloik  of  Bomaa  chaiacter  in  dramatic  pnetry,  let  us  recollect  that  the 
EeDsral  liablts  of  (be  people  whose  lastliutlons  gave  blTih  to  the  A^ar 
nil  gmndaur  displayed  In  the  scllona  of  the  elder  Biutus,  and  whose 
tawarlng  Bj^rit  was  fostered  to  eatbnBlasm  by  the  contomLAatloaofi^ 
IDOit  have  been  deeply  tinotiired  by  tbe  aosteiltyof  even  tlu^r  vir 
tues.  Bbskspeare  alons,  without  "comproiDlBli^  tbe  dignity  of  bis 
Eomnns,  has  dlsencDmbered  them  of  the  formal  BcholasUc  drapery 


pai^nj  of  Cains  and  Fulvlua  . 

hec'dangbter,  the  wife  of  Sclino,  and  of  concealing  tt 
ions  cLei^os  nnder  tbe  maah  of  zeal  for  (he  cause  of  11 

Of  liberty 
What  speok'st  thou,  and  to  whom  1    Thou  liaEt  no  shame- 
No  vhtue — and  thy  boast  is,  to  be  free  ! 
Oh !  zeal  tor  liberty  I  etemtd  mask 
Assumed  by  every  crime  I 
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Cuius.  Back  on  my  thoughts  [he  words  of  Fulvius  rush, 
Like  daita  of  lire.    All  hell  is  in  my  heart '.  IFubiiiia  enters. 
Thou  com'Bt  in  time.    Speak,  thoupetSdious  friend ! 
Scipio  lies  murdered  onKsbed  ofdealh! — 
Who  slew  him  1 

Fal,  Ask'st  thoii  me  ? 

Caius,  Thee  !  thee,  who  lato 
Did'at  in  such  words  diacoui'se  of  him,  as  now 
Assure  me  ihon'rt  bis  murderer.    Traitor,  speak ! 

Fill.  If  tliuB  h!B  fete  doth  weigh  upon  thy  heart, 
Thou  art  no  longCT  Gracchim,  or  thou  raveat ! 
More  grateHU  praise,  and  warmer  thanks  might  well 
Reward  the  gen'rous  courage  which  hath  freed 
Rome  from  a  tyrant,  Gracchua  from  a  fos ! 

Caiiis.  Then  he  waa  aloin  by  thee  1 

Fal.  Ungrateful  friend ! 
Why  dost  tliou  tempt  me  1    Danger  menaces 
Thy  honor.    Fieedom'e  wavering  light  is  dim ; 
Rome  wears  the  fetters  of  a  guilty  Henate ; 
One  Scipio  drove  thy  brother  to  a  death 
Of  infamy,  another  seeks  thy  fall  j 
And  when  one  noble,  one  defemnned  sti^oke. 
To  thee  and  thine  assures  the  viot'ry,  wreaks 
The  people's  vengeance,  gives  thee  life  and  fame, 
And  pacifies  thy  brotlier's  angry  shade, 
Is  it  a  cause  for  wailing?    Am  I  tall'd 
For  this  a  murdsi-er  7    Go  !— I  Ear  once  more, 
Thnn  srt  no  longer  Gracchus,  or  aiou  raveat ! 

I  know  thee  now,  barbariao '.    Would'sl  thou  serva 


Mycause 
Fill.  Aj 


..    ',.  And  4iose  of  that  proud  man 
Whom  I  have  slauijand  thou  dost  moum,  are  thfy 
To  be  forgotten  !    Halli  oUivion  then 
Shrouded  the  stem  deBtnryer's  ruthless  work. 
The  famine  ofMumanldal    Such  a  de«d, 
As  on  our  mime  the  worid's  deep  cuiHea  drew ! 
Or  the  four  hundred  Lusian  youtiis  bettay'd, 
And  with  their  bleeding,  mutilated  limbs. 
Back  to  their  parents  sent?    Is  this  forsot C 
Go,  ask  of  Carthage! — hid  her  wasted  shores 
Of  him,  thia  revel&r  in  blood,  recount 
The  terrible  achievements  I — At  the  cries. 
The  groans,  th'  unutterable  pangs  of  those. 
The  more  than  hundred  thousaiid  wretches,  doom'd 
(Of  every  age  and  sei)  to  fire,  and  sword. 
And  fetters,  I  could  marvel  that  the  earth 
In  horror  doth  not  open !— They  were  (bes. 
They  were  barbarians,  bat  unarm'd,  siJidued, 
Weeping,  imploring  mercy  I    And  the  law 
Of  Eoman  virtue  is,  to  spare  the  weak. 
To  tame  the  lofty !    But  in  other  lands. 
Why  should  I  seek  for  records  of  his  crimes. 
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If  here  tlie  Buffering  people  ask  in  vain 
A  little  eitrlh  Colo.;  their  bones  mpeocel 
If  Che  decree  which  yielded  to  their  bluima 
So  brief  a  heritage,  aud  the  whieh  to  seal 
Thy  brother's  blood  was  died  ;  if  this  remttii> 
Slill  ftuitlesa,  still  delueive,  who  was  he 
That  moefc'd  ilfl  power  '—Who  to  all  Rome  declared 
Thy  brother's  death  wae  juel;,  was  needful !— Who 
But  Scipio  t — And  remember  thou  the  words 
Which  buiEt  m  thmider  from  thy  lips  e'en  then, 
Heard  by  the  people !    CbIus,  in  my  heart 
They  have  been  deeply  treasured.     He  mnal  die, 
(Thus  did'st  thou  speak)  this  tyrant !    We  have  need 
That  he  should  pensh '. — I  hare  dons  (he  deed  ; 
And  eall'Et  thoa  me  hia  mmdeter  !    If  the  blow 
Was  guilt,  then  tkoji  art  guilty.    From  thy  hps 
The  sentence  came— the  crime  is  .thine  alone. 
1,  thy  devoted  ftiend,  did  but  obey 
Thy  mandate. 

Cains.  Thoa  my  ftiend  1    I  am  not  one. 
To  call  a  villain  friend.    Let  thunders  fmught 
Widi  fete  and  death,  awake,  to  scatter  those. 
Who  bdu^K  liberty  through  paths  of  blood 
chams  I— degrading  Freedom's  lofty  self 


Below  a'en  Slavery's  level !— Say  thou  nol 
Wretch  1  that  the  sentence  and  the  guill  w 
I  wish'd  hun  slain ! — 't^  so — bat  by  the  an 


[-—degrading  Freedom's  lo%  self 

lavery'r '-  c— -i. 

Wretch  1  that  these 

I  wish'd  hun  slain !- 

Ofhigh  Hnd_pubDciuatice;  that 

On  *y  vile  head  will  fell.    Thoi.  .„^  ,„^„ — . 

Unutterably  my  name — I  bid  thee  Oemble ! 

Fal.  CaiuB,  let  insult  cease,  I  counsel  thee, 
Let  uisull  cease!  Be  the  deed  just  or  guilty. 
Enjoy  jffl  faiilB  in  silence.    Force  ma  not 

Caiua.  And  what  hast  thou  to  say  1 

Fui.  That  which  I  now  suppress. 

Cains.  How !  are  there  yet. 
Perchance,  more  eriraes  to  be  reveal'd  ? 

.Fat.  1  know  not. 

Cojas.  Thou  Imow'st  nol '. — Horror  ciiills  my  curdling  v» 
I  dare  not  ask  thee  Either. 

Fiil.  Thou  dost  welL 

Caias.  What  aaidet  Uiou  ? 

Ful  Nothing. 

Caita.  On  n^  heart  the  words 
Press  heaviiy.    Oh  1  what  a  learful  light 
Buists  o'er  my  soul ! — Hast  thou  accomplices  1 

FuL  Insensate '.  ask  me  not. 

Caiiu.  Imuet  be  told. 

Ful.  Away ! — thou  wilt  repent. 

Caiu3.  No  mora  of  this,  for  I  will  Icuow. 

Ril.  Thouwihl 
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Ask  then  lliy  sialer. 

Cuius  (aUme).  Ask  my  Bister ! — What ! 
Is  ehe  a  murdereaa  ! — Hath  m;  sister  eioin 
Her  lord ! — Oh !  crime  of  darkest  dye !— Oh !  imma 
Till  now  unstain'd.  Dame  of  Ihc  Gracchi,  thus 
Consign'd  to  infamy ! — twiidamj'  I 
The  very  hair  doth  riae  upon  my  head, 
Thrill'dby  die  llioiight !— Where  bIieII  I  find  a  placf 
To  hide  my  shame,  to  lave  the  branded  stains 
VVom  ihis  dishonor'd  brow  '—What  should  I  do  '> 
There  is  a.  voice  whose  deep  tremendous  tones 
Murmurs  within  my  heart,  and  sleridy  cry, 
"  Away ! — and  pause  not— s)ay  thy  guilty  sister !" 
Voice  of  lost  honor  of  a  noble  line 
Disgraced,  I  will  obey  thee !— terribly 
Thou  call'at  for  blooJ,  and  thou  ahalt  be  appeased. 


PATRIOTIC  EFFUSIONS 


WflDBVER  hR3  RiteBlircly  studied  the  works  of  the  IlstUii  poets, 
fmiii  ibe  dojra  of  Dante  and  Peirarth  to  those  of  Foscolo  and  Pinde- 
nionle,  must  hRV«  lieen  struck  with  those  alloaions  lo  Ihs  slorj'  anil 
the  &IL,  the  renown  aai  Ihe  degiadallan,  of  Italy,  whish  me  n.  ms- 
lanchHly  mterest  (a  ih^  pages.  Amidii  all  the  linlHltudBs  of  that 
devoteif  country,  (bo  wanijiiercdoe  of  tier  bards  has  sdll  been  heard 
j>  ptophesy  the  impendljig  Blonu,  anAta  call  up  inch  deep  and  splrit- 


sttrrli^  recollecttona  tTom  the  gloruJus  past,  as 


>ndeat  (nmidls  of  tliose 


AS piratiojiE,  after  Itiat  iedependence  which  tlie  Italians.  asrLnatlDn, 
seem  destined  never  to  tegaln.  The  BCrainH  in  which  their  iugh- 
toQcd  feeUnipB  oa  this  sultjeei  ate  recorded,  produce  on  our  labids  Ebe 
same  tSeet  wllli  the  song  of  the  Impiisoned  bird,  Hliose  melody  Is 
ffaa£hl.  In  OOF  IniBglnBtlon,  with  recollectlaofl  of  ttie  green  woodland, 
the  free  air,  and  unbaonded  >ky.  We  soan  pow  weary  of  the  per- 
petual vioietM  md  %^j/re,  whose  cloyliig  sweetnesB  pervades  the 
3oqnels  and  consooi  of  the  minor  Italian  poets,  till  we  ue  ready  to 
"dje  In  aromatic  pain ;"  nor  Is  onr  Interest  much  more  enlted  eveu 
by  the  everlaaUng  laarei  which  Inspires  the  enamored  PetrarolL  with 


chord  Is  sttiwk  our 
sympalhlie  with  the 
the  ruins  of  Ihe  capll 
trophies  won  by  ill 


ogle 


vith  a  few  at  the  minoi  sffn^onB,  in  wUch  tbe  Indignant  ttaongh 
LDav^liig  ngrea  of  those,  vlio,  lo  uas  tlia  wordn  of  Alfieri,  eif 
'  slaves,  yiil  slill  in^gjiiaU  alavM,"*  lava  been  faallngly  portrayiv. 
Tbe  first  of  these  produclions  must,  la  the  nri^nal.  be  fiunlllBr 


VINCENZO  DAFILICAJA. 


Whek  fyom  the  mountain's  brow,  the  gathering  shades 
Of  twilight  fall,  on  one  deep  thought  I  dwell : 

Day  beama  o'er  other  jianda^  if  here  she  Guiles, 
Nor  hids  the  univeiEe  at  once  farewell. 

But  Ihoa,  I  cry,  my  country  !  what  a  night 
Spreads  o'er  Ihy  glories  one  dark  sweeping  pall ; 

Thv  thousand  triamphs  won  by  yalor's  might 
And  wisdom's  voice— what  now  remains  of  all  1 


CARLO  MARIA  MAGGl. 


;  Adrian  deep. 


Arno,  Bessino,  liber ;  Adrian  deep, 

And  blue  Tyriiiene !  Let  him  first  ro. 

Startle  the  nest !  one  peril  broods  o'er  b 

It  nought  HTBils  that  Italy  should  plead, 

Forgetting  valor,  sinking  in  despair. 


iX't-HHjIe 


ir  Isnd  ia  all  too  kit ; 

an  check  ami  ■"'    ' 
.,  her  hnrabled  -^  -. 

..  , ]ther  Dgoiiy, 

death  alone  may  now  appease  her  foes. 
iiH  to  EBffer  who  to  conibRt  shun ! 
!  weak  pride,  thus  feeble  and  undone, 
to  wage  baltio,  nor  endure  repose  ! 


ALESSANDRO  MARCHETTl. 


Scarce  of  her  fcrm  a  vestige  doEt  Ihon  wear ; 

She  was  a  queen  with  glory  mantled  f-Thou, 

A  slave,  degraded,  end  compelt'd  to  bear. 

Chains  gird  thy  hands  and  feel ;  deep  clouds  of  care 

Daikeii  ihy  brow,  once  radiant  as  thy  skies ; 
And  shadows,  born  of  terror  and  despair — 

Shadows  of  death  have  ditnm'd  ihy  gloiiouB  eyes. 
Italia !  oh '.  Italln,  now  no  more ! 

For  thee  my  leaiB  of  ehama  and  angoish  flow ; 
And  the  glad  strains  my  lyre  was  wont  to  pour. 

Are  changed  ttj  dirge-nolea :  but  my  deepest  woe 
Is,  that  base  bei-ds  of  thine  own  sons  (he  while. 

Behold  thy  miseries  with  insulting  smile. 


ALESSANDRO  PEGOI/JTTl. 


I  see  her  now,  dismantled  of  her  slate, 
SpoiI'd  of  her  sceptre  ;  ci-ouohing  to  the  grouml 

Beneath  a  liostile  car,  and  lo!  the  weieht 
Of  {ettets,  her  imperial  neck  around T 


"  Vengeance,  Italia !" — in  tlie  burainK  ihoufibt 
I-osmg  my  grief;  but  'lie  th'  imiohle  sway 

Of  vice  nath  bow'd  thee !  Discord,  slothfid  ease, 
TAeti'sis  that  victor  car;  tliy  tyrant  lords  are  thexe. 
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Pii.GG[n !  whose  steps  those  desert  sands  explore, 

Where  verdure  never  spreads  its  bright  array : 
Know,  'twas  on  das  mh<^lable  shoi-e, 

From  Pmnpey'H  heart  me  life-blood  ebb'd  away. 
'Twas  here  bettay'd  he  fell,  n^leetad  lay ; 

Nor  found  his  relics  a  sepuli&al  stone. 
Whose  life,  so  long  a  bright,  Iriumphal  day. 

O'er  Tiber's  wave  suprenie  in  glory  alione  J 


Where  Rome,  with  him,  saw  power  and  virtue  di 
But  if  'lis  Roman  blood  that  fills  thy  veins. 
Then,  Bon  of  heroes !  think  upon  fhy  chains, 

And  bathe  wilh  teaia  the  grave  ot  lUwrty. 
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THE    SCEPTIC. 


When  llio  young  Eagie,  wilh  exnlting  aye, 
Has  leam'i]  to  dai-e  ihe  Eplendor  of  the  sky, 
And  leave  Ihe  Alps  beneath  Mm  in  hia  course, 
To  bathe  his  crest  in  mom's  enii>yrea1  source  ; 
Will  his  free  wing,  from  that  mojestic  heieht. 
Descend  to  follow  some  wild  meteor's  light, 
Whidi,  liir  below,  wilh  eTancBoent  iire, 
Shines  to  delude,  and  dazzles  to  expire  1 

No !  still  through  clouds  he  wins  liis  upwnrd  way. 


The  dayspring  Irom  on  high  hath  poiir'd  its  blaze, 

Turn  man  (hat  pure  eiTuIgencc,  to  the  beam 

Ctf  earlh-bom  light,  ibat  ftieda  a  treacherous  gleam. 

Luring  the  wanderer,  fram  Ihe  star  of  fiiith, 

To  (he  deep  valley  of  the  shades  of  death  1 

""■-'  bright  eschange,  what  treasure  shall  be  given, 


Is  eai-th  still  Eden  1— might  a  Seniph  guest. 
Still  'midst  its  chosen  bowers  delimited  lesC  T 
Ib  all  so  cloudless  and  so  calm  belaw. 
We  seek  no  fiiirer  scenes  than  life  can  show  ! 
That  the  cold  Seeplio,  in  his  pride  elale, 
Rejects  iho  promise  of  a  bt^bter  state, 
And  leaves  the  roek,  no  tempest  shall  diaitace. 
To  rent  his  dwelling  on  the  ipickBand's  base  1 

Votary  ofdoubt !  then  join  the  iealal  throng. 
Bask  in  the  sunbeam,  listen  to  the  song, 
Spread  the  rich  board,  and  fill  the  wine-cup  high. 
And  bind  the  wreath  ere  yet  the  roses  die  f 
'Tis  well,  thine  eye  is  yet  undimm'd  by  time, 
And,  thy  heart  bounds,  exulting  in  its  prims : 
2l7 


I ,  GooqIc 


But  life  hath  stemei  tsaka ;  e'en  youth's  brief  houts 
Siwvire  the  beauty  oE  their  loveliest  flowers ; 
The  foaotfl  of  joy,  where  pilgrinis  rest  fiom  toil, 
Ara  few  and  dratant  on  the  desert  soil, 
The  Bonl's  pure  flame  the  breath  of  slonns  must  fan, 
And  pain  nnd  sorrow  cki:n  their  iiuisling — Man ! 
E;actti'H  noblest  sons  the  bitter  cnp  have  shared — 
Prond child  irf  reason !  how  art  (7m)« prepared! 
When  yean?,  with  silent  mightj  thy  fiame  liave  bow'd. 
And  o'er  (by  spirit  cast  their  windy  cloud. 
Will  Memory  soothe  thea  on  thy  bed  of  jiain 
With  the  bright  images  of  pleswire's  train  I 

Yes '.  as  the  ^ght  of  some  fai^distonC  shore, 
Whose  welt-known  scents  his  loot  shall  tread  no  more, 
Would  cheer  the  seaman,  by  the  eddying  wave 
Drawn,  vainly  sirasgling,  to  th'  unfelhom'd  srave '. 
Shall  Hope,  the  faiEful  dierub,  hear  thy  cal^ 
She  who,  like  heaven's  own  sunbeam,  aniles  for  all '( 
Will  she  speak  comfort  1 — Thou  hast  shoin  her  plume, 
Ttiat  might  have  raised  Ihee  b  above  the  (omb. 
And  hu^'d  the  only  voice  whose  angel  tone 
Soothes  when  all  melodies  of  joy  are  flown  I 

For  she  was  born  beyond  the  stars  to  soar. 
And  kindling  at  the  souroe  of  UJe,  adore  ; 
Thou  conid'st  not,  mortal !  rivet  to  the  eatth 
Her  eye,  whose  beam  is  of  celestial  birth ; 
She  dwells  with  those  who  leave  her  pmion  Hoz, 
And  fdieds  the  dews  of  heaven  on  all  but  thee. 

Yet  few  there  are  bo  lonely,  so  bereft, 
Bat  some  due  heart,  that  heals  to  thehs,  is  left. 
And,  haply,  one  whose  strong  affection's  power 
Unchanged  may  ttiumph  through  misfortune's  boar, 
Still  with  fond  care  supports  thy  Isnguid  head, 
And  keeps  unwearied  vigils  by  thy  bed. 

But  thou  vfhose  thoughts  have  no  blest  home  shove ! 
CaptivB  of  earth !  and  canat  thon  dare  (o  tove  ? 
To  name  auoh  feelings  as  delight  to  rest, 
Willuii  that  hallow'd  diiine — a  patrait's  breast, 


(}n  one  frsfl  Idol— destined  but  to  die ; 
Yet  mock  the  fiiilh  that  points  to  worlds  of  light, 
.Where  severed  souls,  made  peiiecl,  re-unite? 
Then  tremble !  cimg  to  eveiy  passing  joy, 
Twined  with  a  life  a  moment  may  ^stroy '. 


TJJoo'^ 
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If  there  be  sorrow  in  a  parting  tear, 

StiU  let  "far  eiwi-"  vibrate  on  thine  eai  >      , 

If  sotne  bii^it  hour  on  raplnre'e  wing  ha^  flown. 

Find  more  than  anguish  in  the  thongh^-'lis  gone ! 

(Jo  !  to  a  voice  such  magic  influence  give, 
Tho  .  canst  not  lose  its  melody,  and  live ; 
And  make  as  eye  the  lode-star  of  thy  soul, 
And  let  a  glanoo  the  springs  of  thought  control ; 
Gaze  on  a  mortal  foim  with  fond  delight. 
Till  the  Eiir  vision  mingles  with  thy  sight ; 
There  seek  thjf  blessing,  tliero  repose  thv  fmnf. 
Lean  on  the  willow,  idolilie  the  dust ! 
Then,-  ■        ■ 
Think 


:n  thy  treasnie  best  lepa^  thy  ct 
iread  "far  euer"— and  desp 


Watch  well  its  conree — eiplon,  „„ j„ 

Each  little  cloud  that  Eoate  nlong  tl^  diy — 

Is  the  blue  canopy  serenely  fiiir  f 

Yet  may  the  thimderbolt  unseen  be  there, 

And  the  bark  sink,  when  peace  and  sunshine  sleej 

On  the  smooth  bosoDn  of  the  wavekss  deep ! 

yes !  ere  a  sound,  a  sign  announce  thy  fate, 

May  the  blow  fall  whi^  mskeB  thee  desolate ! 

Not  always  Heaven's  destroying  angel  dironda 

His  Bwfiit  form  ui  tempest  and  in  clouds ; 

He  fills  the  summer  air  with  latent  power, 

He  hides  his  venom  in  the  scented  flower, 

He  steals  upon  thee  in  the  Zephyr's  brea  ^j, 

And  festal  garlands  veil  the  snails  of  deadi ! 


Is  not  that  earth  thy  spirit  loved  so  well 
It  wisli'd  not  in  a  brighter  sphere  t^  dwell. 
Become  a  desert  noio,  a  vale  of  gloom, 
O'ershadow'd  withjjie  midnight  of  the  tomb? 
Where  shall  thou  turn ! — it  is  not  thine  to  raise 
To  yon  pure  heaven  ihy  calm  or  nfiding  gaze. 
No  sleam  refleeted  from  that  redlm  of  rest 
Steals  on  the  darkness  of  thy  tronbled  breast ; 
Not  for  thine  eye  ^all  Faith  divinely  shed 
Her  glory  round  the  image  of  the  dead  ; 
And  if^  when  slumber's  lonely  couch  is  prcst. 
The  fona  departed  be  thy  spiritfs  gueat. 
It  bears  no  light  from  purer  worlds  to  this ; 
Thy  future  lends  not  e'en  it  dream  of  bliss 
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That  fount  onBeiii'd,  wbose  Ik 

Elach  distant  iale,  and  visit  every  race, 
Fonra  from  Ihe  thronn  of  Gfod  its  entrant  &ea, 
Nor  yet  denies  th'  iiiunortnl  draught  to  thee. 
O!  while  the  doom  impends,  not  yet  decreed. 
While  yet  th'  Atocer  hath  not  oeDaad  to  plead, 
Wiiile  still  anspended  by  a  angle  hair, 
The  tlbarp  br^t  sword  hangs  quivering  m  the  air. 
Bow  down  thy  heart  to  Him  who  wUl  not  break 
The  bmiBed  reed;  e'en  yel,  awake,  awoke ! 
Patient,  because  EtetJial,'  He  tziay  hear 
Thy  prayer  of  agony  with  pitying  ear. 
And  send  his  chastening  Spirit  from  above. 
O'er  the  deep  chaos  of  thy  aonl  to  move. 

Bat  seek  thou  mercy  through  His  name  alone, 
To  whose  unequall'd  aotrows  none  waa  shown. 
Through  Him,  who  here  in  mortal  garb  abode, 
As  man  to  sufier,  and  to  heal  afl  God  : 
And,  born  the  sons  of  utmost  time  to  bless, 
Endured  all  scom,  and  aided  all  distress. 

Call  thou  on  Hun— &r  He  in  human  Ibcm 
Hath  wait  d  th,.  liair-  oi  hi     and  =till  d  the  sloiQi. 
He,  whpn  hei  In        ''     i      i  i    \  la  past, 

O'er  Salerno  i  i  I       i 

Wept  with  on  I  I  Hi  lipourd 

O'er  ins  lost  i  i      i  lid 

Aadoflenngt      i  i       i    i[ii.,bt  live 

TaaghtfrornhL  i_i>j     i  i   -  l  iiigive' 

Call  thoii  on  Him— his  prayer  e  en  then  arose 
Breathed  m  unpiUed  anguish  for  his  foes 
And  haste ' — ere  butals  tlie  lightnmg  from  on  high. 
Fly  to  the  Citj  of  thy  Refuge,  fiy  >' 
So  shall  th  At  enger  turn  Ida  atips  away. 
And  Shaath  his  falchion,  baffled  of  its  prey. 

Yel  must  long  days  roll  on,  eie  peace  sliall  brood, 
As  the  Boft  halcyon,  o'er  tliy  heart  subdued  ;  , 
Ere  yet  the  dove  of  Heaven  draicend,  to  shed 
TncmiririR  influenes  o'er  thy  faUeu  head. 

'bo  hadi  pitied  in.  dungeons,  'midst  the  shade 
deep  night  lus  man  for  mnji  hath  made, 


i  of  darkness  cbaiii'd, 
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If  the  Deliverer,  in  his  might,  at  laal, 

lis  fetters,  bom  of  earth,  to  earth  should  cael, 

The  beam  of  truth  o'eipowets  its  dni/Jed  sight, 


Buthopeetthou,  intlr^  panoply  of  piide. 
Heaven's  messenger,  affliction,  to  deride  ! 
In  thine  own  strength,  unaided  to  defy, 


A.  thousand  pane  thy  bo! 
In  silent  foruti»ie,  or  hanj 


thy  bosom  may  l^ve  borne. 


Oh !  what  ia  nattire's  strength  ?  the  vacant  eye. 
By  mind  deserted,  hath  a  dread  reply  ! 
Tlie  wild  delirious  laughter  of  despair, 
The  mirth  of  fi-enzy — seek  an  answer  there ! 
Turn  not  away,  though  pity's  cheek  grow  pale. 
Close  not  thine  ear  against  their  awfrn  tale. 
They  tell  thee.  Reason,  wandering  from  the  my 
or  Fiuth,  the  hlazing  pillar  of  her  way, 
!n  the  mid-darkness  of  the  stoimy  wave, 
Forsook  the  struggling  soul  she  could  not  save  I 
Weep  not,  sad  morahst !  o'er  desert,  plains, 
Sttew'd  with  ^e  wrecks  of  grandeur — mouldering  fiines, 
Arches  of  triumph,  long  wiffi  weeds  o'ergrown. 
And  regal  cities,  now  the  seipeM's  own : 
Eor^  !^s  more  awful  rtriuB— one  lost  mind. 
Whose  star  is  qneuch'd,  hath  lessons  for  mankind. 
Of  deeper  import  than  each  proatrate  dome. 
Mingling  its  mai^le  with  the  dust  of  Rome. 


Tiiat     .._    ..... 

Who  pierce  the  deep,  mysterious  cioiii 
irouud  the  shattered  temple  of  the  so 
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Cuilain'd  with  midnight?— 4ow  its  colunms  lie. 
And  dark  liie  chamlwiB  of  its  iinag*iy,' 
Hunk  are  its  idola  uow — and  God  alone 
May  tear  the  febrio,  by  Iheir  fall  tferlhraim ! 
Yet,  from  ilH  inmost  shrine,  by  sloima  kid  bare, 
Is  heard  an  oracle  tliat  cries — "  Beware ! 
Child  of  the  dust !  but  faneomed  of  the  sIobb  ! 
One  breath  of  Heaven— and  thiK  thy  glory  diea ! 
Haste,  ere  the  houi-  of  doom— draw  mgb  to  him 
Who  dwells  above  between  the  eherabim  !" 

Spirit  dethroned  '.  and  ehedt'd  in  mid  career, 
Son  of  dio  morning !  eiiled  from  thy  sphere. 
Tell  U8  thy  tale  !— Fetelmnce  thy  race  was  run 
With  ecienee,  hi  the  chariot  of  Oie  aan  ; 
Free  as  the  winds  die  paths  of  space  to  sweep, 
le  the  nntroddevL  kingdoms  of  the  deep, 


Haply  fliine  eye  ila  ardent  glance  had  cai 
Throngh  the  dim  shades,  the  portals  a!  tlie 
By  the  oright  lamp  of  thought  thy  care  had 
From  the  tat  beaeon-liehts  of  agea  fled, 


Or  did  thy  power  p 
Till  its  deep  chords  lit 

Silenced  all  meaner  ni,u=,  imu  oneu  u  uu  lugii, 
Full  and  alone,  their  mighty  iiEUTnony, 
While  woke  each  passion  Irom  its  ccli  profound. 
And  nations  started  at  ih'  electric  sound  ?    ■ 

Lord  of  th'  asoendant !  what  avails  it  now. 
Though  bright  ihe  laurels  waved  upon  thy  brow  1 
What,  though  thy  name,  through  distant  empires  heard, 
Bade  the  heart  bound,  as  doth  a  battle-word  1 
Was  it  fcc  this  thy  adll-nnwenried  eye 
Kept  vipl  with  the  watchfires  of  the  sky. 
To  make  the  secrets  of  all  ages  thine. 
And  commune  with  majestic  thoughts  that  shine 
O'er  Time's  long  ^adowy  pathway !— hath  thy  niintl 
SeveiM  its  lone  domiuions  from  mankind. 
For  (its  to  woo  their  homage  1 — Tliou  hast  soiight 
All,  save  the  wisdom  with  salvation  iiaught, 
Won  every  wreath — but  that  which  vrill  not  die. 
No;  aught  neglected— save  eternity  '■ 
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Could  not  tho  voice  of  Feuiis  inspire  ihee  ihen, 

O  spirit !  scepter'd  by  the  sons  of  men, 

Willi  an  immortal's  courage,  to  saatain 

The  transienl  agonies  of  earthly  pain  1 

— One,  one  there  was,  DiL-powerful  to  liave  saved. 

When  die  load  fiiry  of  the  billow  raved ; 

But  hiin  thou  knew'sC  not — and  the  light  lie  lent 

Halh  vaniflh'd  Irora  its  rnin'd  tenement, 

Bui  left  thee  breathing,  movinc,  lingering  yet, 

A  [hins  we  shrink  from — vainly  to  Forget '. 

— Lift  the  dread  veil  no  farther — hide,  oh  I  hide 

The  bleeding  form,  the  couch  of  suicide ! 

The  dagger,  grasp'd  in  death — (he  brow,  the  eye, 

Lifeless,  yet  stamp'd  with  rage  and  agony ; 

The  soul's  dark  traces  left  in  many  oliiie 

Graved  on  iia  inein,  who  died, — "  and  made  no  sign  '." 

Approach  not,  gaze  not— Jest  thy  fever'd  braift 

Too  deep  that  unage  of  despair  retain : 

Angels  of  slumberT  o'er  the  midnight  hour. 

Let  not  snch  viraona  claim  unballow'd  power, 

Lest  the  mind  sink  with  terror,  and  above 

See  but  ih'  Avenger's  arm,  forget  th'  Aloner'a  luvo ! 

O  Th     !  th'  unseen  ih'  all-seeing !— Thou,  whose  wb 
M     1  d  wiih  darkncfs,  mock  all  finite  gaze, 
B  f      whose  eyes  the  creatures  of  Tbylumd, 
S     ph     d  man,  alike  in  weakness  stand, 
A    I  deassgea,  trampling  into  clay 

E     h        ipires  on  their  march,  are  bnt  a  day  ! 
P   h      1  worlds  unknown,  luinumbei'd! — 'Thou, 
W  1  wh  oi  aE  tune  is  one  eternal  lime, 
\\  h    In    v'et  no  past,  nor  flitme — Thou  whose  breath 
Goes  forth,  and  beais  to  myriads,  life  or  death ! 
Look  oil  ua,  guide  us !— wanderere  of  a  sea 


Oh  I  by  His  love,  who,  veiling  Godhead's  light. 
To  moments  circumscribed  the  Infinite, 
■  --  - to  ally 

_ who  shed. 

And,  ere  Iw  raised  them,  wept  above  the  dead  j 
Save,  or  we  p^iMi !— Let  'Thy  word  control 
The  earthquakes  of  that  universe— the  soul ; 
Pfi-vads  the  depths  of  passion — speak  once  mors 
The  mighty  mandate,  guard  of  every  diore, 
"  Here  shali  diy  waves  be  etav'd" — m  erlcf,  in  pam, 
The  ftarM  poise  of  reason's  Sphere  mointam, 
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And  oh  i  be  near,  when,  clothed  with  conquering  power. 
The  King  of  Teiroia  clrims  his  own  dread  hour ; 
When,  on  llie  edge  of  that  imkiiowii  BhyBs, 
Which  darkly  parts  iis  from  the  reahn  ot  blia, 
AweHBlmck  alike  file  timid  and  the  brave. 
Alike  Bnbdued  the  monarch  aiuJ  the  slave, 
Muat  drink  the  cup  of  trembhng'  — when  we  see 
Nought  in  flie  univerea  but  Death  and  Thee, 
Fotaake  ua  not— if  still,  when  life  was  young. 
Faith  to  thy  bosom,  aa  her  home,  hatb  Ep^mg, 
If  Hope's  retreat  hath  been,  throogh  all  the  post. 
The  slradow  by  the  Rook  of  Ages  east, 
Father,  forsake  ns  not ! — when  tortatea  urge 
The  shrinXing^aoul  to  that  royeteriouB  veise  ; 
When  ftom  Thy  jnstioe  to  Thy  love  we  fly, 
On  Nature's  conflict  look  with  pitying  eye. 
Bid  tliB  strong  wind,  the  fire,  the  earlhquake  ceaae, 
Come  in  the  still  amali  voice,  and  whisper— peace  !' 

For  oh!  'tis  awful — He  that  hath  beheld 
The  parting  spirit,  by  its  lears  repeli'd, 
'"'■-  -  "n  weak  terror  to  its  earthly  chain. 


Cling  in  w 
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.  _  id  fi-om  the  diray  brink  re 

He  that  hath  seen  the  last  convulairB  throe 

Dissolve  iho  anion  fomi'd  and  closed  in  woe, 

Well  knows  that  hour  ia  awful.— In  the  pride 

Of  youth  and  health,  by  sullering  yet  untried, 

Wb  talk  of  Death,  as  something,  which  'twere  swe 

In  Glory's  arms  esultingly  to  meet, 

A  cloMng  triumph,  a  majtatie  scene, 

Where  gaaina  nations  watch  the  hero's  mien, 

As,  nni&may^d  amidst  the  tears  of  all. 

He  folds  hJB  maiUle,  regally  to  fall ! 

Huah,  fond  enflrtraast! — still,  obscure  and  lone. 
Yet  not  less  terrible  because  unknown. 
Is  the  last  hour  of  thousands — they  retii« 
From  hie's  throng°d  pafli,  unno^ced  to  expire ; 
As  the  li^t  leaf,  whose  fall  to  ruin  bears 
Some  ti«mbling  msect's  little  woild  of  cares. 
Descends  in  tdlence — while  aronnd  waves  nn 
The  mighty  (brest,  reckless  what  is  gone ! 


;""CTbo^ 


But,  BS  LUe's  cBtrent  in  its  eon  arawa  near 
The  ehndowy  golf,  there  wBtes  a  ihonght  of  fear, 
A  thrilling  thooght,  which  hoply  moek'd  befoie. 
We  fain  would  atine — bnt  it  deeps  no  more ! 
There  are  who  fly  itB  murmurs  'midst  the  throng, 
That  join  tiie  masque  of  revehy  and  song ; 
Yet  atiU  Death's  image,  bv  its  power  realored, 
Frowns  'midst  the  rosea  of  the  fcalBi  board, 
Atid  when  deap  shsdes  o'er  ear^  nnd  ocean  brood, 
And  the  heart  owns  the  might  of  Bahtudo, 
Is  its  low  whisper  heard  1 — a  note  profound. 
But  wild  and  etarthng  as  the  trumpet  sound. 
That  huiste,  with  sudden  blast,  the  dead  repose 
Of  some  pioud  city,  slorm'd  by  midni^t  foes ! 

Oh !  yainly  Reason's  scornful  voice  would  prouo 
TIrat  Hie  hath  nought  to  claim  sttch  lingering  love, 
And  ask  if  e'er  the  capUre,  half  uncham'd, 
n — *.„  .ijg  ^njis  (rinoh  yet  his  steg  reBtrain'd  1 

a  hide. 


_,    -"  What  wouldat  thou  \     ._ 

Mode  for  creation,  be  reveised  for  thee  ?" 
—Poor,  feeble  aid  !— proud  Stoic !  ask  not  why, 
It  is  enough,  that  nature  shrinks  to  die ! 
Enough,  that  hoiror,  which  thy  words  upbraid. 
Is  her  dread  penalty,  and  must  be  paid ! 
—Search  thy  deep  wisdom,  soWe  the  soaroe  define 
And  mystic  questions  of  the  parting  mind. 
Half  check'd,  half  Htter'd^-tell  her,  what  shall  bun 
In  whelmmg  Eraudeur,  on  her  vision  first. 
When  fteedlrom  mortal  films  ?- what  viewless  w 
Shall  fiist  i«ceiv8  her  wing,  but  half  tinlbrl'd  I 
What  awfiil  and  utJxidiea  beings  guide 
Her  timid  iiight  through  regions  yet  untried  1 
Say,  if  at  once,  her  final  doom  to  hear. 
Before  her  God  the  trembler  must  appear, 
Orwaittbatday  of  terror,  when  the  sea 
Shall  yield  its  hidden  dead,  and  heaven  and  I'lirili 

Hast  thou  no  answer?— Then  deride  no  more 


A3  at  unearthly  sounds,  beibre  them  start ; 
Though  the  frame  shuddor,  and  the  spirit  wgli, 
They  have  their  source  in  immortality ! 
Whence,  then,  shall  strength,  which  reason's  ait 
An  equal  to  the  mortal  conflict  rise  ? 
When,  on  the  swift  pale  horse,  whose  lightning 
Where'er  we  fly,  still  wins  the  dreadfiil  race. 
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The  mighty  rider  cornea — O  whence  shall  aid 
Be  drawn,  to  meet  his  ruahing,  utidianoy'd ! 
— WhenoB,  but  from  ihee,  Messiah ! — thod  hast  di 
The  bitter  cup,  ^1  not  the  dtegs  temain'd  ; 
To  fhea  the  struggle  nnd  the  pang  were  fenown, 
The  myatic  horror — all  became  ttune  own '. 


Came  not  th'  Archangel,  in  the  fiiml  hour. 
To  arm  thee  with  invHnerable  power  ? 
No,  Son  of  God  I  upon  thy  sacred  hiiad 
TheflhaftB  of  wrath  their  lenlbld  ftiry  shed, 
■^om  man  ayerted — and  thy  path  on  high 
Paaa'd  through  the  strait  of  fiei-cesl  agony; 
For  thns  th'  Eternal,  with  pvopiliouB  eyes. 
Received  the  li^t,  th'  alniighly  saeiifice  ! 


But  wake  !  bo  glad,  je  nations '.  from  the  tomb 
Is  won  the  vicf  ry,  and  is  fled  the  gloom ! 
The  vale  of  death  in  conquest  hath  been  trod. 
Break  forth  in  joy,  ya  ranaom'd  [  saith  your  God  ! 
Swell  ye  the  raptures  of  the  aong  afer. 
And  hail  wi'h  harps  your  bright  and  Morning  if  at. 


^B,  the  comforter  of  those  w 

And  fee  lirat-fraitB  of  them,  in  Him  that  slept. 
He  rose,  he  triuoiiph'd  '.  he  will  yet  sustain 
FmH  nature  sinking  in  the  strife  of  pain. 
Aided  by  Him,  around  the  martyr's  fiame 
When  &tcelj  bhized  a  living  slmmd  of  flame. 
Hath  the  tirm  soul  exulted,  and  the  voica 
Raised  tiu  victorious  hymn,  and  cried.  Rejoice  ! 
Aided  by  Him,  though  none  the  bed  attend. 
Where  me  lone  stifferer  dies  without  a  friend. 
He  whom  the  busy  world  ahajt  miss  no  more 
Than  mora  one  dewdrop  fi'om  her  countiess  store 
Earth's  most  neglected  child,  with  trusting  heart, 
Call'd  to  the  hope  of  glory,  aiall  depart ! 

And  say,  cold  Sophist !  if  by  thee  bereft 
Ofllial  his^  hope,  tn  misery  what  were  left? 
Bui  for  the  vision  of  the  days  to  be, 
But  for  the  comforter,  demised  by  thee, 
Sliould  we  not  wither  at  the  Chastener's  look. 
Should  we  not  sink  beneath  our  God's  rebulte, 
When  o'er  our  heads  tiie  dcBolatine  blast. 
Fraught  with  inscrutable  decrees,  hath  pastfd, 
And  the  stem  power  who  seeks  the  noblest  prey. 
Hath  call'd  our  faireat  and  our  best  away  3 


iTGt-K^e 


Should  we  no:  madden  when  ouc  e7es  behold 
AU  ihac  we  loved  in  marble  stillness  cold. 
No  mora  responsive  lo  our  smile  or  sig^ 
Fix'd — frozen — silent— all  morlalityl   ■ 
But  for  the  premise,  all  sliall  yet  be  well, 

"'-"'■'  "Bt  the  Bpirilin  it '-' 

mch  clouds  bb  di 

_.  lay  heavy  onou.  ^ , 

And  thou  *.|uet  lent  thy  gladden'd  isles  to  bless, 
Then  Biiatch'd  fram  earth  with  all  thy  loveliness, 
With  all  a  nation's  blessings  on  thy  head, 
O  England's  flower  1  wert  gather'd  to  the  dead  '. 
But  thou  didst  teach  us.    ITiou  to  every  heart, 
son  didst  thyselfimpnrt! 
hope  through  all  thy  pangs  which  ( 
1^  bosom,  o'er  thy  liieless  child, 
amlonging— fitillthypa"'  "'     " 
To  ifa  last  light,  benm'd  bojy  constancy 
Torn  from  slot  in  doudleas  sunshine  eau., 
Amidst  Ihosa  agonies — thy  first  and  la^, 
Thy  pale  Up,  qmvering  with  convulsive  throes, 
Ereatfied  not  a  plamt— and  settled  in  repose  ; 
While  bow'd  tliy  royal  head  to  Him,  whose  poWer 
Spoke  inthe  fiat  of  that  midnight  hour, 
Who  from  tlie  brightest  vision  of  a  throne, 
Love,  glory,  empire,  daim'd  thee  for  his  own. 
And  spread  such  terror  o'er  the  sea-girt  coast, 
Asbl^tedlsntel,  when  her  Ark  was  lost! 

"  It  is  the  will  of  God  !" — yet,  yet  we  hear 
The  words  which  closed  thy  beauliiiil  career  ; 
Yet  should  we  mourn  thee  in  thy  blest  abode, 
But  for  that  thought—"  It  is  the  will  of  God  r 
Who  shall  aiTBign  iJi'  Eternal's  dark  decree, 
If  not  one  muimur  then  escaped  fi:om  thee ! 
Oh  !-slill,  though  vanishing  wifliout  a  trace, 
Thou  hast  not  left  one  scion  of  thy  race. 
Still  may  thy  memory  bloom  our  voles  among, 
Hallow  d  by  freedom,  and  enshrined  in  song ! 
Still  may  thy  pure,  majestic  spirit  dwell. 
Bright  on  the  leles  which  loved  thy  name  so  well. 
E'en  as  an  angel,  with  presiding  care, 
To  walte  and  guard  thiae  own  Ei^  virtnea  there. 

For  lo !  the  hour  when  slorm-presaging  skies 
Ca  II  on  the  watchers  of  the  land  lo  rise. 
To  set  the  sign  of  Era  on  every  height,' 
And  o'er  the  mountains  i^ar,  with  patriot  might. 
Prepared,  it  summon'd  in  itscanse  to  die, 
The  banner  of  oar  faith,  the  Cross  of  victory ! 
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ForgetK „ , 

From  (he  bri^  firanlam  OC  har  gloiy  ttL__, 

Or  bid  stranffe  fire  upaa  hia  altara  bum  1 

No !  BETei'd  land,  "midst  rocks,  and  billovra  rude. 

Throned  in  thy  majealy  of  soUtiide, 

Slill  ill  the  deep  aaylum  of  (hy  breast 

SliaU  tile  pure  elements  of  gteatneis  leat. 

Virtue  aod  feith,  the  tnleiaiy  powers, 

Thy  hsorths  tlml  hallow,  and  defend  thy  towers ! 

Still,  where  thy  hnmlet-valea,  0  chosen  isle ! 
In  the  soft  beauty  of  their  verdure  smile. 
Where  yew  and  ehn  o'er^iade  the  lonely  fanea. 
That  gnnrd  the  peaaanfa  records  and  remains, 
Muy  the  blest  echoes  of  the  Sabbath-beU 
Sweet  on  the  quiet  of  the  woodlanda  swell, 
And  from  each  cottage-dwelling  ^  thy  glades. 
When  starlight  glunmeta  throu^  the  deep'ning  fJiadee, 
Devotion's  voice  in  choral  hymns  arise, 
And  bear  the  land's  wnim  incense  to  the  aides. 

~  usjoy 


■loliays 


?shaip  convey'd 

sr  soul  all  gliatenitig  m  her  eyea. 

She  bids  the  prayer  of  iufauoy  arise, 
Tell  of  his  name,  who  left  his  Throne  on  high. 
Earth's  lowlieflt  Jot  to  bear  and  sanctify. 
His  love  divine,  by  keenest  anguish  tr;ed, 
Aiidf'undlysay— "My  child,  &  thee  He  diedi" 


rCoo^^e 


NOTES  AND  CHiTlCAL  ANNO' 


NdleS,pBge25»,  lineSt. 
Ftg  M  tie  Cily  ef  lij  Refuge,  fiv' 


'■  Thou  hasl  drunken  Iha  dregs  of  ihe  cop  of  IreinMlnE 


"  And  behold,  the  Lord  pEissed  by,  and  a  great  anil  bCtodc  wind 
rent  Ihe  mnunlalns.  and  brako  in  pieces  lUo  rocks  hetbre  IhoT^ ; 
but  Ihe  Lord  was  not  in  Ihe  wind  -  Rnd  efler  Ihe  ivlnil  an  earlh- 
quBke ;  Iral  Ihe  Lord  was  uol  in  the  earthquake :  and  after  the  otulh- 


CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS 


'*  In   1630  Mrs^  Heinans  pnbiished  The  ScepUe,  a  pnem  of  great 
merit  for  its  alyle  and  its  Bentiments,  of  whicli  we  shall  jlve  a  rapid 


w,  Google 


"  Tho  poel  then  ask?,  if  an  infldBl  ilare  lose ;  and.  having  nu  home 
for  his  Ihoughla  in  a  belief  world,  niiree  Bueli  feelings  k5  dellBlil  io 
enshrine  Ihemaelves  in  Uie  braasl  ofa  iiarenl.  She  nddrasses  Mm  on 
Ihe  InsoDnrlly  of  an  atlacbioenl  to  a  vain  Idol,  ftom  wWcli  death. 
mar  at  anj  tima  divide  him '/"'"  -^w-'       -  .       .       Pot 

relief  tha  Infidel  is  retbrred  to  the  Christian  religion.  In  a  sln^n, 
nhlch  Unites  Ihe  ftivor  at  devotion  witli  poetic  sensibility. 

The  poem  proceeds  to  depict,  In  a  ftirclhle  manner  the 
unfortunate  sate  ofamlnd  wluchacquh^s  every  kind  of  linowledga 
but  th&t  vi'hich  elves  lalntion :  and.  having  gained  poiEeuioa  of  tha 
secrets  of  nil  ages,  and  eomniuned  with  [ha  maJesHenilo  lis  Ihat  shine 
alone  the  nalhira;  of  Unie,  neelecli  nothlog  but  etamlw.  Sueh.  a 
one,  In  tiie  seesen  of  andbrlnE.lnds  lalief  In  suicide,  and^  eseapes  to 
dsath  as  to  an  eternal  resL  The  thought  of  dealhiecura  to  tha  mind 
of  Ihe  poet,  bjuI  caUi  forth  a  Invent  prayer  tbr  tiie  divine  presence 
and  support  in  the  honr  of  dissolution ;  Ibr  the  hour,  when  the  soul  Is 
broiicht  to  the  niysleilous  verga  of  another  111b.  Is  an  '  awflil  on*.' 
.  .  .  .  .  This  Is  followed  by  an  allusion  to  the 
strong  love  of  llfh  which  belongs  to  human  nature,  and  the  hisUnct 
Ive  eiqirehensiOQ  with  which  the  parting  mind  mnses  ou  lis  Aitara 

Bnl  through  Ihe  Influence  of  religion— 


"  After  some  Unas  eiliresslng  the  sidrit  of  English  patriotism.  In  a 
manner  with  fhlch  Ihielgners  can  Qnljr  he  pleased,  the  poem  closes 
witb  the  idcture  of  a  mother  tsachhig  her  child  Ihe  first  lessons  of 
relliUm,  by  holdhig  np  the  divine  eiample  of  tha  Savlnni. 

"We  have  heen  lad  Into  a  longet  notice  of  this  niem,  for  It  inns' 

loUness  of  purpose,  an  eamoatnesa  of  thought,  •omellines  made  mors 
Interesting  by  a  tinge  of  melanehaly,  a  de[ith  of  reilglons  Ibeling.  a 
mind  alive  to  all  the  interests,  giamicatlons,  and  sorrows  of  social 
llfe."~FBonsios  Norton  (hi  Mbrth  Jhxtritaa  Steintn,  April,  IBST.) 
"  We  have,  on  mian  than  one  ouaiion,  eipraaied  tlie  very  h^h 
apiolon  wUch  we  entertain  of  the  lalenla  of  this  lady  ;  and  It  Is 
grnOfylng  to  And  that  she  eivea  ui  no  i ' — ■• — '  "-  "■"•""'  <- 


^^  M.6. „ , and  thBt.,_. 

nIbllLon  of  her  powers  enhances  and  CDnArma  her  claims 


r  of  her 


t  but  that  she  has  already  perfljrmcd  more  than  he 
aldent  to  win  fbr  other  candidates  no  mean  place  In  th 


l,GtH)'^le 


THE  SCEPTIC.  261 

The  votes  of  Mrs.  Hemans  appear  (he  aponlaneous  off 
ig  of  iDlsDse  Mid  noble  ftsllni:,  goiened  by  a  olau  nndsntuid- 
aod  ^hloued  !nU)  elsgaoefl  by  &a  exqi^lte  daUcncy  and  pre- 
ii  of  lasU.    With  miHe  than  the  fime  of  many  of  her  mascu' 

cotnpetllois,  ahe  nevsCDeuettobBsliicay^MiuliiUian'liDla 

eurreni  of  hH  titought  and  feeling,  noi  approaehea  by  any  chitnce 
the  verEO  of  that'free  and  bicrofdd  aounie  of  ipeoulaooD,  of  which 
IhB  boldness  is  mote  conB^Dnoiis  than  the  wisihiDi,  but  Into  wUeh 
'  '"         at  remarkuila  atnong  the  fbniale  llleiall  of  our  times 


subject  of  wblc 


L  it  would  hava  bB«i  v? 


the  hands  of 
eiuuaoteristlC3' 


lahaalelllnlhe 
olofwluch  thoaub- 
nergy  of  tlioaght  tlie  pro- 


tliors,  to  the  delicscy 
and  eolhuslasm  whlcl 

ehlllhig  cento  of  the  OTpioaen  tanciea.oi  mooern  sr 
into  rhyme  by  the  baud  of  a  wmnaa.  vranld  have  in 
gusflng,  by  the  ievive.1  of  absntditles  long  EDn^oed 
by  the  ravolUng  aihibltion  of  a  IbniaJe  mind  sboin  c.  ,. 
tions,  aad  wrapt  In  darknaBa  and  deOanca.    But  JMis.  E 
chosen  the  belter  and  Che  nc' ■ 
poem  belbre  ua  every  liace  i 

ject  admllled,  and  hai  fer  In „  ._ , 

^g  pioneers  of  UDballef,  she  has  Buatalned  throuEhoiL.  _  _ 

warqi  aod  confiding  idoty.  and  has  thns  proved  that  the  humility  of 
hope  and  of  tUth  has  in  It  nana  of  the  weakness  with  which  llhaa 
been  cha^d  by  the  arrogance  of  Impiety,  but  owns  a  divine  and  mys- 
lerioHS  vigor  rssidine  under  the  Tory  aspect  of  genllenesa  and  devo 
tioD."—Bditiiiiirgh  MmtMy  Rccltis,  vol.  ill. 

"  Her  last  two  pubUcaHons  are  works  of  a  hlghei  stamp  i  works, 
indeed,  of  whleh  no  llvlnv  poat  need  to  lie  ashauleil.  The  first  of 
[hem  is  enatled  3a«Scm&,  andlsdavoled.asoujrearters  wlUeKsi- 
ly  antlclpala,  to  advoca^  Iha  cauiB  of  religion.    Undoubtedly  the 

to  a  laudable  mdiEfnacian  at  the  couna  which  lileialiue  la  many  da- 
pimments  seemed  Islely  to  be  tsiOnEhi  this  country,  BUdstlhedoc* 
IrlneH  dlssetnlnatsd  ivlth  Indusuy,  [oinitipaUy  (but  by  no  means  ex- 
elusively,  as  has  been  ^laely  mpposedj  aoimtg  the  lower  orders. 
Urs.  Hemans,  however,  does  not  atcempc  to  rouon  ieamedly  or  la 
borlonsly  in  verse;  few  poama,  oatenaibly  philosojihlcal ,or  didactic, 
have  ever  been  of  use.  except  to  display  the  Ingenuity  itnd  ^ent  of 
the  writers.  People  are  not  olian  taught  a  aclence  eranartln  Jn. 
etry,  and  mnch  less  will  an  InSdel  be  converted  by  a  theological 
...  _  .    .  ....  If  thj  stq^  1, '■ — 


sisllble   force  toeonflriaa  wavecioE  miod ;  it  Is  ahnply  reatloE  the 
■     "     "slonon  the  necesaltyofit— bnlhBUtlo^m3BBryandheJp- 
— ■  is  in  itself  available  Kit 


truth  of  religion 


e  ibroueh  this  range  with  great  Iheling  an 
comes  lo  the  mind  which  has  clothed  ftsel 
I  relying  )H4)udly  on  Ihet  ejone  In  the  hour  t 


f  in  Its  own  EtrengUi, 
itr^n  of  moral  poslry 


^ot3gfe 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TRIBUNAL, 


lere  called  Free  JniJeeB.  wers  unknown  lo  (he  peo. 

laptlan, 7  Ibey  had  UDDUUltted  anv 
■'     "•bey  wen  alio  under  sn  oUf- 

ling  the  altWr,  lo  cite  the  BC- 

i;uaeu,  uiju*  ui  »u  of  hl«  eoodflffliialloa,  la  punue  and  put  blm  to 
death,  whatever  he  might  t»  met  with.    The  pioDeeditiga  of  this  tiri- 

thaugh  It  WHS  usual  to  BnnuoDn  a  cul^c  tbtee  tlmea  tietbre  Hntence 

IDDileiniied  wilhant  any  dcatlos.  After  eondemuatiaii,  It  was  al- 
most impoislble  Ibr  aoj  ocb  (a  esoape  the  vengeance  of  the  Free 
Jndgei),  ibr  thslr  commandi  set  thousHods  of  amaulni  in  motlan, 
who  had  sworn  not  to  ipnre  the  life  of  their  nesTESI  rels&m,  If  re 
quired  tfi  safirlScflH,  Ijnc  to  exeoule  the  decreeaof  the  order  with  the 
mostdevolsd  obedlescB,  even  should  they  oonsider  the  object  of  Ih^ 
pursuit  as  the  moat  Innocenl  i^  men.  Almoil  all  ngtsosa  of  rank 
and  fortune  sought  admiasion  leto  the  xicletr  i  there  were  i^ee 
Juilges  even  amongat  the  maglBUntei  of  the  Imperial  dQes,  noderery 
prince  hail  aoqio  ofUieir  order  In  his  conneiL.    When  a  member  of 


obliged,  upon  hi:  „ „— ,  -  -  - 

snce,  without  sshlne  any  questions.  II  was  usual  to  hang  np  the 
peraons  condemned,  with  a  irtUow  branch,  to  Che  first  tree  j  bnl  If 
circnmstaoces  obliged  them  to  dispatch  hipi  with  a  pcdnard,  they 
left  it  In  his  body,  Uiat  it  might  be  InowB  he  had  mit  beeiL  asiassf 
nated,  but  eiecnled  fay  a  Fm  Judge.  AU  the  tranaactlona  of  the 
Saga  or  Seen  (as  (beycaLledthemBelYes,}weiB  enveloped  In  myste- 
ry, and  It  is  even  now  unknown  by  what  fiigns  they  revealed  them- 

and  ledgublable.  thai  the  Princes  of  the  Empire  found  it  neceaaaTy  to 

The  ftllowing  accnuot  of  this  eitraotdinary  assQciaiimi  isgiyea  by 

toujouis  masques,  else  lasseiubluit  pendant  !anuil,puniBagiBnCdami 
le  alienee,  el  navolent  sealement  sur  Is  poignard  qu'lls  enfnr$aienE 

prAyeDtdwit  le  condomn^t  en  fiUsant  crier  trola  Ma  ions  Lea  fenah-ea 
de  la  malion,  Ualheur,  Halbeur,  Ualheul  1  Alors  rinihrtunA  cavolt 
que  par-toDt,  dans  I'dtranger,  duts  son  contdtoyen,  dans  agn  parent 


Baron  Bock  and  Proftasor  Kramer. 


iTGot^^Tc 


ne  tloK  foil  cOQlre  lous,  bu  Iteu.  que  toils  dol- 
lacnn.  II  flJluit  que  la  JusUce  sorin-li  la  orim- 
n  defendn;  mats  celle  piinilion  qui  pLsDolt 


Night  veil'cl  the  mouiilains  of  the  vine, 
And  slornis  had  touEed.  the  tbaming  Rhine 
And,  mingling  wilh  the  piiiewood's  roar, 
Its  billowfl  hoEUBely  chafed  tlie  ftbore, 
Willie  glen  and  cavern,  lo  their  moans. 
Gave  answer  wifli  a  thousand  tones ; 
Then,  as  (he  voice  of  sloims  am>all'd 
The  peasant  oi'  (lie  OdenvraldJ* 
Shuddeidng  be  deam'd,  that,  Kir  on  high, 
'Tw^s  the  wild  hnntsmao  tuahme  by. 
Riding  the  blast  with  phantom,  speed. 
With  err  of  honnd,  and  tramp  of  steed, 
While  Ills  fierce  train,  as  on  they  flew, 
Their  horns  in  favage  choroa  blew. 
Till  rock,  and  tower,  and  convent  round. 
Rung  to  the  dirill  unearlhly  sound. 


Farolherac .  - -^.-, 

Thoush  lost  amidat  xhe  tempest's  might. 
That  fill'd  the  echoing  earth  and  aky. 
With  its  own  awftd  harmony. 
There  slood  a  lone  and  ruin'd  fiine, 
Far  in  the  Odenwaid's  domain, 
'Midat  wood  and  rock,  a  deep  receea 
Of  still  and  shadowy  lonelinesB. 
Long  grass  its  pavement  had  o'ergrown. 
The  wild-flower  waved  o'er  the  altar-alone. 
The  night-wmd  rock'd  the  tottering  pile, 
As  it  swept  along  the  rooaesa  aisle, 
For  the  forest-boughs,  and  the  stormy  sky, 
Were  all  that  mmstei^s  canopy. 

Many  a  broken  image  lay 
In  the  moffiv  mantle  oT  decay. 
And  partial  light  the  moonbeams  darted 
O'er  tropiiiea  of  the  long  departed ; 
For  there  the  chiefe  of  other  days. 
The  mighQ',  ^Qnib8r*d,  with  their  praise  ; 

•The  Odeawalil.  a  tnresl-dlstncl  near  the  Rhine,  adjoining;  II; 


iVtSnogiu' 


'Twaa  iong  since  aught  but  the  dews  of  Heavea 
A  trilmtB  lo  their  bier  had  given, 
Loag  since  a  sound  hut  the  moaning  blast 
Abova  Iheir  voicelees  home  had  paas'd. 


Adom'd  the  dwelline  of  iheit  re   , 

And  emblems  of  the  Holy  Land 

Were  carved  by  some  forgotten  hand ; 

But  [he  helm  was  broke,  the  diield  defaced, 

And  the  crest  (hrough  weeds  might  scarce  be  In 

And  ihe  scatter'd  leaves  of  the  northeni  pina 

Half  hid  the  palm  of  Palestine. 

So  slept  the  gloiioua — lowlf  laid. 

As  the  peasant  in  his  nadve  shade: 

Some  hermit's  tale,  some  shepheid  s  thyme, 

All  that  high  deeds  could  win  liom  time ! 

What  footsteps  move,  with  measured  tread. 
Amid  those  chambers  of  the  dead  1 
What  silent,  shadowy  beings  glide 
Low  tombs  and  mooldering  shrines  besidB, 
Peooling  the  wild  and  solemn  scene 
With  forms  well  suited  to  its  mien  ? 
Wanderer,  away !  let  none  intrude 


Their  i^k  and  dread  tribunal  bold. 
They  meet  not  in  the  mousrch's  dome. 
They  meet  not  in  the  chieftain's  home ; 
But  where,  unbounded  o'er  their  heads. 
All  heaven  mBgnificently  spreads. 
And  from  its  depths  of  cloudlesa  blue 
The  eternal  staia  their  deeds  may  view '. 
Where'er  the  flowera  of  the  mountain  sod 
By  roving  foot  are  seldom  trod ; 
where'er  tlie  aalhlefs  forest  waves. 
Or  the  ivy  clothes  ibrsaken  graves ; 
Where'er  wild  legends  mars  a  spot. 


^mnnlij 


By  mortals  shniuTd,  but  nnfbrgot, 
There,  circled  by  the  ^adea  oi  ni^ 

They  judge  of  Crimea  dial  shiinkm. , 

And  guilt  that  desms  its  secret  known 
To  the  One  uoslumhering  eye  alone, 
Yetheats  their  name  with  a  sudden  start, 
As  an  icy  touch  had  chill'd  its  hean. 
For  the  stisdav  ot  Ih'  avenger's  hand 
Kcals  dark  andheavj'on  tlS  land. 


iTGm^'^lc 


There  rose  a  voice  from  the  ruin'a  gioom 
And  woke  tha  echoes  of  ihe  tomb, 
Ab  if  the  noble  henrts  beneath 
Sent  forth  deep  answers  to  ita  breath. 

"  When  the  midnight  stars  are  burning 
And  the  dead  to  earth  leluming; 
When  the  Bpirita  of  the  blest 
EUbs  upon  the  good  man's  rest  i 
When  each  whiter  of  the  gale 


ii  ihe  soul  ha^  deepest  power. 
Why  thus  meet  we,  but  to  call 
For  judgment  on  the  criminal  I 
Why,  but  the  doom  of  guilt  to  seal. 
And  point  th'  avenser's  holy  steell 
A  fearful  oath  has  bound  our  souls, 
A  fearful  power  our  arm  controls  I 
There  is  an  ear,  awake  on  high, 
E'en  to  thought's  whispers,  ere  they  die ; 
There  is  an  eye,  whose  beam  pervades 
All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shades ; 
TlwLt  ear  hath  heard  our  awlul  vow, 
That  searehinK  eye  is  on  us  now  1 
Let  him  whose  heart  is  improfiined. 
Whose  liand  no  blameless  blood  bath  atam  A— 
Let  him,  whose  thoughts  no  record  keep 
Of  orimeB,  in  silence  buried  deep, 
Here,  in  the  face  of  Heaven,  accuse 
The  guilty  whom  its  wtath  pursues !" 

'Twas  hnahed— that  voice  of  thriUing  sound, 
And  a  dead  silence  reign'd  around. 
Then  stood  forth  one,  ifliose  dim-seen  form, 
Tower'd  like  a  phantom  m  the  storm ; 
Gathering  his  mantle,  as  a  doud, 
With  ifa  dark  folds  his  fece  to  shroud. 
Through  pillar'd  arches  on  he  paffi'd. 
With  stately  step,  and  paused  at  last, 
Where,  on  the  altar's  mooldenng  sKine, 
The  fitful  moonbeam  biightly  ehcns ; 
Then  on  the  fearM  slillufBS  broke 
liOW,  solemn  tones,  as  thus  he  spoke  : 


All  depths,  all  deserts,  and  all  shade; 

Heard  by  that  ear  awake  on  high 

E'en  to  thought's  whispers  ere  they  die  ; 

With  all  a  moi-tal's  awe  I  stand, 

Yet  with  pure  heart,  and  stainless  hand. 


<.^5^fe= 


3  A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TK] 

To  Heaven  I  tift  that  hand  and  call 
For  judgmeiil  on  the  criminal : 
The  earth  ia  dyed  wjlh  bloodalied's  hu 
It  cries  for  vej^eanoe — I  accuse  V 


A  broliiet's  blood — hia  hand  ia  dyed 
With  the  deep  stain  of  ftasritiide. 
Oiie  boor,  one  moment,  hath  reveal' d. 
What  yeara  in  darkne®  had  coiiceal'd. 
But  all  in  vain— the  gulf  of  time 
Refused  to  close  upon  his  crime ; 
Aiid  guilt  that  slept  on  flowers,  shall  knovr. 
The  earthquake  waa  but  husli'd  below! 

Here,  where  amidst  (he  noble  dead. 
Awed  by  iheir  ftnie,  he  dare  not  tread ; 
Where,  left  by  him  to  dark  decay. 
Their  trophies  moulder  fast  away ; 
Around  us  !tnd  beneath  us  lie 
The  relics  of  his  ancestry; 
The  ohiefe  of  Litidheim's  ancient  race. 
Each  in  his  last  low  dwelling-place : 
But  one  ia  absent — o'er  his  grave 
The  palmy  ahadea  of  Syria  wave ; 
Far  distant  fiom  hia  native  Rhine, 
He  diedunmouni'd,  in  Falesline 


TheFJlraim  sought  the  Holy  Land, 
To  perish  by  a  brother's  hand ! 
Peace  to  hia  soul !  though  o'er  his  bed 
No  dirge  be  pour'd,  no  tear  be  ^led, 
Thongn  all  he  loved  hia  name  forget, 
Theym&  who  shall  avenge  him  yet !" 


"  Tliere  ia  an  hour  when  vain  renioise 
First  witkes  in  her  eteruBJ  force  ; 
When  pardon  may  not  be  retneved, 
When  consdence  will  not  be  deceived. 
He  that  beheld  the  victim  bleed, 
BeheM,  and  aided  In  tiie  deed- 
When  earthly  feais  had  lost  iheir  power 
R^eal'd  die  lale  m  such  an  hour. 
Unfolding,  with  hia  latest  breath, 
jUl  that  gave  keene  pangs  to  death." 


A  TALE  OF  T 

"  By  Him,  th'  All-seeing  and  Unseen. 
Who  is  for  ever,  and  hath  been, 
And  by  th'  Aloner's  croaa  adored, 
And  by  th'  avenger's  holy  sword. 
By  tiulh  eternal  and  divine, 
Aeoiiser!  wilt  tliou  sweat  to  thine  1" 
— '■  The  oross  upon  my  heai-t  is  presi, 
I  hold  the  dagger  to  my  breaal; 
If  false  the  tole  whose  truth  i  swear, 
lie  mine  the  murderer's  doom  to  bear !" 

Than  sternly  rose  the  dread  reply— 
"  His  days  are  iiumber'd — he  must  die ! 
There  is  no  sliadow  of  the  night, 
Sj  deep  as  to  conceal  hia  Sight ; 
Earth  doth  not  hold  so  lone  a  waste. 
But  there  his  footstep  shall  be  traoed  ; 
Devotion  hath  no  shrine  so  blest, 
That  tfiete  in  saiety  he  may  rest. 
Where'er  he  treads,  let  Vengeance  there 
Around  bimspread  her  secret  snare! 
In  the  busy  haunts  of  men. 
In  the  still  and  shadowy  glen. 
When  the  social  board  is  cr™™''' 


When  his  bosom  kliows  no  fear, 
Let  the  dagger  etill  he  near. 
Till,  sudden  as  the  lightning's  dait. 
Silent  and  swift  it  reach  his  heart ! 
One  warning  voice,  one  fearful  word. 
Ere  mom  beneath  his  toweis  be  heard. 
Then  vainly  may  the  guilty  fly. 
Unseen,  unaided,— lie  must  die ! 
Let  those  he  loves  prepare  his  tomb, 
Let  friendship  lure  him  to  his  doom  ! 
Perish  his  deeds,  his  name,  hia  race. 
Without  a  record  or  a  trace  I 
Away !  be  watchful,  swift,  and  free. 
To  wrealt  th'  invisible's  decree. 
'Tis  pass'd — th'  avenger  olaima  las  prey, 
On  to  the  chase  of  death— away !" 


Theshadow^ 

The  tombs  deserted  as  before  ; 

And  the  wide  forest  waved  unmenae. 

In  dark  and  lone  magnificence. 

In  Lindheim's  toweis  the  feast  had  closed ; 

■The  BCng  was  hush'd,  the  bard  leposedi 
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3  A  TILE  OF  TEE  SHCKET  TmRUNAI 

Sleep  settled  on  the  weary  gneat, 
And  the  easde'e  lord  retired  to  reat. 
To  rest ! — Ibe  captive  doom'd  to  die 
May  slumber,  wneii  his  honr  is  nigh ; 
Tho  oBamoTj  wlien  the  billows  foam, 

dreaxa  of  home ; 


battle's 


May  win  from  care  a  short  reprieve ; 
Bat  earlh  a.nd  heaven  aUke  i^etiy 
Their  peace  to  guilt's  o'erwearied  ctc  ; 
And  night,  that  nritig^  to  grief  a  calm, 
To  toil  a  pause,  to  pain  a  balm, 
Hath  ape]k  tfrrifio  In  her  oouree. 
Dread  sounds  and  shadows,  for  remorse. 
Voices  that  long  from  earth  had  fled. 
And  steps  and  echoes  from  Ihe  dead  ; 
And  many  a  dream,  whose  forms  arise, 
Like  a  darker  world's  reaUties  I 
Call  them  not  vain  illoaiona — bom 
Bnt  for  the  wise  and  brave  to  scorn ! 
Heaven,  that  the  penal  doom  defers. 
Hath  yet  its  thousand  ministers, 
To  scourge  the  heart,  unseen,  nntnown. 
In  shade,  in  silence,  and  oloue. 
Concentrating  in  one  brief  hour 
Ages  of  relrffiution'a  power ! 

If  thou  wonldst  know  the  lot  of  those. 
Whose  souls  ore  dark  with  guilty  woes 
Ah !  seek  them  not  where  pleBBore's  thronj 
Are  listening  to  the  voice  of  song ; 
Seek  them  not  where  the  banquet  glows. 
And  tiie  red  vineyard's  nectar  flows : 
There  mirth  may  flush  the  hollow  cheek. 


Follow, 

The  song  is  hnsh'd,  the  feast  is  done. 
And  Lindheim's  lord  remains  alone. 

With  the  dread  secret  of  his  breast : 
Alone  with  anguish  and  with  fear  ; 


Thou  hear'st  the  healing  of  thy  lieart ! 
Thou  hear'st  the  night-wind's  hollow  sigh, 
Thou  hear'st  the  rustling  tapestry  ! 
No  sound  but  these  may  near  thee  be ; 
S,]';-,  \  al!  ihines  earthly  sleep— bat  thae. 
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Ho !  thera  are  murmurs  on  Ihe  air. 
And  D  voice  is  heard  that  criea — ''  Despiiir ! " 
And  he  who  creinbles  b.ia  would  deem 
'Twas  the  whisper  of  a  waking  dream. 
Was  it  but  this  t— again  'tia  there. 
Again  is  heard — ''  Desi  air  !  Despair ! " 
!B  have  slowly  died 


In  ecboea  or 


Hettrd  bat  b;  him,  they  lose,  they  lelT, 
He  knew  dieir  fem^l  meaning  well, 
And  rfirinking  from  the  niidnigiil  gloom, 
As  from  the  aSadow  of  Ihe  twiib. 
Yet,  shuddering,  tum'd  in  pole  dismay 
When  broke  the  dawn's  msc  kindling  ray, 
And  Bought,  amidst  the  forest  wild, 
Soiae  shade  where  sunbeam  ueser  smiled. 

Yes !  hide  ihee,  guilt ! — the  langhing  morn 
WaieB  in  a  heaven  of  splendor  oom! 
The  storms  that  shook  the  mountain  crest 
Have  sought  their  viewless  world  of  rest. 
High  from  his  clifTs,  with  ardent  gaze, 
Soars  [he  young  eagle  in  the  blaze, 
EiuUine,  as  he  wings  his  way, 
To  revel  in  the  fcunt  of  day. 
And  brightly  past  his  banks  of  vine. 
In  glory,  flows  the  monai'ch  Rhine  ; 
And  joTOQS  peala  the  vintage  song 
Hia  wild  luzniiant  gborea  aloog. 
As  peasant  bands,  Kom  rock  and  dell. 
Their  strains  of  choral  transport  ewell ; 
And  clifls  of  bold  fantastic  forms. 
Aspiring  to  the  realm  of  storms ; 
And  woods  around,  and  waves  below. 
Catch  the  red  Orient's  deepening  glow. 
That  lends  each  tower,  and  convent-Epire, 
A  imge  of  i)a  ethereal  fire. 
SweU^gh  the  song  of  festal  hours  ! 
Deck  ye  the  dirine  with  living  flowers ! 
Let  music  o'er  the  waters  breathe '. 
Let  beanty  twine  the  bridal  wreath ! 
While  she,  whose  blue  eye  laughs  in  light. 
Whose  cheek  with  love's  ownliue  is  bright, 
The  ^r-tiair'd  maid  of  Liodheim's  hall. 
Wakes  to  her  nupdal  festival. 
Oh!  who  hath  seen,  in  dreams  that  soar 
To  worlds  the  soul  would  fain  explore. 
When,  for  her  own  blest  country  pining, 
lis  beauty  o'er  her  thought  is  diinmg, 
Some  form  of  heaven,  whose  cloudless  ey« 
Was  all  one  beara  of  ecstacy ! 
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Whose  gloriouB  brow  no  traces  wore 
Of  guill,  or  sorrow  known  before ! 
WboBe  smile,  andimm'd  by  aughl  of  corlh, 
A  Bimbeom  of  immoral  birth, 
Spoke  of  blight  realms,  far  distant  lying, 
Where  love  and  joy  are  both  undying  \ 
E'en  ^U3 — a.  vision  of  delight, 
A  beam  to  eladtien  morlaTsight, 
A  flower  wSose  head  no  storm  had  bow'd, 
Whose  leaves  ne'er  droop'd  beneath  a  cloud , 
Thus,  by  the  world  unslain'd,  untried, 
Seem'd  that  belov'd  and  fovely  bride ; 
A  being  all  too  soil  and  &ir, 
One  breath  of  earthly  woe  to  bear ! 
Yet  lirea  there  many  a  lofly  mind. 
In  light  and  fragile  form  enshrined ; 
AitdaR  ^uooth  cheek,  and  smiliiig  eye, 
Hide  strength,  to  aufier  and  to  die : 
Judge  not  of' woman's  heart  in  hours 
Thai  strew  her  path  with  summer  HoweiB, 
When  joy's  fiill  cup  ia  mandiiig  high, 
When  flBtteiy's  blandishments  are  nigh ; 
Judge  tier  not  then  t  within  her  breast 
Are  energicH  unseen,  that  rest  I 
They  wait  their  call— and  grief  alone 
May  make  the  soid'a  deep  secrets  known. 
Yes!  let  hersmilo,  'niidat  pleasure's  train 
Leadmg  the  reckless  and  the  vainl 
Firm  on  the  scafibid  ehe  hath  stood. 
Besprinkled  with  the  martyr's  blood ; 
Her  voice  the  patriots  heart  hath  steel'd. 
Her  spirit  g!ow'd  on  battle-field  ; 
Her  courage  freed  from  dungeon's  gloom 
The  captive  brooding  o'er  Ins  doom ; 
Her  faitli  the  fiillen  monarch  saved. 
Her  love  the  tyrant's  fury  braved  ; 
No  seeni  of  danger  or  despair. 
But  she  hath  won  her  triumph  there  ! 


Far  otherTTovelier  dreams  are  Ihme, 
Fair  daughter  ofa  noble  line ! 
Yoang  Ella  !  from  thy  tower,  whose  height 
Hath  caught  the  fiush  of  Eastern  light, 
Walching,  while  soil  the  morumg  air 
Parts  on  thy  brow  the  sunny  hair. 
Yon  bark,  that  o'er  the  calm  blue  tide 
EeaiB  Ihy  loved  warrior  to  his  bride- 
He,  whose  high  deeds  romantic  praise 
Hath  hallow'd  with  a  thousand  lays. 
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A  TALE  OF  TI!S  SECRET  TRIBOWAL. 

He  came — that  youthfiil  chief— he  came 
That  fevor'd  lord  of  love  and  fame ! 
HiH  Blep  waa  hutrieci — as  if  one 
Who  seeks  a,  voice  within  to  shun  ; 
His  cheek  was  varying,  and  eipre^d 


Seem'd  stragRling  to  be  still  unseen. 

With  ehtinking  lieart,  with  nameless  feof, 
Youna  Ella  met  the  brow  austere, 
And  the  wild  look,  which  seem'd  to  fly 
The  timid  welcome  of  her  eye. 
Was  that  a  lovely's  gaze,  which  chih'd 
The  soul,  ita  awful  sadness  thrill'd  1 

With  all  ih.  .- 

She  tremhled — 

By  its  dread  lemons  ne'er  matured : 

Unused  to  meet  a  glance  of  less 

Than  all  a  parent's  tenderness, 

Shuddermg  she  felt,  through  every  sense 

The  death-like  laintneas  of  suspense. 

Hah  o'er  the  windings  of  the  flood. 
On  Lmdheim'a  terraced  rocks  Ihey  stood, 
Whence  the  free  sight  afar  might  stray 
O'er  that  imperial  river's  way, 
Wliioh,  rudims  from  its  Algine  source. 


ie  long  ttinmph  ol 


_  ut  they,  o'er  that  mBJesdc 
With  clouded  brow  and  tuudona  rnien, 
!n  silence  gazed  >-for  Ella's  heart 
Feai^d  its  own  terrors  to  impart : 
And  he,  who  vainly  strove  to  hide 
His  pangs,  with  all  a  warrioi's  pride, 
Seem'd  gathering  courage  to  iinfold 
Some  iearfnl  tale  that  must  be  told. 

Al  length  his  mien,  his  voice,  obmin'd 
A  calm,  that  seem'd  by  conflicts  gtun'd. 
As  thus  he  spoke— "Yes!  gaze  a  while 
On  the  bt^ht  scenes  that  round  thee  amUo 
For,  if  JisMOve  be  firm  and  true, 
Soon  must  thou  bid'  Iheir  charms  ndiea ! 
A  fate  hangs  o'er  us,  whose  decree 
Must  bear  me  fer  from  them  or  thee  ; 
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Our  path  is  one  of  aiores  and  fear, 

I  loae  Ihee  ifl  linaer  here ! 

Droop  not,  beioved  !  thy  home  shall  rise 

As  fau',  beneath  far  distant  skies ; 

Aa  fondly  tcodemeas  and  truth 

Shall  cherish  ihere  thy  rose  of  youth. 

But  apeak !  and  when  yon  halloWd  ahrine 

Hatii  heard  the  tows  wliich  make  thee  luiite 

Say,  will  thou  fly  with  me,  no  more 

To  tread  thina  own  loved  mounlaiinshore. 

But  share  and  soothe,  repining  not 

The  bitterness  of  exile's  lot!" 

"DIric!  thou  know'sl  how  deaily  loved 
The  scenes  where  tiisl  my  childhood  roved  j 
The  woods,  the  rooks,  that  tower  supreme 
Above  our  own  majestic  stream, 
The  halis  where  first  my  heartbeat  high 
To  the  proud  songs  of  chivalry. 
All,  all  are  dear — yet  these  are  lies 
Affection  well'may  sacritice ; 
Loved  though  they  be,  where'er  thou  art, 
l^ere  is  [he  country  c*  my  heart ! 
Yet,  is  there  one,  who,  reft  of  me, 
Were  lonely  as  a  blasted  tree  ; 
One,  who  still  hoped  my  hand  should  cloH 
His  eyes,  in  Nature's  last  repose  ; 
Eve  gathers  round  him — on  nis  brow 
Already  reals  tiie  wintry  mow ; 
His  form  is  bent,  his  features  wear 
The  deepening  Unes  of  age  and  care. 
His  feded  eye  lialb  lost  its  fire ; 
Tbon  woHiilst  not  tear  me  from  my  aire  t 
Yet  tell  ma  all  -thy  woes  unpart, 
MyUhic!  to  It  faithful  heart. 
Which  sooner  far — oh,  doubt  not  this — 
Wonid  share  t/a/  pan^,  than  otheia'  blisa !" 

"  Elia,  what  would'st  thou  ?— -'tis  a  tale 
Will  make  that  cheelt  as  maii)le  pale ! 
Yet  what  avails  it  to  conceal 
All  thou  too  soon  must  know  and  feel  1 

And  nerve  ihat  gentle  heart  to  bear — 
But  I — oh,  was  it  then  for  me 
The  beraM  of  thy  woes  to  he  '. 
Thy  soul's  bright  calini 
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"  Hast  (hou  not  heard,  in  legends  old, 
Wild  lalea  ihal  turn  the  life-blood  cold. 
Of  those  wiio  meet  in  cava  or  glen. 
Far  from  the  busy  waltta  of  men ; 
Those  who  myslenous  viailB  keep, 
When  earth  is  wrofil  ia  shades  and  sleep. 
To  judge  of  crimes,  like  Him  on  high, 
In  stillness  and  in.  secresy  ? 
Til'  unknown  avengers,  vuhose  decree 
'Tia  fruitless  to  resist  orf --' 


Thy  sire— oh,  Ella  !  hope  is  fled ! 
Think  of  him,  mourn  him,  as  tlie  dead  '. 
Their  sentence,  theirs,  hath  seal'd  Ins  doom, 


f '81  weep  a 


heart  oppress'^. 


Pour  ibrtti  Ihy  sorrows  on  my  breast ! 
Thy  cheek  is  cold — thy  tearless  eye 
Seems  fii'd  in  froien  vaotmey  ; 
Oh,'  gaze  not  thus  1 — thy  silence  break, 
Speo3c!if'tisb-^ ■''■  -"'-'•'" 


.11  angoish,  speak 
— ''  He  doom'd  to  peni  [  he  decreed 


Ulrie  f  what  meon'st  thon  1— not  a  thouehl 
Of  that  high  mind  with  guilt  is  fraught ! 
8^;  for  vriiich  gloiioiH  trophy  won, 
Wnich  deed  ofmartial  proweE  done  ; 
Which  battle-field,  in  days  gone  by, 
Gain'd  by  his  valor,  most  he  die  ? 
Away !  'tis  not  Sis  lofty  name 
Then-  sentence  hath  consign'd  to  shame, 
'Tia  not  his  Ufa  they  seek-— reoail 
Thy  words,  or  say  he  shall  not  fall !" 

Than  sprung  forfli  teaiB,  whose  blest  reliel 
Gave  pleading  aottness  to  her  grief: 
"  And  wilt  thoii  not,  by  all  the  ties 
Of  our  aflianeed  love,"  she  cries, 
"  By  all  my  soul  hath  fix'd  on  thee, 
Of  cherish  d  hope  for  years  to  be, 
Wilt  iSoa  not  aid  him  1  wilt  not  Ihou 
Shield  his  gray  head  from  danger  now  1 
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And  didst  thou  uot,  in  childhood's  mora. 
That  saw  onr  yoans  aflectioii  born, 
Hang  lonnd  h»  ne^,  and  climb  his  Imee, 
Sharing  his  pnreat-sinils  with  me  i 
Kind,  gentle  UMc  [  beat  beloved ! 
Now  be  thy  Eulb  in  danger  proved  1 
Though  snares  aitd  terrots  round  him  wait, 
TAou  wilt  not  lEUTe  him  to  hia  &le ! 
Ttirn  not  awaf  in  cold  disdain  1 
— Shall  thms  own  Ella  plead  in  Tain! 
How  art  thou  changed  i  and  must  I  bear 
That  frown,  tlmt  stem,  aveitod  air  ! 
What  mean  ihej?" 

"Maiden,  need'at  thou  askT 
Thess  featm-es  wear  no  apocious  mo^t ! 
Doth  sorrow  mark  this  brow  and  eye 
With  charaeleia  of  mystery! 
Ttaa—tlasia  anguish'!— can  it  be! 
And  plead'et  thou  lor  thy  sire  to  me  ? 
Know  though  thy  prayera  a  dealh-pang  give, 
He  must  uot  meet  my  Bghl — and  live  i 
Well  may'et  thou  ^ludder ! — of  the  liand 
Who  watch  in  secret  o'er  the  Innd, 
Whose  thousand  swords  'tis  vain  lo  sliun, 
Th'  unknown,  th'  nnslumbering — I  um  one  ! 
My  arm  defejid  him ! — what  were  then 
Each  vow  that  binds  the  souls  of  mnn. 
Sworn  on  the  crora,  and  deeply  seal'd 
liy  litea  that  may  not  be  rsveal'd  1 
— A  breeze's  breath,  an  eciio's  tone, 
A  passing  sonnd,  forgot  wlien  gene  ! 
Nay,  ehtink  not  &om  me — I  would  fly. 

Thai  he  by  other  hfinda  may  die ! 
What !  think'st  thou  I  would  live  to  trace 
Abhorrence  in  tiiat  angel-fiioe  % 
Beside  lliee  shotdd  thelover  stand, 
The  fether'a  Ufe-blood  on  his  btandl 
No !  I  have  bade  my  home  adieu. 
For  other  scenes  mine  eyes  must  view  i 
Look  on  me,  love !  now  oil  is  Imown, 
0  Ella  I  must  I  fly  alone  r 


As  joy  B  last  vision  from  herheait, 
Crieii,  wilii  sad  finnnesi,  "  We  must  part  < 
'tis  past — these  bridal  flowers,  bo  fi-a^l 
They  may  not  brook  one  stormy  gale. 
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..'e  love — and  i ^  

Ob !  Jittle  know*3l  thou  of  ihe  power 
AfieotioQ  lends  in  dangei'a  bour, 
To  deem  ^l  fete  should  thus  divide 
My  fbotBtepa  from  a  fether's  side  !  , 
Speed  iliou  lo  other  shores — I  ^o 
To  share  his  wanderings  and  hjs  woe  ; 
Where'er  hiH  path  of  thorns  may  lead, 
Whate'er  hia  doom,  by  Heaven  decreed. 
If  there  be  guardian  powers  shove, 
To  nerve  tSe  heart  oT  filial  love ; 
If  courage  may  be  won  by  prayer, 
Or  Htrength  by  duty — I  can  bear ! 
Farewell! — though  ui  that  Eound  be  years 
Of  blighted  hopes  and  ftnitles  tears, 
Though  ^e  bouI  vibrate  to  its  knell 
Ofjoys  departed — yet,  farewell !" 

Was  this  the  maid  who  seem'd,  erawhile. 
Bom  but  to  meet  life's  vernal  smile  1 
A  being,  almost  on  the  wing, 
Aa  an  embodied  breeze  of  spring? 
A  child  of  beauty  and  of  bliss, 
Sent  fiom  aonie  pnrer  sphere  to  this, 
Not,  in  her  exile,  to  sustain 
The  trial  of  one  earthly  pain  ; 
But,  as  a  sunbeam,  on  to  move, 
Wak'ning  all  hearts  to  joy  and  love  ? 
That  airy  form,  with  footsteps  free. 
And  radiant  glance— cotdd  this  be  she ! 
Frtun  her  ^r  cheek  the  rose  was  gone. 
Her  eye's  blue  aparUe  thence  had  ilown, 
Of  all  its  vivid  glow  bereft. 
Each  playfiil  cMrm  her  lip  had  left ; 
But  what  ware  these  1  on  that  young  fece. 
Far  nobler  beanty  fHI'd  their  place '. 
'Twas  not  the  pride  that  scorns  to  bend. 
Though  all  the  bolts  of  Heaven  descend  ; 
Not  the  fierce  grandeur  of  despair. 
That  half  exults  iW  fate  to  dare  ; 
Nor  that  wild  easrgy  which  leads 
Th'  enthusiaBt  to  fitnaCio  deeds ; 
Hsr  mien,  by  sorrow  Tmsubdued, 
Was  tlx'd  in  silent  fortitude ; 
Not  in  ila  haughty  strength  elate, 
But  calmly,  roouiiifully  sedate. 
'Twns  strange,  yet  lovely  to  behold 
Tliat  spirit  in  so  fair  a  mould. 
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Aa  if  a  roae-lree's  tender  form. 

Unbent,  unbroke,  should  meet  the  slorm. 

One  look  she  oast,  where  firraneBS  Elroye 
With  the  deep  pangs  of  parling  love  ; 
One  tear  a  moment  in  her  eye 
Dimm'd  the  pure  light  of  constancy  ; 
And  pressing,  as  to  still  her  heart, 
She  tum'd  m  Bilenoe  to  depart. 
But  Xllric,  as  to  Ireiizy  wrnughl. 
Then  started  from  his  trance  of  thoHght: 
"  Stay  thee,  oh,  stay  ! — it  must  not  be— - 
All,  all  were  well  resicned  for  thee  I 
Slay !  till  my  soul  eacn  vow  disown, 

:it  those  which  make  me  thme  alone  ; 


Otaluane.  .  .-  . 

Where  thou  art,  there  is  glory  too ! 
Go  now !  and  to  thy  sore  imparl, 
He  hath  a  shield  in  Ulric-s  heart, 
And  thou  a  home !— ^-remain,  or  flee 
In  life,  in  death — I  follow  thee  I" 


There  shall  ni 

Againet  thy  spotless  feith  beneard !. 
1%  path  is  where  the  brave  ru^  on. 
Thy  eoutae  must  be  where  palms  aie  won 
Where  banners  wave,  and  felchiona  glare. 
Son  of  the  mighty!  bethoutherel 
Thmk  on  the  glorioua  names  that  shine 
Along  thy  sire  a  majestio  line ; 
Oh,  last  of  that  illustrions  nice  1 
Than  wert  not  born  to  meet  disgrace  I 
Well,  well  I  know  each  grief,  each  pain, 
Thy  spirit  nobly  could  «or'~'—  ■ 
E'en  I  unshrinking  see  th 


The  cold  and  bitter  smile  of  scl.__  . 
'Tis  not  for  thee — thy  soul  hath  force 
To  cope  with  all  thinga — but  remoise  ; 
And  this  my  hrightcBl  thought  shall  be, 
Thou  hast  not  braved  its  pangs  (ae  me. 

Clo^  be  Ihe  fearful  conflict  now  ;      ' 
Go !  but  Ibigel  not  huw  my  heart 
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Andth 

The  seen „. 

The  baist  of  tears,  the  blush  of  pride, 
That  (am  (hose  friiillesa  teats  would  fude 
Tlie  ling^rmg  look,  the  last  embrace. 
Oh !  w&t  avails  it  to  retrace  ! 
They  parted— in  that  bitter  word 
A  thousand  tones  of  giief  are  heard. 
Whose  deeply-sealed  echoes  test 
In  the  far  cells  of  every  breast ; 
Who  hath  not  known,  who  stall  not  know 
That  keen,  vet  most  familiar  woe  ! 
Where'er  affealion'a  home  is  found, 
It  meets  her  on  the  holy  ground  ; 
The  cloud  of  every  enmmer  hour. 
The  canker-worm  of  eveiy  flower ; 
Who  but  hath  proved,  or  yet  shall  prove, 
That  mortal  agony  of  love  i 

The  antnnm  moon  slept  bright  and  still 
On  fadmg  wood  and  purple  hiH ; 
The  vintager  had  hush'd  his  lay, 
mi..  J!-'  .fahunn'd  the  blaie  of  day, 
nee,  o'er  each  green  recess, 
-  m  misty  suUriness. 
—  ._jn  a  low  and  measured  sound 
Broke  on  the  deep  repose  around  ; 
From  Iiirtdhrim's  lowets,  a  dancing  oar 


And  brightly  flow'd  the  reukleaa  tide, 
Though,  mingUog  witit  its  current,  fell 
The  last  waim  tears  oflove'e  farewell. 


PiE-T  n. 


Sweet  is  the  gloom  of  fbi^l  shades. 
Then'  pillat'd  walks  and  dim  arcades. 
With  all  the  thousand  fioweis  that  blow. 

To  him  whose  sou!  the  world  would  fly, 
For  Natore'B  lonely  majeBly ; 
To  bard  when  wrapt  in  mighty  theme^. 
To  lover,  lost  in  lauy  dreams, 
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To  hecmit,  whoae  prophetic  thought 

By  file  a  gleam  of  heavett  hath  caught, 

And,  in  the  visions  of  his  rest. 

Held  bright  communion  with  l!ie  blett ; 

'Tts  sweet,  but  solemn — there  alike 

Silence  and  sound  with  awe  can  strike. 

The  deep  Eolian  munniu'  made 

By  sighing  breeze  and  rosthng  shade, 

And  caverii'd  fountain  gushing  nigh. 

And  wild-bee's  plaintive  lullaby, 

Ot  the  dead  stillness  of  the  bowers. 

When  dark  the  sumuier  tempest  lowers ; 

When  ^lent  Nature  eeenu  to  wait 

The  gathorineThundert  Toiceoffate, 

When  the  ei^n  scarcely  waves  in  air, 

And  the  plonds  collect  for  the  lightni;ig's  glare, 

Each,  each  alike  is  awiul  there. 

And  thrills  the  soul  with  feelings  high. 

As  some  majestic  harmony. 

But  she,  the  maid,  whose  footsteps  traced 
Each  green  retreat,  in  breathless  haste, 
Young  Ella  linger'd  not,  to  hear 
The  wood-notes,  lost  on  mourner's  ear ; 
The  Riverine  leaf,  the  breeze's  play. 
The  fotmtain  8  gush,  the  wild-bii'd's  lay ; 
These  charm  not  now— her  aire  she  sought. 
With  trembling  frame,  with  anxious  diought. 
And,  startina,  ifaforest  deer. 
But  moved  the  msding  branches  near. 
First  felt  that  mnocence  may  fear. 

She  reach'd  a  lone  and  shadowy  dell. 
Where  the  free  sunbeam  never  fell ; 
'Twas  twilight  there  at  summer-noon. 
Deep  night  beneath  the  harvest-moon, 
And  scarce  might  one  bright  star  l:ie  seen 
Gleaming  the  tangled  boughs  between ; 
For  many  a  giant  rook  sroaiid, 
Darit,  in  terrific  gtandetir,  frown'd. 
And  the  ancient  oaks,  that  waved  on  higli. 
Shut  out  each  eljm^ae  of  the  blessed  sky. 
There  the  coluBBnng,  in  its  shadowy  cave. 
Ne'er  to  Heavens  beam  one  sparkle  gave. 
And  the  wild  ttower  on  its  brink  that  grew. 
Caught  not  li-om  day  one  glowing  hue. 

'Twas  said,  some  fearful  deed  untold. 
Had  stain'd  that  scene  in  days  of  old ; 
Tradition  o'er  the  haunt  had  thrown 
A  slmde  yet  deeper  than  its  own 
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And  sUU,  Eunidst  th'  umbrageoua  gloom. 
Perchance  above  some  viclim's  lomb, 
O'srgrown  with  ivy  and  with  inoes, 
There  stood  a  mdely-Bcutptured  Ctos, 
Which  haply  ailent  record  bore. 
Of  guilt  and  penitence  ol'  yore. 

"Who  by  Ihat  iioly  dgn  waa  kneeling, 
With  brow  unutter  d  panga  levealing, 
Handa  olasp'd  convolBively  in  prayer. 
And  lifted  eyes  and  streaming  hair. 
And  cheek,  all  pale  aa  marble  mould, 
Seen  by  the  moor^am'e  radiance  cold  ? 
Was  it  Eonte  image  of  despair, 
SUII  fix'd  that  alamp  of  woe  to  bear  ? 
— Oh !  ne'er  could  Art  her  ibima  have  wrought, 
To  speak  such  agonies  of  thought ! 
Tliose  death-like  ieaturee  gave  to  view 
A  mortal's  pauge,  too  dsep  and  true ! 
Starring  he  rose,  with  frenziBd  eye, 
A3  EltepB  hurried  step  drew  nigh ; 
He  tum'd,  with  aspect  darkly  wild, 
TrembUng  he  Btood — before  hia  child ) 
On,  with  a  burst  of  teaiB,  she  sprung. 
And  to  her  fetlier'a  bosom  clung. 

"  Away  I  what  Beek'at  ibou  here  T  he  cried, 
"Art  thou  not  now  thine  Dliie'a  bride  7 
Hence,  leave  me,  leave  me  to  awiut. 
In  solitude,  tlie  storm  of  Fate  ; 
Thou  know'st  not  what  my  doom  may  be 
Ere  evening  comes  in  peace  to  thee." 


in  grief  in  peril  re 

And  make  die  wildemees  thy  home  7 
No  I  I  am  here  with  thee  to  share 
All  auiftring  mortal  strength  may- bear ; 
And,  oh !  whate'er  thy  ibee  decree. 
In  life,  in  death,  in  chains,  or  fi-ee  ; 
Well,  well  I  feel,  in  thee  secure, 
Thy  heart  and  mind  alilte  are  pure !" 

Then  was  there  meaning  in  liis  look. 
Which  deep  that  trusting  spirit  ehoolc ; 
So  wildly  did  each  glance  eiprera 

The  strife  of  ahnnr  — ^  ■-■■■ 

As  thiia  he  spoke : 
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Tbis  furrow'd  brow,  this  restless  eye. 
Read  lliou  ^lia  feaifal  tale — and  fly  1 
Is  it  enough  1  or  must  I  seek 
f J.  -■- -leof  gnillloapeak? 


_ .  _je  ihy  tender  frsaie 
_  _      _  J)  the  earth  with  fear  and  shame. 
No  !  thoDgh  I  teach  ihee  to  abhor 
The  sire,  eo  (bnd!y  loved  belbre ; 
Though  the  dread  eiitirt  rend  my  breast, 
Yet  ahalt  thou  leave  me  and  be  "blest ! 
Oh !  bitter  penante !  thou  wilt  turn 
Away  in  horror  and  in  acorn ; 
Thy  looke,  that  still  through  all  the  paat 
Aflection'a  gentlest  beams  have  cast, 
Aa  liditning  on  my  heart  will  fail, 
Audi  must  mark  snd  bear  it  all  1 
Yet  though  of  Ufe'a  beat  ties  bereaved, 
Thoa  shult  not,  must  not  be  deceived  ! 
I  hnget — let  me  speed  the  tale, 
Eire  voice,  and  thought,  and  memoiy  fell. 
Why  should  I  falter  thus,  to  tell 
What  Heavenso  long  hath  known  too  well? 
Yes !  thongh  from  mortal  sight  conceai'd, 
Then:  hath  a  brothel's  bloodappeal'd . 
Ti_  i:_j    , ^  _i — iKiimera  wove. 


He  sleeps  not  with  his  sdi , 

With  trophied  shield  and  knightly  cresi ; 
Unknown  his  etave  to  Idndred  eyea, 
—Bat  lean  tell  thee  where  he  lies ' 
It  was  a  wild  and  savage  spot, 
Bat  once  beheld — and  ne'er  forgot ! 
I  see  it  now — that  hatmted  scene 
My  spirif  s  dwelling  still  hath  been  j 
And  he  is  there — Isee  him  laid 
Beneath  that  palm-tree's  lonely  ahade. 
The  fountain-wave  that  Bpaitles  nigh, 
Bears  witness  with  its  crimson  dye  ! 
I  see  th'  accusing  rianoe  he  raised, 
Ere  that  dim  eye  by  death  was  glaied  ; 
— Ne'er  will  that  parting  look  forrive  ! 
I  etal  behold  it— and  I  jive ! 
I  live !  from  hope,  from  mercy  driven, 
A  uiBxk  for  all  the  sbefis  of  Heaven  1 


■«vrii-,y  Google 


A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TRIBUN,^ 

Heir  to  Mgh  name,  liigU  fortune  bom, 
Was  doom'd  to  penmy  and  scorn, 
An  alien  'midst  bis  fathers'  halls. 
An  exile  from  his  native  walls. 
Could  I  bear  thia  ? — the  lankling  thought. 
Deep,  daik,  within  my  bosom  wi-ought ; 
Some  serpent,  kindling  liale  and  giSe, 
Lnrk'd  in  my  infant's  rosy  smile, 
And  when  his  accena  lisp'd  my  name. 
They  woke  my  inmost  heart  to  flame ! 
I  struggled— are  there  evil  powers 
That  clBiin  their  own  aacecdanthotUBT 
— oh!  what  should  thine  unspotted  soul 
Or  know  or  fear  of  their  control  ? 
Why  on  the  fearful  eonffict  dwell  1 
Vainly  I  struggled— -and  I  fell : 
Cast  down  from  every  hope  of  bliss, 
Too  well  thou  know'st  to  what  abyas ! 

"  'Twas  done — that  moment  hurried  by 
To  darken  all  eternity  I 
Years  roH'd  awav,  lone,  evil  years. 


By  the  deep  guilt  my  sonl  whidi  stain'd  ; 
For,  long  a  captive  in  the  lands 
Where  Arabs  tread  their  biiming;  sands. 
The  haunted  midnight  of  the  mind 
Was  round  me  while  in  ohoina  Ipmed. 
By  ell  forgotten  save  by  one 
Dread  presence— which  I  could  not  shuii. 

"  How  oil,  when  o'er  the  silent  waste 
Nor  path  nor  landmark  might  l>e  traced, 
When  slumbering  by  the  watch-fire's  ray, 
The  Wanderers  of  tlie  Desert  lay, 
And  stars,  as  o'er  an  ocean  shone. 
Vigil  I  kept — but  not  alone ! 
That  form,  that  Im^  from  the  dead, 
Still  walk'd  the  wild  with  soundless  tread! 
Fve  seen  it  in  the  fiery  blast, 
I've  Been  itwheca  the  sand-atorms  pass'd  i 
Be^de  the  desett's  fount  it  stood, 
Tinging  the  dear  cold  wave  with  blood  ; 
Anae'en  when  viewless,  by  the  fear 
Curdlmg  my  -veins,  I  knew  'twsa  near  ! 
—  Was  near !— I  feel  th'  Hneartlily  thrill, 
Its  power  is  on  my  ^rit  still ! 
A  mystic  uifluence,  undefined. 
The  spell,  the  shadow  of  my  mind  ! 
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"  Will  thou  ye :  Mnaer  7-lillie  speeds  on 
One  last  fore  well,  aiid  then  begone  ! 
Dnclo!^  the  hiinds  that  ahade  toy  brow. 
And  let  me  reed  tMne  aspect  note  ! 
No  stay  thee  yet,  and  learn  the  ineed 
Heayen's  justice  to  my  crime  deoieed. 
Slow  came  the  day  ^at  broke  my  chain, 
Bnt  I  at  length  was  free  again ; 
And  freedom  brings  a  hural  of  joy, 
E'en  guilt  itself  can  seaice  deatroy; 
£  thought  upon  my  own  fair  lowers. 
My  native  Rhine  a  gay  vineyaiii  bowers. 
And,  in  a  fiither'a  visions,  preaa'd 
Thee  and  thy  brother  to  my  breast. 

"'Twos  butin  viaons — eanal  thou  yet 


..jBgone— lhat_._.,___  

I  rush'd  on  guilt's  eternal  doom, 
He  for  whose  sake  alone  were  given 
My  peace  on  earth,  my  hope  in  Heaven, 
He  met  me  not.— A  mlhleaa  band, 
Whose  name  with  terror  fill'd  the  land, 
Fierce  outlaws  of  the  wood  and  wild 
Had  reft  the  fether  of  his  child. 
Foes  to  my  rsce,  the  hate  they  nurse  J, 
Full  on  that  cherieh'd  Ecion  buist. 
Unknown  Iiis  fiile. — No  parent  nigh, 
Myboy!  myfiist-bom!  didst  thou  die  1 
Or  did  they  spai-e  thee  for  a  life 
Of  shame,  of  rimine,  and  pfsttjiel 
Xiiwst  thou,  ndlri^iaed,  imalljed, 
A  wanderer,  lost  without  a  guide  1 
Oh  !  to  thy  fate's  mysterious  (doom 
Blest  were  the  darkness  of  llie  tomb ! 

"  Ella !  'tie  done— my  suiliy  heart 
Before  thee  oil  unveii'd— depart ! 
Few  pangs  'twill  cost  thee  now  to  ily 
From  one  eo  aiained,  ao  lost  as  1 ; 
Yet  peace  to  thine  untainted  breast. 
E'en  though  it  hate  me— be  thou  bleul  1 
Farewell !  thou  shall  not  linger  beta  ; 
E'en  now  th'  aveneer  may  he  npnr  ■ 
Where'er  I  turn,  the  foe,  l! 
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No,  nor  beyond  ! — to  those  pure  skies 
Where  ihou  shalt  be,  I  maj'  not  riae ; 
Heaven's  will  forever  parts  our  lot, 
Vet,  oh !  my  child !  abhor  me  not ! 
Speak  once  !  to  eoothe  this  broken  heart, 
^leak  to  mo  once '.  end  then  deparl !" 

Bttt  Btill — as  if  each  pulee  were  dead, 
Male— as  the  power  of  speech  were  fled. 
Pale — as  if  iife-blood  oeas'd  to  warm 
The  marbLe  beauty  of  her  form ; 
On  the  dark  rock  she  lean'd  her  hesd. 
That  seem'd  as  there  'twere  riveted, 
And  dro[it  the  hands,  till  then  which  press'd 
Her  burning  brow,  oc  throbbing  breast. 
There  beam'd  no  tear-drop  in  ner  eye. 
And  from  her  lips  there  breathed  no  High, 
And  on  her  brow  no  trace  their  dwelt; 
That  told  she  BUffer'd  or  die  felt. 
A]I  that  once  glow'd,  or  Btnil'd,  or  heam'd, 
Now  fix'd,  and  quench'd,aiidftoien  seem'd 
And  lona  her  aire,  in  wild  dimiay, 
Deem'd  her  pure  spirit  paas'd  away. 

But  life  reWm'd.    O'er  that  cold  Itame 
One  deep  convulsive  shudder  came. 
And  a  faint  hfrht  her  eye  relumed. 
And  sad  resolve  her  mien  assDraed ; 
But  there  was  honor  in  the  gaze, 
Which  yet  to  his  i^  dared  not  raise. 
And  her  aad  accents,  wild  and  low. 
Ah  rising  from  a  depth  of  w 


"  I  leave  thee  not — whate'er  betide. 
My  footsteps  shall  not  quit  thv  side ; 
Panga,  keen  as  death  my  soul  may  thrill, 
"  ■      ■  ■' '.my  father  still ! 


\iid,  oh  '■  i 

Ind  watt , 

is  there  no-  ^ j • 

The  blood-slain  from  thy  soul  to  lave  1 
Is  there  not  balm  to  heal  despair. 
In  tears,  in  penilencc,  in  prayer  1 
My  fetber!  Kneel  at  His  pure  shrine 
who  died  to  expiate  guilt  like  thine, 
Weei>— and  my  teals  with  tbuie  sliall  bleni 
Pray — while  my  prayers  vrilh  thuie  ascend. 


Heaven  will  relenl,  tfiough  BarthdaspiBa  !" 

"  My  child,  my  child '.  theae  bursting  lean 
The  Ei'st  mine  eyes  have  ahed  for  years, 
Thoneh  deepest  conHiots  tiiey  eipteas, 
Yet  f&w  not  hU  in  bitlemeesl 
Oh  !  thou  hast  hid  a  withet'd  heart 
From  desolation's  slumber  start. 
Thy  voice  of  pity  and  of  love 
Beenis  o'er  ita  icy  depths  to  move 
E'en  as  a  breeie  of  health,  which  brings 
Lite,  hope,  and  healing,  oti  its  win^. 
Anci  there  is  mercy  yet!  I  feel 
Tts  influence  o'er  my  spirit  steal , 

'  re  each  pang  below, 


If  guilt  might  he  atoned  h] 
TBnk'st  thou  I  yet  may  be  forgiven  1 
"  prayers  imolose  the  gate  of  Heaven  1 


Oh !  if  it  yet  avail  to 

If  judgment  be  not  yei  ucciccu, 

Out  hearts  ahall  blend  their  suppliant  ciy. 

Till  pardon  shall  tie  seal'd  on  h^ ! 

Yet,  yet  I  shrink ! — will  Mercy  shed 

Her  dews  upon  (Ms  fallen  head  1 

—Kneel,  Ella,  kneel !  till  full  and  iree 

Descend  forgiveness,  won  by  thee !" 

They  knelt : — before  the  Cross,  that  ragn 
Of  love  eternal  and  divine ; 
Tliot  symbol,  which  so  long  hath  stood 
A  rock  of  strength  on  time's  dark  flood, 
Ciasp'd  by  dcBpairing  hands  and  laved 

In  one  deep  prayer  ^eir  apirila  blent. 
The  guilty  and  the  innocent! 
Youfi,  pure  as  if  from  Heaven  its  birth. 
Age,  soii'd  with  every  stain  of  earlii, 
Kuelt,  ofteiing  up  one  heait,  one  ciy. 
One  sacriiice  of  agoiy' 

Oh  1  blest,  though  bitter  be  their  source. 
Though  dark  the  fountain  of  remorse, 
Blest  are  the  tears  which  pour  from  thence, 
Th'  atoning  stream  of  penitence  ! 
And  let  not  pity  check  the  tide, 
By  which  the  heart  is  purified  ; 
Let  not  vain  comfort  turn  itsconr^e 
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Forbid  (he  life-reaforing  rains 
To  fall  on  Afric's  bntning  ploina  ■, 
Close  up  tbe  fount  that  gusb'd  to  cheer 
The  pileritn  o'er  the  waste  who  trode ; 


Through  scenes  so  lone  the  wild-deer  i 
Was  roused  by  huntsman's  bugle  ihere ; 
So  rude,  that  scarce  might  human  eye 
Sustain  their  dread  subUmily ; 


Jo  Bwfiil,  that  the  timid      .    , 
Nurtured  amidst  thwr  dark  domain, 
Had  peopled,  wilh  ijuearthly  forme, 
Their  mats,  flieir  fciesta,  and  their  i 
She,  whose  bins  ^e,  of  laughing 


Once  made  each  festal  scene  more  bright ; 


Whose  voice  in  Hong  of  jojr  m , 

Whose  step  in  dance  of  mirth  was  fleetesl. 

By  torrent-wave,  and  m — ■-■"  ' 

Is  wandering  as 


Hast  ihou  not  mm-k'd  the  ruin's  flower, 

That  blooms  in  solitary  grace. 
And,  lailhful  to  ils  mouldeiing  tower, 

Waves  in  the  banner's  place  1 
From  those  are  v  haunls  i-enown  hath  pass'd 


Yet  still  the  flower  of  golden  hues 
There  lores  its  fragrance  to  diffiise, 
To  feUen  and  foTBilBn  things 
Wild  constancy  unalter'd  cEnOT, 
And,  sniling  o  er  the  wreck  of  slate. 
With  beauty  clothes  the  desolate. 

E'en  each  was  she,  the  fair-haii'd  tnpjd, 
In  all  her  light  of  youth  array'd, 
Foisaking  every  joy  below, 
To  soothe  a  guiily  parent's  woe, 
And  dining  tliiis,  m  beauty's  prime. 
To  the  dark  mm  made  by  crime. 
Oh ',  ne'er  did  Heaven's  propitious  eye« 
SiEiile  on  a  purer  sacrifice ; 
Ne'er  did  young  love,  nt  duty's  shrme. 
More  nobly  brighter  hopes  leagji !   ■ 
O'er  Iter  own  pangs  slie  brooded  not, 
Nor  simk  beneath  her  hitler  lot ; 
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No !  that  pure  Epiril's  lofty  worth 

Slill  rose  more  btiOTautly  Irom  earth. 

And  drew  from  an  etemai  ararce 

lis  gentle,  jel  triumphaat  force ; 

Roused  by  afilictian  s  chssteniiig  uiight 

To  energies  more  cahnly  bri^l. 

Like  the  wild  harp  of  airy  aigh, 

Woke  by  the  etorm  to  harraony  1 

He  that  in  mountain  hold^'hath  sought 

A  refuge  tor  HiiconqoBi'd  thought, 

A  diarter'd  home,  where  Freedom's  niiild 

Midit  rear  her  altars  in  tlie  wild. 

And  fix  lier  quenddess  lOTch  on  nigh, 

A  beacon  for  Etemily ; 

Or  Ihey,  whoaa  martyr-sjiirils  wage 

Proud  war  with  Persecution'a  rage. 

And  lo  the  deserts  hear  the  feitii 

That  bi<i<  them  smile  on  chains  and  death 

Weil  may  ihes  draw,  from  aii  around, 

Of  grandeur  clothed  m  foim  and  eonnd, 

From  the  deep  power  of  earth  and  sky. 

Wild  nature's  might  of  majesty. 

Strong  energies,  immortal  fires. 

High  hopes,  magnificent  desires ! 

But  dark,  terrific,  and  analere. 
To  Sim  doUi  Nature's  mien  appear, 
Who,  'midal  her  wilds,  would  seek  repom 
From  guilty  pangs  and  vengeful  foes ! 
For  hmt  ibs  winds  liath  muao  dread, 
A  dirge-like  voice  that  mourns  the  dead ; 
The  forest's  whisper  breathes  a  tone, 
Appallmg,  as  from  world's  uidmown : 
The  mysric  gloom  of  wood  and  cave 
la  till'd  with  shadows  of  the  grave  ; 
In  noon's  deep  cahn  the  sunbeams  dart 
A  blaze  that  seems  lo  search  hia  heart ; 
The  pure,  eternal  stars  of  ni^t, 
Upbfiud  him  with  their  silent  light. 
And  the  dread  spirit,  which  pervades. 
And  hallows  earth's  most  lonely  sliades, 
Iq  every  scene,  in  every  honr. 
Surrounds  him  with  chaatiaing  power 
With  nameless  fear  hia  soul  to  thrill. 
Heard,  felt,  acknowledged,  present  still ! 

"Twos  the  chilly  close  of  an  Aiilumn  day. 
And  the  leaves  fell  thick  o'ei  the  wanderei'a  way. 
The  rusding  pines,  with  a  hollow  aonnd. 
Foretold  the  tempest  gathering  round. 
And  the  skirts  of  the  western  clouds  were  spread 
With  a  tinge  of  wdd  and  atoimy  red, 
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,.._y,  who  fiit  fromci , 

And  ^irunk  from  tha  print  of  hiunsa  tread. 

Had  reach'd  a  deaett-soene  nnloiown, 

So  etrangely  wild,  bo  deeply  lone, 

Tiiat  a  nameless  Jeeling,  unconfeas'd 

And  lULdefined,  Ibjeii  Boals  oppress'd. 

Rocks  piled  on  rocks,  around  thein  hurrdi 

Iiay  like  ihe  luina  ofa  world, 

Jjelt  b;  an  eonbcniaWs  finnl  thmes 

In  de^  and  desolate  repoee ; 

TtiingB  of  eternity  whcee  fbims 

Bore  record  of  ten  thousand  stomiB! 

While,  rearing  its  coloaaal  crest 

In  Hullen  gmndeur  o'er  the  rest. 

One,  like  a  pillar,  vast  and  rude, 

Stood  monarch  of  the  sohtude. 

Perchance  oy  Roman  conqaeror'a  hand 

Th'  endnriog  monnment  woB  plann'd  ; 

Or  Odin'a  sons,  in  days  gone  by, 

Had  shaped  its  rough  immensity. 

To  rear,  'midal  mountaiD,  rock,  and  wood, 

A  temple  meet  for  ritea  of  blood. 

But  they  mere  gone,  who  might  haye  told 

That  Becret  of  tTie  times  of  cfd. 

And  there,  in  silent  scorn  it  trown'd, 

O'er  ell  ks  vast  coevals  round. 

Darkly  those  aiBnt  masses  hvm-'d, 

CountW  and  motionless  they  tower'd ; 

No  wild-flower  o'er  their  summits  hung. 

No  fountain  from  their  oarerns  sprmig ; 

Yet  ever  on  the  wanderers'  ear 

Marmui'd  a  sound  of  waters  near. 

With  muao  deep  of  lulling  falls, 

And  louder  gush  at  interials. 

Unknown  its  source — nor  spring  nor  stream 

Cai^t  the  red  BunseVa  lingering  gleam. 

Bat  ceasclcB,  from  its  hidden  caves. 

Arose  &at  myaCic  ndce  of  waves.' 

Yet  bosom'd  midst  that  savage  scene, 

One  chosen  spot  of  gentler  mien 

Gave  promise  to  the  pilgrim's  eye 

Of  shelter  from  the  tempcBt  nigh. 

Glad  si^t  l  the  ivied  cross  it  Irare, 

The  scSptured  saint  that  crown'd  its  door  ; 

Less  wsleome  now  were  monarch's  dome. 

Than  that  low  cell,  some  hermit's  home. 

Thither  the  ODtcasts  bent  their  way, 

Sy  ibe  last  lingering  deam  of  day, 

When  from  a  eavem'a  rook,  which  cast 

Deep  shadows  o'er  them  as  they  pass'd. 
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A  form,  a  watriot-form  of  might, 
As  from  eanh'B  bosom  Eptung  lo  sight 
Hia  port  was  lofty— yet  llie  heart 
Shrunk  from  him  with  recoihng  start; 
Hia  mien  was  yonlhful — yet  his  fece 
Had  nought  of  yonth's  ingenious  grace ; 
Nor  chivalrous,  nor  tender  thought. 
Its  traces  on  hie  brow  had  wrought ; 
yetdweltnofierceneasinhiseye, 
But  coim  and  cold  severity, 
A  spirit  haughtily  austere, 
Stran(!;er  to  pity,  os  to  fear. 
It  aeem'd  as  pride  had  thrown  a  veil 
O'er  that  dark  brow  and  viaage  pale. 
Leaving  the  searcher  nought  to  guess. 
All  was  so  fis'd  and  pasaiordess. 

He  spoke — and  they  who  heard  ihe  tone 
Felt,  deeply  felt,  alfhope  whs  flown, 
"  I've  Bought  thee  far  in  forest  bowers, 
pTe  sougM  thee  long  in  peopled  towers, 
Cve  borne  the  dagger  of  th' Ubkkowm 
Troa^  scenes  eiplored  by  me  alone ; 
My  search  is  closed — nor  toils,  nor  fears, 
itepei  the  servant  of  the  Seers ; 

AlbCTt  of  Lindhaim— thou  must  die !" 

Then  with  clasp'd  hands  the  feir-hair'd  maid 
Sunk  at  his  feet  and  wildly  proy'd ; — 
"  Stay,  stay  thee '.  sheath  that  Utied  steel ! 
Ob!  thouart  human,  and  canst  feel! 
Hear  me  I  if  e'er  'twas  thine  lo  prove 
The  blessing  of  a  parent's  love  j 
By  thine  own  fiither's  hoary  han-. 
By  her  who  gave  thee  beitig,  spare ! 
Did  they  not  o'er  thy  in&nt  years. 


Bui  cold  th'  Avenger'slook  remai 
His  brow  its  rigid  calm  roainiain'd : 
"  Maiden '.  'tis  vam — my  bosom  lie' 
Was  conscioas  of  n  parent's  care ; 
The  nurtnre  of  my  infant  years 
Froze  m  my  soul  the  source  of  teati 
'Tis  not  for  me  lo  pause  or  raell. 
Or  feel  as  happier  hearls  have  felt. 
Away !  the  hour  of  fits  goes  by. 
Thy  ptayeiB  are  fruilleE3~he  must  i 
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"RLse.Eila!  rise,"  wilh  sleadfasf  brow 
The  father  spoke  ;  unahrmkmg  now. 
As  if  frDm  heaven  a  marlyi's  slrength 
Had  Bellied  on  hia  soul  at  length ; 
"  Kneel  thou  no  more,  my  noHe  child, 
Thou  by  no  lainl  of  miilt  defiled  ; 
Kneel  not  to  man ! — for  mortal  prayer, 
Oh !  when  did  mortal  vengeance  spare  1 
Since  hope  of  earthly  aid  is  flown, 
Lift  thy  pare  hands  to  Heaven  alone, 
And  know,  to  calm  thy  Hufleung  heart, 
My  apiril  is  resign'd  to  part, 
Trusting  in  Hun,  who  reads  and  knows 
Tills  gimty  breast  with  all  its  woca 
>*---  ■  '  --'•'  "-'-as  thee  once  again. 


And  she  wo*  still — she  heard  him  not, 
Her  prayers  were  hush'd — het  pangs  forgot ; 
All  mought,  all  memorv  pass'd  away. 
Silent  and  motionless  she  lay, 
[n  a  brief  dealh,  a  blest  suspense, 
Alike  of  agony  and  sense. 
She  saw  not  when  the  daeget  gleam'd 
In  the  last  red  light  from  tlie  west,  that  elrear 
She  matlt'd  not  when  the  life-blood's  flow 
le  rushinz  to  the  mortal  blow ; 

Yet  gathei'd  fin 

Minaing  a  war. „_  __, 

With  a  penitent's  humility. 

And  o'er  him  tliere  ih'  Avenger  sfood. 

And  watch'd  the  victfm'B  ebSng  blood. 

Still  calm,  as  if  his  feithfiil  haniT 

Had  but  obey'd  some  just  eonunand. 

Some  power,  whose  stern,  Tet  righteous  wQl, 


se  stem  yet 

...le  to  fulfil. 

And  Iriumph'd,  when  the  palm  waa  wt 
For  duty's  task  ausWrely  done. 

But  a  feeling  dread,  and  undefin'd 
A  mystic  presngB  of  the  mind, 
With  atmnge  and  sudden  impulse  tan 
Chill  throuji  the  hearl  of  the  dying  m 
And  his  thouahts  found  voice,  and  his 
And  it  seera'd  as  fear  suspended  death, 
And  Nature  from  her  terrors  drew 
Fresh  energy,  and  vigor  new. 
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By  HiB  blest  love  who  <iied  (or  m._., 
By  each  dread  lite,  and  shrine,  aod  vov 
Avenger !  I  adjure  thee  now ! 
To  him  who  bleedH  beneath  thy  steel. 
Thy  lineage  and  thy  name  reveal, 
And  hnstb  Ihee !  &>r  hia  dosing  ear 
Hath  htlle  more  on  eailh  to  heat-- 
Hasle  '■  for  the  spirit  almost  flown, 
la  lingering  for  iBy  words  alone." 

Then  first  a  shade,  resemblmg  fear, 
Pass'd  o'er  th' Avenger's  mien  austere ; 
A  nameless  awe  his  features  croas'd, 
Soon  in  their  haaghty  coldness  lost. 


His  chambers  were  the  cave  and  wood. 
His  ibaterera  men  of  wrath  and  blood ; 
Oulcasts  alike  of  earth  and  heaven. 
By  wrongs  to  desperation  driven  1 
Who,  in  their  pupil,  now  conld  trace 
The  features  oT  a  nobler  race  ! 
Yet  such  was  mine !  If  one  who  cast 
A  look  of  anguish  o'er  the  past, 
Bore  faithful  record  on  the  day. 


When  penitent  in  death  he  lay. 

But  still  deep  shades  my  prospeom  veil. 

He  died— and  told  but  half  the  tale ; 


With  him  it  deeps— I  only  know 
Enough  for  stern  and  silent  woe, 
For  vain  ambifion's  deep  regret. 
For  hopes  deceived,  deceivinc  yet, 
For  dreams  of  pride  that  vaiiily  tell 
How  high  a  lot  bod  suited  well 
The  heir  of  some  illustrious  Ime, 
Herots  and  chieitains  of  the  Rhine  ! 

Then  swift  thinugh  Albert's  bosom  pasted, 
One  pang,  the  keenest  and  Ihe  last, 
Ere  with  his  spiril  fled  the  leais. 
The  sorrows,  and  the  pangs  of  years : 
And,  while  his  grey  hairs  swept  the  dust. 
Faltering  he  murmur'd,  "  Heaven  is  just ! 
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Light  on  the  living  and  the  dead, 
Aud  as  through  rolling  cloads  it  broke, 
young  Ella  (rom  her  trance  awoke— 
Awoke  to  bear,  tci  feel,  to  know- 
E'en  more  than  all  an  orphan's  vroe. 
Oh!  ne'er  did  moonbeam's  light  serene 
WUh  beauty  clothe  a  sadder  scene  ! 
There,  cold  in  death,  the  father  slept, 
There,  pale  in  woo,  the  daughter  wept ! 
Yea !  she  mighl  weep — but  one  stood  nigh 
With  horror  m  his  teariesa  eye, 
That  eye  which  ne'er  again  shall  close 
In  the  deep  quiet  of  repose  ; 
No  more  on  earth  beholding  aa^l, 
Save  one  diead  vision,  atamp'd  on  thought. 
But,  lost  in  grief,  the  Orphan  Maid 
Jlis  deeper  woe  had  scarce  ssuTey'd, 
Till  his  wild  voice  reveai'd  a  tale. 
Which  seem'd  to  bid  the  Heavens  turn  pale  ! 
He  cali'd  her,  "  Sister!"  and  the  word 
In  anguiah  breHthed,  in  terror  heard, 
Reveffl'd  enoaah— all  else  were  weak, 
That  sound  a.tliousand  panaa  could  speak. 
Ife  knelt  beside  that  breathless  clay. 
Which,  fis'd  in  utter  stillness,  lay- 
Knelt  till  his  soul  imbibed  each  trace, 
Each  line  of  that  onconscious  face  ; 
Knelt,  till  his  eye  could  bear  no  more, 
Those  marble  featares  lo  explore  ; 
Then,  starting,  turniro,  as  to  shun 
The  image  thus  by  Memory  won, 
A  wild  farewell  to  her  he  bade, 
Who  by  the  dead  m  silence  pray'd, 
Aud,  (rented  by  his  bitter  doom, 
fled  thence — to  find  all  earlb  a  lomb ! 

Days  paas'd  away— and  Rhine's  fan-  shore 
In  the  light  of  Bumiiiersmiled  once  mot«  ; 
The  vines  were  purpling  on  the  hill, 
And  corn-fields  waved  m  the  sunshine  still ; 
There  came  a  bark  up  the  noble  stream, 
Witli  pennons  that  shed  a  golden  gleam, 
With  the  flash  of  arms,  and  the  vojce  of  song, 
Gliding  triumphantly  along ; 
For  waiTior-forms  were  glittering  there, 
Whose  plumes  waved  K^t  in  the  whispering  ai 
And  as  the  tones  of  bar  and  wave 
Their  measured  cadence  mingling  gave. 


And  llie  f 
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From  llie  fields  where  dead  and  dying. 
On  their  battle-bier  are  lying, 
Where  the  blood  unalanoh'd  is  gushing. 
Where  the  Bteed  uneheek'd  is  rushing. 
Trampling  o'er  the  noble-hearted,    ■ 
Ere  the  spirit  yet  be  parted ; 
Where  each  breath  of  Heaven  is  swaying 
Kniahtlj'  nlumea  and  banners  ploying, 
AncTthe  elarion's  music  swelling 
C^ls  the  TOlture  from  his  dwelling ; 
He  comes,  with  trophies  worthy  of  his  Sine, 
The  son  of  heroeB,  Ulric  of  the  Rhme '. 
To  his  own  feir  woods,  enclosing 
Vales  in  aunny  peace  reposing, 
Wb»rp  his  native  stream  is  laving 
with  golden  lurresta  waving, 

__ f  smnaiar  light  is  Bleeping 

On  the  grape,  tooi5;h  tendrils  peeping ; 
To  (he  halls  where  harps  are  nnging. 
Bards  the  ptaiae  of  warriors  auigmg, 
Gracefulfbot^epB  bounding  fleetly, 
.Toyous  voices  mingling  sweetly  ; 
Where  the  cheek  of  mirth  is  glowing, 
And  the  vrioe-cnp  brightly  flowing. 
Ho  comes  with  trophies  worthy  of  his  line. 
The  son  of  heroes,  UUic  of  the  Rhine. 

He  came — ho  sought  his  Ella's  boweiB, 
He  travereed  Lindheim's  lonely  loweis ; 
But  voice  and  footstep  thence  had  fled, 
As  from  the  dwellings  of  the  dead. 
And  the  founds  of  human  joy  and  woa 
Gave  place  to  the  monn  of  the  wave  below. 
The  banner  slill  the  rampart  erown'd. 
But  the  (all  rank  grass  waved  thick  around  ; 
Slill  hung  the  arms  of'a  race  gone  by, 
In  the  blazon'd  halls  of  their  anceslry 
But  they  caught  no  more,  at  fall  of  night, 
The  wavering  flash  of  the  torch's  light; 
And  they  sent  then-  echoes  forth  no  more. 
To  the  Minneanger's'  tunefoi  lore. 
For  the  hands  that  louoh'd  the  haip  were  gon 
And  the  hearts  were  cold  that  loved  its  lone ; 
And  the  soul  of  the  chord  lay  mute  and  soil. 
Save  when  the  wild  wind  bade  it  thrill, 
And  woke  from  its  depths  a  dream-like  moai 
For  life,  and  power  and  beauty  gone. 

The  warrior  tum'd  from  that  aileiit  Eoene, 
Where  a  voice  ol  woe  had  welcome  been. 
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And  hia  hsatt  was  heairy  with  boding  thoii)fht, 
Ab  the  foreBt-patii  alone  he  sought. 
He  reacli'd  a  oonvecl's  fiaie,  that  stood 
Deep  bosom'd  in  luxuriant  wood  ; 
Still,  solamn,  Giir— it  Beein^d  a  spot 
Where  earthly  care  might  he  all  forgot, 
And  sounds  and  dreams  of  Heaven  alone. 
To  muBing  spirit  might  be  known. 

And  sweet  e'en  llien  were  the  sounds  that  roee 
On  the  holy  and  profound  repose. 
Oh !  they  came  o'er  the  warrior's  breosl, 
Like  a  glorious  anthera  of  the  blest ; 
And  fear  and  sorrow  died  away, 
Before  the  iiill,  majestic  lay. 
He  entei-'d  the  eeolnded  fane. 
Which  sent  forth  that  mspiring  atrain  ; 
He  gaied — the  hallow' d  pile's  array 
Was  that  of  some  high  fe—'  '   - 


BItat  on  the  altar  fo , 

And  a  fragrant  doud  from  the  censer's  breath 
Half  hid  th 
I  still  tL.  , 

_  .jll'dthere 

WaJienmg,  in  its  triumphant  ft.    , 
Deep  echoes  from  llie  graves  below, 

Why,  from  its  woodland  birth  place  torn. 
Doth  summer's  rose  thai  scene  adorn! 
Why  breathes  tlie  incense  to  the  sky  1 
Why  swells  ill'  exulting  harmony? 
— And  see'st  thou  not  yon  form,  so  hght, 
It  seems  half  floalina  on  the  sight. 
As  if  the  whisper  ofa  gale, 
That  did  but  wave  its  snowy  veil. 
Might  bear  it  from  the  earth  afar,     . 
A  lovely,  but  recedmg  star! 
Know  that  devotion's  shrine  e'en  now, 
Receives  that  youthful  veslaL's  vow. 
For  this,  high  hymns,  sweet  odours  lise, 
A  jubilee  or  sacrifice ! 
Mart  yet  a  moment !  from  her  brow 
yon  priest  shall  lift  the  veil  of  hiow, 
Ere  yet  a  darker  mantle  hide 
The  charms  to  Heaven  thus  sanctified ; 
Stay  thee  !  and  catch  their  parting  gleam. 
That  ne'er  shall  fede  from  memory's  dream 
A  moment]  oh!  to  Ulric's  soul, 
Foised  between  hope  and  fear's  control. 
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1  A  TALE  OF  THE  SECRET  TItlDDNAL. 

What  slow,  unmeasured  hours  went  by, 

Ere  yet  suspense  grew  certainty ; 

It  came  at  lenglb— once  more  that  face 

ReveaVd  to  man  its  moumiul  ijraoe  i 

A  siiiiheam  on  its  features  fell. 

As  it^lo  bear  lis  world's  farewell ; 

And  doubt  wna  o'er — his  heart  grew  ohill — 

■Twas  she— though  changed— 'twas  Ella  stilll 

Though  row  her  once-rejoicing  mien, 

Was  deeply,  mouiDfuily  eerene  ; 

Ttiongh  clouds  her  eye'^a  blue  lustre  shaded. 

And  the  young  cheek  beneath  had  feded. 

Well,  well  he  knew  die  form,  which  cast 

Light  on  his  aonl  through  all  the  past  I 

"I^Tas  with  him  on  the  battle  plam, 

'Twas  with  him  on  the  stormy  main, 

"Twas  in  his  visions,  when  the  shield 

Piliow'd  his  heail  on  tented  field ; 

Twas  a  bright  dream  ^t  led  him  on 

Where'er  a  triumph  mi^t  be  won, 

In  danger  as  in  glory  nigh, 

An  angel-giiide  to  victory ! 

She  caught  hia  pale  bewilder'd  gaie 
Of  grief  half  lost  in  fix'd  amaie— 
Was  it  some  vain  illufflon,  wrought 
By  fteniy  of  impassion'd  thooahl ! 
Some  phastom,  such  as  Grief  bath  powei 
To  summon,  in  bar  wandering  hour  ! 
No!  it  was  he!  the  lost,  Ihemoum'd, 
Too  deeply  loved,  too  late  retum'd  1 

A  fever'd  blnab,  a  sudden  start, 
Spoke  the  last  weakness  of  her  heart, 
'Twaa  vanquish'd  soon— the  hectic  red 
A  moment  Hush'd  her  cheek,  and  fled. 
Once  more  aei-ene — her  steadfast  eye 
Look'd  up  as  to  Eternity ; 
Then  gaa'd  on  Ulrio  with  an  air. 
That  Baid — the  home  of  Love  is  there  I 

Yes!  f^e  alone  it  amiled  for  him. 
Whose  eye  before  ftiat  look  grew  dim ; 
Not  long  'twas  his  a'enitus  to  view 
The  beauly  of  its  calm  adieu ; 

'jT  those  foataree,  brightly  pale. 


soon  D  er  inooe  lesnuee,  orj^uu/p 
Was  cast  Ch'  impenetrable  veil  | 
And,  if  one  human  aigh  were  givei. 
By  the  pute  bosom  sow'd  to  iieaven, 
"Twas  lost,  as  many  a  innrmui'd  sound 
Of  grief, "  not  loud,  but  deep,"  is  drown'd. 
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111  hymns  of  joy,  which  proudly  rise 
To  te<L  the  cfLUn  untroubled  akies, 
Tlmt  earth  hath  hanish'd  care  and  U 
And  man  holds  festivals  below ! 


,..  — U  pteaenled  by  (he  moun 

J«  rochets,  entaaa^Ba  fune  BUf  I'aultB  depuia  L«  sommel  de  la  raon- 

tLUCune  iloacrlptlon  ne'raurall  rendn.  Gs  fUreDt,  iS^,  desmans, 
qui  tin  se  livraatun  flomliat  du  baut  dn  montB^es,  lanDJiTejit  lea  una 

coup  do  peine,  juqu^au  Bonuuetda  Feldber^  saanivnnt  un  Kntier 
i)iji  pssieicfitedecelleehaine  deiocben.  On  eulend  conliuneUe- 
moot  UQ  iHiiEG  aourd,  qui  parait  TenJi  d*[ui  mLiBean  aa  deaBous  des 

turea  t^ui  t'y  tnntvsDt,  on.  ua  deconf^raJamaiH  le  lolssea-a-    La  co- 

inonlaane :  c^oal  UD  bloa  da  Enuilt  talU^tiraDalangaaiiide  30  ^sda  et 
d'undnun^ira  de4tdeds.  Ilyapluads  probatdlli*  de  umlte  quo  lej 
andensGermaluavoulaleDtnibvda  cebloe  unecolonne  pourl'^clge: 

sieu[3  aulenrs,  qua  les  Bomaioa  aient  au  le  denaein  de  la  transporter 
dans  lour  eapltale.  On  Toll  un  |ieu  plul  liBUt  un  autre  bloc  d'une 
forme  preaque  earrAe,  qu^0Dappalla£Elasenaltiirfan1aLdng^ant)qnl, 
i  en  Jti|»r  par  aa  groasaaF  at  aa  fbrmo,  dtalt  destine  A  servir  de  pi^ 
Isatal&lacoloiuieAuadLte.'* — Manvdpoio'Ut  y/^a^^rs  but  ie  RAin, 
Note  9,  liago  563,  Hue  42 
Minneaineors  tbarda  of  love),  the  nppellatiun  of  the  Gernjan  nilo- 
ItrelalBthe  Middle  Ages. 
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SUPERSTITION  AND  REVELATION, 


Beinss  of  brighter  worlds !  thnt  rise  at  times 

As  phitnloma,  wilh  ideal  beauty  fraught. 

In  Uiosfl  brief  visiotiB  of  celestial  climes, 

Which  pass,  hkeaunbeama,  o'er  the  realma  of  thought, 

Dwell  ye  around  usT — are  ye  hovering  niah. 

Throned  on  the  cloud,  or  buoyant  in  flie  air  1 

And  in  deep  solitudes,  where  humim  eye 

Can  trace  no  step,  Immortals !  are  ye  there  1 '  - 

Oh  '.  who  can  teln— what  power,  but  Deatli  alone 

Can  liii  the  mystic  veil  thai  shades  the  world  onknowii  1 

But  Earth  hath  seen  the  days,  ere  yet  the  flowers 
Of  Eden  wither'd,  when  reveal'd  ye  shone, 
In  all  your  brightnesa,  'midst  those  holy  bowers- 
Holy,  but  not  unfeding,  as  yom'  own '. 
Whde  He.  the  child  of  that  primevnl  soil, 
With  you  its  paths  m  high  communion  trode. 
His  glory  yet  undimra'd  by  guilt  or  toil, 
Andlicammg  in  the  linage  of  his  God. 
And  his  pare  wdrit  glowmg  from  the  sky 
Eialtingin  its  light,  Bspark  of  Deity, 


When  nought  but  that  majestic  song  of  praise 
Broke  on  tie  sanctity  of  night's  repose. 
With  mnaic  since  unheard;  and  man  might  trae 
By  stream  and  vale,  in  deep  embow'ring  shade. 
Devotion's  first  and  loveliest  dwelling-place, 
Tlie  footsteps  of  th'  Omnipotent,  who  made 
That  spot  a.  ahrine,  where  youthful  nature  east 
Her  consecrated  weaWi,  reioiciog  as  He  paae'd. 


Short  were  those  day^and  soon,  0  eoi 
Your  oapect  changed  from  man  ;  in  th 
When  from  hia  paradise  the  alien  drivi 
Beheld  year  forma  in  angry  apli:!i(loi-  n 
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ailPBRSTlTION  ANI>  EBVELATION. 

Guarding  the  clime  where  he  no  more  might  dwell, 

Wilh  meleor-Bworfs :  ba  saw  the  living  ffmne. 

And  his  first  cry  of  misery  was — "  Farewell !" 

His  heart's  firsl;  enguiEh,  exile  :  he  beceme 

A  pilgrim  oil  the  earlh,  whoss  children's  lot 

Is  slill  Sbr  happier  lands  to  pine — and  reach  them  not. 

Where  now  the  chosen  bowers  Ihst  once  beheld 

Deliuht  and  Love  their  first  briahl  Sabbath  keepl 

From  aU  its.foimw  the  worid  orwalere  sweU'd, 

And  wrapt  them  in  die  mantle  of  the  deep ! 

For  He,  to  whom  (he  elements  are  slaves. 

In  wrath  anchain'd  the  oceans  of  the  cloud. 

And  heaved  the  abyss  beneath ;  till  waves  nn  waves 

Folded  creation  in  their  mighty  sihroud, 

TTien  lefl  the  earlh  a  solitude,  o'Wspread 

Wilh  ils  own  awfiil  wreolc — a  desert  of  lire  dead. 

But  onward  ilow'd  life's  busy  course  again, 

And  rolling  ages  with  them  bore  away — 

As  to  be  lost  amidat  the  boundless  mam, 

Rich  orieut  Btreams  their  golden  sands  convey — 

The  hallow'd  lore  of  old— the  guiding  light 

Left  by  tradition  to  the  Eous  ofearth, 

And  the  blest  memory  of  ench  sacred  rite, 

Kjiowii  in  the  region  of  their  iather's  birth. 

When  in  each  breeze  aronnd  his  tair  abode 

Whi^r'd  a  seraph's  voice,  or  lived  the  breath  of  QmU 

Who  hath  not  seen,  what  time  the  orb  of  day. 
Cinctured  wilh  glory,  seeks  the  ocean's  breast, 
A  thousand  clouds,  all  glowine  in  his  ray, 
Catching  brief  splendor  from  thepurple  west! 
So  round  thy  parting  steps,  iair  'Truth !  awbila 
With  borrow'd  hues  nnnumbet'd  phantoms  shone ; 
And  Superstition,  from  thy  lingering  smile. 
Caught  a  fiunt  glow  of  beauty  not  her  owii, 
Blending  her  ritea  with  thine— while  vet  afar 


line — while  yet  afar 

:  beam'd,  a  slow-receding  still. 


And  sounds,  and  dreams,  and  inipuk _, 

Where  in  the  dwellings  of  the  patriarch  bands. 
There  still  the  father  to  bis  child  bequeathed 
The  SQcred  loreli  of  never-dying  ilame ; 


But  &!■  o'er  earlh  the  apoalate  wanderera  bore 
Their  olien  rites;— for  tliem,  by  fount  or  shade. 
Nor  voice,  nor  vision,  holy  as  of  yore, 
In  thrilliug  whi3pers  to  the  soul  coiivey'd 
High  inspiratioii :  yet  in  every  clime. 
Those  sons  of  doubt  and  error  fondly  sought 
With  beings,  in  their  ejeenee  more  aublirae, 
To  hold  communion  ol  mysterious  thoijght ; 
On  some  dread  power  in  trembUng  hope  to  lean, 
And  hear  in  every  wind  the  accents  of^th'  Unseen 

Yes !  we  liave  need  to  bid  our  liopes  repose 
On  some  protecting  influenee ;  here  confined, 
Life  hath  no  healing  balm  for  mortal  woes, 
Earth  IB  too  narrow  fcr  th'  immortal  mind. 
Our  flpirits  bum  to  mingle  with  the  day. 
As  exdes  mnting  for  their  native  coast, 
Yet  lared  by  every  wild-flower  from  their  way. 
And  shrinking  from  the  gulf  that  mast  be  eross'd ; 
Death  hoveis  round  us — m  the  zephyr's  a^. 
As  in  the  storm,  he  comes — and  lo !  Eternity  1 

As  one  left  lonely  on  the  desert  sands 
Of  burning  AlVie,  where,  without  a  gaide. 
He  gazes  as  the  palhlefs  waste  e jpands— 
Around,  beyond,  interminably  wide  ; 
While  the  red  haze,  presaging  the  Simoom, 
Obscures  the  fierce  resplendence  of  the  sky, 
Or  suns  oi  blasting  light  perchance  illume 
The  glistening  Serah^which  Uludes  his  eye  ; 
Such  was  the  wanderer  Man,  in  ages  flown, 
Kneeling  in  doubt  and  fear  betbre  flie  di-ead  Clnknow 


ffis  thoughls  eiplored  the  past— ind  where  were  (he? 

The  chiefs  of  men,  the  inigh^'  ones  gone  by  I 

He  tnrn'd — a  bonndless  void  before  hun  lay, 

Wrapp'd  in  the  shadows  of  fbtnrity. 

How  knew  the  child  of  Nature  that  the  Burnt 

lis  felt  within  him,  struggling  to  ascend. 

Should  perish  not  with  that  terrestrial  frame 

Doom'd  wiih  the  earlh  on  which  it  moved,  to  blend  1 

How,  when  afiiiction  bade  his  spirit  bleed, 

II  'twere  a  Father's  love  or  Tyrant's  wrath  decreed  ! 
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AND  REVBIiATTON, 


Oh  !  marvel  not,  it  then  he  sought  to  ttace, 

In  all  subUiuicies  of  eight  and  souod, 

Inmahing  winds  that  wander  through  all  EDQce, 

Or  'raidal  deep  woods,  with  holy  giootn  enibrown'd, 

The  oracleH  oi  Fate !  or  if  the  train 

Of  floating  forma,  that  throng  the  world  of  ^eep, 

AndBOunds  that  vlbi-ate  on  fhBeluniberer's  brain. 

When  mortal  voices  rest  in  stillness  deep. 

Were  deem'd  mysterious  revelations,  sent 

Fmia  viewless  powers,  the  lords  of  each  dread  clement. 


Id  Niilure,  in  that  elder  li 

.._.h  a  deeper  power! — earl._ . 

Einiorinc  realms  of  solitude  eublime. 


Clothed  with  a  deeper  power  ! — earth's  wandering  race, 
"    '    ■  ■    iofsolitui'      ■'■ 


e,  beheld  her  nwibl  lace ! 

Art  had  not  tamed  the  mighty  scenes  which  met 
Their  searching  eyes :  u^ipeopled  kingdoms  lajr 
In  savage  pomp  before  ihem—ali  was  yet 
Silent  and  vast,  but  not  as  in  deca" 


The  forests  in  [heir  dark  lusuriance  waved. 
With  all  their  swell  of  strange  jEoIian  aoond  ; 
Thefcarfiii  deep,  sole  region,  ne'er  enslaved, 
Heaved,  in  its  pomp  of  terror  darkly  round  ; 
Then  brooding  o'er  the  images,  imprest 
By  forms  of  grandeur  thronaing  on  his  eye. 
And  faint  traditions,  guarded  in  his  breast, 
'Midst  dim  remembranccH  of  infancy, 
Man  shaped  unearthly  presences,  in  dreams, 
PeopUngeach  wilder  haunt  of  m" * 


Then  bled  the  victim— then  in  every  shade 
Of  rook  or  turf  arose  the  votive  shrine  ; 
Fear  bow'd  before  the  phantoms  she  portray'd. 
And  nature  leem'd  vidlli  many  a  mystic  sign. 
Meteor,  and  storms,  and  thunders !  ye  whose  conise 

.„ r 'n  higtii 

Then  o'er  the  earth  prophetic  gloom  ye  cast 

And  the  wide  nations  ^izcd  and  trembled  aa  ye  pass'd. 
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300  aUPEBSTITloN  AND  REVELATrOIt. 

To  whose  &r  cliinea  ihe  apiril,  yainly  luniing. 

Would  pierce  the  aecreta  of  infinity— 

To  voulhe  heart,  bereft  ol' other  light, 

Its  mst  deep  homage  paid,  on  Eostera  plaitia, 

Wliere  Day  hith  terrora,  but  majeatic  Night, 

CitJm  in  her  pomp,  magnilicentljr  reigns. 

Cloudless  and  Mlent,  circled  with,  the  race 

or  Boina  unnumbsr'd  orbs,  that  light  the  depths  of  Hpoci 


Shine  on  !  and  briehll^^  plead  for  erring  thought. 

Whose  wing,  unaided  in  its  course,  explored 

The  wide  creation,  and  beholding  nought 

Like  your  eternal  beauty,  then  adored 

IlB  livit^g  aplendora :  deenung  them  inibrm'd 

By  natures  iBtnjier'd  wirfi  a  holier  fire — 

Pure  beings,  with  elheieal  effluence  warm'd, 

Who  to  the  source  of  Bpiiit  might  aspire, 

And  mortal  prayers  benignanUy  convey 

To  some  presiding  Power,  more  awful  far  than  they. 


Guides  o'er  liie  desert  and  the  deep  I  to  you 

The  seanion  turn  d,  rejoicing  at  tlie  helm. 

When  from  the  regiona  of  empyreal  blue 

Ye  ppur'd  soft  radiance  o'er  me  oceon-realm ; 

To  you  tlie  dweller  of  the  plama  addreas'd 

Vain  prayers,  that  called  the  clouds  and  dews  yow  oi 

To  you  the  shejiherd,  on  the  mountain's  crest. 

Kindled  the  fires  that  &r  ihroush  midni^  shone. 

As  earth  would  light  up  all  her  mils,  to  vie 

With  your  immoral  host,  and  image  bock  the  ^y . 


Eardi  should  be  hush'd  in  slumber— but  the  niahl 

Calls  forth  her  woiehlppeis  ;  the  feast  is  spread. 

On  hoary  Lebanon's  umbro£;eoiiH  height 

The  dirme  is  raised,  the  rich  libation  shed 

To  her,  whose  beams  iltanie  those  cedar  shades 

Faintly  as  Haluri's  light  the  'wildered  soul  pervades, 


Still,  from  uiy  pure  ejthaustless  ibuntoiii,  pouting 
Beauty  and  lile  in  each  triumphant  beam. 
Through  thine  own  east  what  joyous  rites  prevail'd  I 
What  choral  songs  re-echo'd  !  while  ihv  fira 
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■r  its  thousand  allars,  and  exhaled 


Yet  not  with  Saba'3  fragrant  wealtli  alone, 

Baliam  and  myrrh,  the  votive  pile  was  strewed  ; 

For  the  dailt  children  of  the  burning  zone 

Drew  frenzy  from  thy  fervoia,  and  bedew'd 

With  their  own  blood  thy  ahrine  ;  while  that  wild  ec 

Haply  with  pitying  eye,  thine  angel  yiew'd. 

And,  though  with  glory  mantled,  and  serene 

Inhia  own  fulness  of  beatitude, 

Yet  moum'd  for  those  whose  spiriw  from  thy  ray 

Caught  not  one  tranisienl  apark  of  inlelieotual  day. 


Bnt  earth  had  deeper  stains :  ethereal  powers ! 

Benignant  seraphs  !  wont  to  leave  the  skies,  , 

And  hold  high  converse,  'midst  his  native  bowers. 

With  the  once-glorious  son  of  Paradise, 

Looked  VB  from  heaven  in  sadness  ?  were  your  aira 

Of  choral  ptaiae  ausperided  in  dismay, 

VVhen  the  polluted  ahiine  of  Svria'e  plains. 

With  clouds  of  incense  dimni'd  the  blaze  of  day? 

Or  did  ye  veil  indignandy  your  eyes. 

While  demons  haiPd  the  ptunp  of^human  saqrifice  t 


And  well  tlie  powers  of  evil  might  rejoice, 
When  rose  from  Tophefs  vale  tlie  esnlting  cry. 
And,  deaf  to  Natnre^s  suppUonting  voice, 
Thefranticmother  bore  her  child  to  die! 
Aionnd  her  vainly  clung  his  feeble  hands 
With  sacred  insrinct !  love  hath  lost  its  sway. 
While  ruthless  zeal  the  sacrilice  demands, 
Aiid  the  fires  blaze,  impatient  for  their  prey. 
Let  not  hia  shrieks  reveal  the  dreadiul  tale  ! 
Wf  II  may  the  dram's  loud  peal  o'erpower  an  in 


n  streamlet  llowa, 

ip  echo  for  Adonis  it 

Weep  for  the  dead !— awav !  the  lost  ia  found, 


■oT^ea 

Thcnwr. „ 

And  shouts  of  frenzied  joy  ai 
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Bui  fill'd  with  holier  joy  the  Peiaian  stood, 
In  fliient  reverence  on  the  mouolain'a  brow 
At  early  dayapring,  while  the  eipanding  flood 
Of  radiance  fast  MOand.  above,  below- 
Bright,  bornidlesB  ae  eternity :  he  gaied 
TilFhia  full  aoul,  imlabiim  heaven,  o'etflow'd 


it  the  Unapproacli'd,  re^lendently  alone.' 

What  if  his  thoughts,  with  erring  fotidness,  gave 
Mysterious  sancmy  to  things  which  wear 
Tn'  Eternal's  itnpresa  ^— if  the  Eving  wave, 
Tlie  circling  heavens,  the  free  and  boundless  air — 
If  the  pure Ibunls  of  everlasting  flame, 

r>ep  in  his eou- -■-  '-"----'  — ' ■■ 

id  the  bright 

_-ll  witli  his  ( 
Of  uncreated 


ep  in  his  country's  htdlow'd  vales  enshrined. 
And  the  bright  slats  mnintain'd  a  ^snt  claim 
To  love  and  homage  from  his  awestruck  miad  ? 


And  with  that  faith  was  conquest.    He  whose  name 

To  Judah's  harp  of  prophecy  had  rung ; 

He,  of  whose  yet  unoora  and  distant  tame 

The  mighty  voice  of  Inspiration  sung, 

He  came,  the  victor  Gyms ! — as  he  paaa'd, 

Thrones  to  his  footstep  rook'd,  and  monarch's  lay 

Suppliant  and  clothed  with  dust ;  while  nations  east 

Their  ancient  idols  down  belore  hia  way. 

Who,  in  majsistio  march,  from  shore  to  shore. 

The  queiuihieas  flame  revered  by  Persia's  children  bore 
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Calt.  it  not  loneliness,  to  dwell 
In  woodland  ^ade  or  hermit  dell, 
Or  the  deep  forest  to  explore, 
Or  wcnder  Alpine  regions  o'er  ;     . 
For  Nature  there  all  joyous  relgna. 
And  fiila  with  life  her  wild  domains: 
A  bird's  light  wing  may  break  the  air, 
A  wove,  a  leaf,  may  murmur  there  ; 
A  bee  the  mountain  flowers  may  eeek, 
A  cliamois  hound  from  peak  to  peak  ; 
An  eagle,  rrahing  to  the  sky. 
Wake  the  deep  echoes  with  his  cry  : 
And  still  some  soucd,  thy  heart  to  cheer, 
Some  voice,  though  not  of  man  is  near. 
But  he,  whose  weary  step  hath  traced 
Mysterious  Afric's  nwful  waste— 
Whose  eye  Arabia's  wilds  hath  vieVd, 
Can  tell  thee  what  is  solitude  ! 
It  is,  to  trayeiBB  lifeless  plains. 
Where  everlasting  stillness  reigns, 
And  billowy  sands  and  darahng  sky. 
Seem  boundles  as  infinity  I 
It  is  to  sink,  -with  speeeidess  dread. 
In  aeenea  unmeet  for  mortal  tread, 
Sever'd  from  earlhly  bemg's  trace. 
Alone,  amidst  eternal  space! 
'Tia  noon— and  learfully  profound. 
Silence  is  on  the  desert  round  ; 
Alone  she  reigns,  above,  beneath 
With  all  the  attribulfis  M  death ! 
No  bird  the  blazmg  heaven  may  dare, 
No  insect  bula  the  scorching  air : 
The  ostrich,  though  of  sun-iom  race. 
Seeks  a  mora  dieller'd  dwelling-place 
The  lion  slumbers  in  his  lair, 
The  serpent  shuns  the  noontide  glare ; 
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The  dark-ted  seas  cf  eaiidbi 
Though  not  a  shadow  save  yi 


Wide  spreads  the  fresh  transparent  w 
Urge  your  tiled  camels  on,  anil  take 
Your  rest  beade  yon  glistening  lalie ; 
Thence,  haply,  cooler  gales  may  spring, 
And  fan  your  brows  witii  l^ter  wing. 
Lo !  neaj-er  now,  ita  glassy  tide, 
Reflecla  the  date-tree  on  its  side- 
Speed  on !  pure  draughts  and  genisl  air. 
And  verdant  shade,  await  you  there. 
Oil  ^impse  of  Heaven !  tn  him  unknown. 
That  hath  not  trod  the  hummg  zone  ! 
Forward  they  press — they  gaze  dismay'd — 
The  waters  of  the  desert  fede  I 


What  meteor  conies  ? — a  purple  haze 
Hath  half  obscured  the  noontide  rays:  t 
Onward  it  movea  in  swift  career, 
A  blush  upon  the  atmosphere ; 
Haste,  hasfe !  ayert  th'  impending  doom. 
Fall  prostrate !  'lis  the  dread  Simoom ! 
Bow  down  your  &ee3 — till  the  blast 
On  its  red  wing  of  flame  hath  pa^'d. 
Far  bearing  o'er  the  sandy  wave, 
The  viewless  Angel  of  the  Grave. 

It  came— 'ds  vaniah'd— but  hath  left 
The  wanderers  e'en  of  hope  berefl ; 
The  ardent  heart,  Ihe  vigorous  frame, 
Pride,  courage,  strength,  ita  power  could  ta 
Faint  with  despondence,  worn  with  toll, 
Tliej  sink  upon  the  burning  soil, 
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their  death-bed  and  dieir  tomi 
imard  still ! — yon  distant  spot 


Of  verdure 

Yon  palms,  which  tii 
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Along  the  horiTOn'e  verge  display'd, 

Still  rear  their  siender  colonnadB— 

A  landmark,  guiding  o'er  the  plain 

The  Caravan's  eihauated  train. 

Fair  is  that  little  Me  of  Bliss 

The  deaerf a  emerald  oasis ! 

A  rainbow  on  ibe  lorrenf  s  wavCj 

A  gem  embosoin'd  in  the  grave, 

A  sunbeam  on  a  stoimv  day 

Its  beauty's  image  might  convey ! 

'  Beauty,  in  horror's  lap  that  sleeps, 

While  silence  roand  her  viail  keei».' 

— Rest,  weary  pilgrims !  calmly  laid 

To  slumber  in  the  acacia  shade : 

Best,  where  the  shrubs  your  CMieUbtroise, 

ITieir  an>mafic  breath  diifuse ; 

Where  softer  light  the  sunbeams  poor 

Through  the  tall  palm  and  sycamore  ; 

And  the  rich  dale  lusraianl  apreada 

Its  pendant  clusters  o'er  your  heads. 

Nature  once  more,  to  seal  yotu  eyes, 

MurmniB  her  sweetest  lullabies : 

Again  each  heart  the  mu^  hails 

Of  rustlmg  leaves  and  ^Mng  gales, 

And  oh !  to  Afiic'fl  child  how  dear 

The  voice  of  fomilaina  gushmg  near  '■ 

Sweet  be  yonr  slumbers  \  and  yotu:  dream* 

Of  waving  groves  and  rippling  streams ! 

Far  be  fee  serpent's  venom'd  coil 

From  the  biief  reapita  wan  by  toil ; 

Far  be  the  awful  Ehades  of  those 

Who  deep  beneath  the  sands  repose — 

"The  hosts,  lo  whom  the  desert's  breafli 

Bore  swift  and  stem  the  call  of  death. 

Sleep  I  nor  may  scorching  blast  invade 

■The  freshness  of  the  acacia  shade. 

But  gales  of  heaven  your  epiiils  bless, 

With  hfo's  best  balm— Forgelfulneisa ! 

Till  night  from  many  an  um  difluse 

The  treasures  of  her  world  of  dews. 

The  day  bath  closed— the  moon  on  high 
Walks  in  her  cloudless  majesty. 
A  thousand  stars  lo  A&ic's  heaven 
Serene  magnificencB  bave  given ; 
Sure  beacon's  of  the  sky,  whose  flame 
Fhines  forth  eternally  the  same. 
Blest  be  their  beams,  whose  holy  liglit 
Shall  guide  the  camei'a  foofetei»i  r@it, 
And  lead,  as  with  a  track  divine. 
The  pilgrim  to  his  prophet's  shrine ! 
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TIIR  CARAVAN  IN  THE  DESERTS. 

Riae !  bid  your  fele  of  Falms  adieu ! 
Again  yoar  loneiy  march  pursue, 
■miile  aira  of  night  are  tr^ly  blowing, 
And  heavens  wiui  softer  beauly  glowing. 
— Tis  alence  all :  the  solenra  scene 
Wears,  at  eadi  step,  a  ruder  mien ; 
For  giont-Kicks,  at  dialancB  piled, 
Cast  their  deep  shadows  o'er  the  wild. 
Darkly  they  nse— what  eye  hath  view'd  ■ 
The  caverns  of  their  solitude  I 
Away !  within  those  awful  cells 
The  savage  lord  of  Afric  dwf lis ! 
Heai-d  ye  his  voice  t — the  lion's  roar 
Swells  as  when  biQows  break  on  ^oi-e. 
Well  may  the  camel  shake  with  fear, 
And  the  steed  pant— his  foe  is  near  ; 
Haate !  liffht  the  torch,  bid  watchfites  ihrow, 
Fai-  o'er  the  waste  a  ruddy  glow; 
Ke^  vigil— gnard  the  brigh!  array. 


ra  of  llie  wilderness 
Heap  high  the  pile,  and  by  its  bkve 
Tell  the  wild  tales  of  elder  days, 
Arabia's  wond'fous  lore— that  dwells 
On  warrior  deeds,  and  wizard  spells : 
Enchanted  domes,  'mid  scenes  Efca  these, 
Rising  ta  voiiiah  with  the  breeze ; 
Gardens,  whose  fruits  are  gems,  that  shed 
Their  light  where  mortal  may  not  tread, 
And  spirits,  o'er  whose  peai-ly  halls 
Th'  eternal  billow  heaves  and  fidls.   . 
—With  charms  like  theKe,  of  mystic  power. 
Watchers !  beguile  the  niidnight  hour. 
—Slowly  that  hoar  hath  roli'daway, 
'     '  Plarhy  star  withdrav- ■' 


Datlt  children  of  the  sun !  ii^i 
Tout  own  rich  orient  hails  his 
He  comes,  but  veiVd— with  aan„  .. ..  „.. . . 
Tinging  lie  mists  that  load  the  ait ; 
Souiids  of  dismay,  and  signs  of  flame, 
Th'  approachinfl;  hurricane  proclaim. 
"Tis  death's  redbanner  streams  on  high- 
Fly  to  the  rocks  for  shelter  t— fly ! 
Lo !  dflrk'ning  o'er  the  fiery  skies. 
The  pillaia  ot  the  desert  rise ! 
On,  m  terrific  eraiideur  wheeling, 
A  giant-host,  the  heavens  concealing, 
They  move,  lilce  mighty  genii  forma, 
Toweling  immense  'midat  clouds  and  storing 
Who  sMl  escape  ?— with  awfnl  force 
The  whirlwind  heare  them  on  their  course; 
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MA  RUTS  AMONGST,  &e. 

Ttey  join,  they  rush  leMSlleaa  on, 
The  mduiBi^ of  Lheplaiu  are  gone  { 
The  steps,  tiie  Jbnns,  ftmn  earth  efliioed, 
Of  (hose  who  trod  the  borniDg  waste  '. 
All  whelm-d,  aU  hnrfi'd !— none  left  lo  bear 
Sad  record  how  (heyjieriBh'd  there  ! 
No  stone  their  tale  of  death  shall  leil— 
The  desert  guards  ils  mysteries  well ; 
And  o'er  th  unfathom'd  sandy  deep, 
Where  low  their  nameless  relics  sleep. 
Oft  shall  the  future  pilgrim  tread, 
Nur  know  his  Bteps  ore  on  the  dead. 


MARIUS  AMONGST  TilE  RUINS  OF  CARTHAGE, 


nf  Afrlcs,  cnnie  anil  thn9  addressed  him :~"  Marlus,  I  come  fton 
the  Pmlor  BeiUUns,  to  tell  yon  that  he  fWbida  you  to  ml  foot  li 
AtHCB.  If  you  oboy  not,  Jib  will  Bopporl  tte  Soaate'a  decree,  ani 
ff«a(  yon  as  a  pabllo  enemjt "  Mulni,  upon  hearing  LJUa,  wa 
altnclE  dnuib  wllSi  grief  end  Indlcaatlon.  Henltared  not  a  w«d  to 
BoniH  Uiue,  but  regardsd  tlie  oitlcer  with  a  DWnaidjiE  aspect.  A 
length  tin  oflicer  CTLquired  wlmt  lukswar  he  alioula  cany  to  Ih 
governor.  "  Oo  and  leil  him,"  aald  Ibe  ntilbrtunale  man,  wllh  : 
sigh,  "  Oiat  thou  liasl  Been  tlie  Billed  Matiua  ailllng  on  (ho  rain 
of  CarlhaBC'^e  FtoTiKCH. 

'TivAS  noon,  and  Afrio's  damling  ann  on  high. 
With  iieree  reBplendeace  fill'd  Ih'  unclouded  sky ; 
No  zephyr  waved  the  palm's  majestie  head. 
And  smooth  alike  the  seas  and  deserls  spread ; 
While  desolate,  beneath  a  blaze  of  UghC, 


Whelni'd  by  the  mina  of  their  own  abodes. 
Had  sunk  the  Ibrms  of  heroes  and  of  gods  ; 
While  near,  dread  oifepring  of  the  burning  day  ! 
Coird  'midst  forsaken  nails,  the  serpent  lay. 
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aoB  MAKIua  AMONGST  THE 

Tlifita  came  an  exile,  long  by  fate  pnraued, 
To  shelter  in  ihac  awful  Bolimde. 
Well  did  that  wnndBrefs  high  yec  feded  mien. 
Suit  the  Bad  gtandeutof  the  deaart-scene  ; 
Shadow'd,  not  veil'd,  by  locke  of  wintry  snow 
Pride  Bat,  still  miglily,  oh  his  futrow'd  brow 
Time  had  not  queiich'd  the  terrors  of  his  eya, 
Nor  tamed  hia  glance  of  fierce  ascendency  ; 
While  the  deep  meaning  of  hia  features  told. 
Ages  of  thouMt  had  o'er  his  spirit  roll'd. 
Nor  dimm'd  the  fire  ^t  might  not  be  conlroU'd  ; 
And  stilt  did  power  iuveat  hia  atately  form, 
Shatfer'd,  hut  yet  anconquer'd,  by  the  atorm. 

But  alow  his  atep — and  where,  not  yet  o'elthrown 
Still  towei'd  a  pillar  'midst  the  waste  alone, 
Faint,  with  long  toil,  hia  wearv  limbs  he  '-" 
To  slumber  in  ila  solimrv  shade. 
^     -  -  -    'ly.onhlal      - 

... ^ ,  „_jaoftlie  sc 

Clouds  rotffid  his  dim  unearthly  form,  and  spread 
Mysterious  j^oom  around  his  crownless  heaH, 
Crawnlesa,  Bnl  regol  still.    With  stem  disdain. 
The  kingly  shadow  eeem'd  to  lilt  his  chain. 
Gazed  on  the  palm,  hia  ancient  sceptre  torn. 
And  his  eye  kmdied  with  immortsl  acorn  1 

"And  eleep'st  thou,  Roman!"  ory'd  his  voice  ai 
"  Shall  son  of  Latiuni  find  a  refuge  here  ? 
Awake ',  arise  !  to  speed  the  hour  of  Falc, 
When  Rome  shall  fall,  as  Cm-thage  desolate  ! 
Go  I  with  her  children's  flower,  the  fi^e,  the  brave, 
People  the  silent  chambeiB  of  the  grave  ; 
So  shall  the  course  of  aaes  yet  to  be. 
More  swiftly  waft  the  day,  avenging  me  ! 

"Yes,  from  the  awful  gulfof  yesrstocome, 
I  heat  a  voice  that  prophesies  her  doom ; 
I  see  the  trophiesof  her  pride  decay, 
And  her  long  fine  of  iriumpha  pass  away, 
Lcet  in  the  depths  of  tune— wble  ainka  the  star 
Thai  led  her  march  of  heroes  trom  afer! 
Lo!  from  the  frozen  forests  of  the  north. 
The  eona  of  slaughter  pour  in  myriads  iorth . 
Who  shall  awake  the  mighty!— wdl  tljy  woe, 
City  of  thrones !  disturb  me  realms  below  ? 
Call  on  the  dead  to  hear  thee !  let  thy  erica 
Sumruon  Ihdr  shadowy  legions  to  arise, 
Array  ihe  ghosts  of  conquemis  on  thy  walls ' 
—Barbarians  revel  in  their  ancient  halls, 
And  their  lost  children  bend  the  sutiject  knee, 
'Midst  the  proud  tombs  and  trophies  of  the  nee. 
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BUraa  OP  CAHTHAGE. 

Bird.of  the  sun!  dread  eaele!  honieonhigh, 

A  cvealure  of  the  empyreal — Thou,  whose  eye 

Was  lightning  to  the  esnh— whose  pinion  waved 

In  hnughty  triumph  o'er  a  world  etislaved  ; 

Sink  from  thy  Heavens '.  for  glory's  noon  is  o'er, 

And  rushing  storma  tdiall  bear  thee  on  no  more  ! 

Closed  is  chy  regal  coiuae— thy  crest  ia  torn, 

And  thy  plume  banisJi'd  from  the  realms  of  mom. 

The  ahnft  hath  reacli'd  tliee  ?— rest  with  chiefe  and  Itinas, 

Who  conquer'd  in  the  shadow  of  Ihy  wings ; 

Sleep !  while  thy  foes  esult  around  their  prey, 

And  shaie  thy  glonnna  heritage  of  day! 

"  But  darker  years  shall  minaTe  with  me  past. 

And  deeper  ven^ance  shall  be  mine  at  last. 

O'er  the  seven  hills  1  see  destruction  spread, 

And  Empire's  widow  veils  with  dnst  her  head  ! 

Her  goda  forsake  each  desolated  shrine, 

Her  temples  moulder  to  the  earth,  like  mine : 

'Midst  lailen  palocesahe  sits  alone, 

Calling  heroic  shades  from  agea  gone. 

Or  bids  the  nations  'midst  her  deaerta  Wait 

To  learn  the  fearful  oracles  of  Fate ! 

"  Still  sleep'st  thou,  Romatt !    Son  of  Victory,  rise  ! 
Wake  to  obey  th'  avenging  Destinies ! 
Shed  by  thy  mandate,  soon  thy  countiy's  blood 


Mycl 
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.le  feast  ^ey  claim !— exult  in  Rome's  de 

Ue  thine  ear  closed  against  her  supphant  c 

Bid  iy  flonl  triumph  in  her  agonies ; 

Let  comage  revel,  e'en  her  swines  among, 

a .  .1 '=-nt,  pily  not  the  votingT 


I'er  her  hills  the  sword's  liialion  shed, 
!ak  the  curse  of  Carthage  on  her  head  '" 

The  vision  flies — a  mortal  step  is  near. 
Whose  echoes  vibrate  on  the  slumberer's  ear  ; 
He  Btarts,  he  wattes  to  woe — before  him  stands 
Th'  unwelcome  messenger  of  harah  commands. 
Whose  falt'ring  accenis  tell  the  exiled  chief, 
To  seek  on  other  shores  a  home  for  giief. 
—Silent  the  vranderer  sat— but  on  hie  cheek 
The  burning  glow  far  more  than  words  might  spea 
And,  from  toe  kindling  of  his  eye,  there  broke 


reign  iiittespair,  he  cried,  "  Retmn  ! 

ini  who  sent  thee  hitlier,  thou  liast  seen 

=,  the  exile,  rest  where  Caithage  once  hath  been !" 


i,y  Google 


AwAV  '■  though  EtUl  thy  Bword  is  red 
With  life-blood  from  my  sire. 

No  drop  of  lliine  may  now  be  abed 
To  quench  ray  liosoni'B  tire  ; 

ThoDgh  on  my  heart  'iwould  full  more  hiest. 

Than  dews  upon  the  desert's  breast. 

I've  soughl  thee  'midst  the  sons  of  men, 
Through  the  wide  city's  fiines ; 

I've  sought  ^ee  by  the  Iiod's  den, 
"'sr  pnlhless,  tioundleas  plains  ; 


Thy  name  hath  bean  a  baleful  spell. 

O'er  my  dark  spirit  cast ; 
No  thought  may  dream,  no  words  may  lell 

What  there  unseen  hath  pass'd : 
This  wither'd  cheek,  ^is  feded  eye, 
Are  seals  of  thee — behold '.  and  fly '. 

Hath  not  my  cap  for  thee  been  pour'd 
Beneath  the  palm-ttee's  shade  % 

Hath  not  soft  sleep  thy  frame  restored 
Within  my  dwelling  laid  ! 

What  though  unknown— yet  who  shall  rest 

Secure — if  not  the  Arab's  guest  1 


— Man  may  not  thus  endure  ! 
Away  !  I  bear  a  fetter'd  arm, 
A  heart  that  bums— but  must  not  harm. 


As  vengeance  shall  pun 
nd  hate,  like  love,  in  parti 
niles  o'er  one  hope — we  in 
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The  Arab's  lent  m 


mly.iill  thy  steps  be  past, 
whli-lwinda  sleep  to-rfay! 


1  would  not  that  thy  doo — 

Afsign'd  by  Heaven  to  ought  bt 


ALP-HOEN  SONG. 


What  dost  thou  here,  brave  Swiss? 
Forgel'st  Ihou  thus  tby  natiYe  clime — 
The  lovely  land  of  thy  bright  spring-time  7 
The  land  of  thy  home,  with  ila  free  delights. 
And  fresh  green  vsilej^H  and  mountain  heighla? 

Can  ^e  stranger's  yield  the  blifs  1 

What  welcome  cheers  thee  now  '. 
Dar'st  ihon  lift  thine  eye  to  gaze  aronnd ) 
Where  are  the  peaks,  with  their  snow-wieaths  oi 
Where  ie  the  song,  on  the  wild  winds  boma, 
Or  the  tinging  peal  of  the  joyous  horn. 

Or  the  peasant's  fearless  brow  ? 

But  thy  spirit  is  far  away ! 
Where  a  greeting  waits  thee  in  kmdi-ed  eyes, 
Where  the  while  Alps  look  Ihfough  the  sunny  si 
With  the  low  aenn-cabmSj  and  paslures  free. 
And  the  sparkling  blue  of  the  glaciet-sea, 

And  the  aommila,  clothed  with  day  ! 


And  the  frugal  board  of  peaaant-men! 
Dost  thou  seek  the  fiiend,  the  loved  one,  here  1— 
Away !  not  a  true  Swiss  heart  is  near. 
Against  thuie  own  lo  swell ! 
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TKAWSLATIONa. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  HORACE. 


Bright  Queen  of  Cyprus  and  ihe  Paphiai 

And  herein  Glj;cera'H  lair  temple  smilr 

Where  vowb  and  inoenae  lavishly  she  po 


TO  HIS  ATTENDA^fT, 


I  HiTE  the  Peraan's  cos0y  pride— 
The  wreaths  with  bands  of  iLiiden  lied- 

These,  boy,  delight  me  not ; 
Nor  where  the  lingering  roees  bide, 

Seek  thou  for  me  iTio  spot. 

For  me  be  nought  but  myrtle  twinetl — 
The  modest  myrtle,  sweet  to  hind 

Alike  thy  browa  and  mine ; 
While  thus  1  qnaff  the  bowl,  reclined 

Beneath  th'  o'erarching  vine. 
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II  HORACE. 
Amph'B  hour. 

Haunts  where  the  silvery  poplar  bongliB 
Love  with  the  pine's  to  blend  on  high, 

And  some  cleat  lountaiii  hrightly  flows 
In  gracefnl  windings  hy. 

There  he  the  rose  with  heauty  fraught, 

So  soon  to  fade,  bo  hriliiant  now, 
There  tie  the  wine,  the  odots  btoughl, 


Thy  holis,  thy  boweis,  thy  treasured  store. 
Must  leave  that  home,  ihose  woodlands  fan-, 
On  yellow  Tiber's  shore. 


What  then  avails  it  if  the 
From  Inachus  thy  glor 

Or,  sprung  liom  some  igr 
If  not  B.  roof  bo  thine ! 


TO  THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  BANDUSIA. 


Oh!  worthy  fragrant  gjltsof  flowetaand  wine, 
Bandusian  fount,  than  cbriatal  lar  more  bright ! 

To-morrow  shall  a  spordve  kid  be  thine. 
Whose  forehead  swells  with  horns  of  infent  might ; 


— his  scorching  beam, 


sfGti*^ 


311  THE  CROSS  or  Tire  si 

And  the  lived  oxen  froj 
The  genial  Ireahnessof 

ll^b^ 

Thou  and  1 

Whose   boUgha,  a  (jciniam  (.aiivj/j  ,  "  ^ic.^v.^ 

Those  hollow  rocks,  whence,  murmuring  many  a  lale 
Thy  cliiming  walera  pour  upon  the  vale. 


TO  FAUNUS. 

HOOsSd,  OEKlSlh. 

■■  Faniic,  Nymphatnin  ftigenliuin  amal 
FaoNiis,  who  loT-Bt  the  fijing  nymphs  lo  ch 


If  8l  Ihe  mellow  cloang  of  iha  year 
A  tender  kid  in  saoriflce  be  thine ; 

Nor  Ikil  the  liberal  bowla  to  Venus  dear  ; 
Nor  doada  of  incense  to  thine  antique  shrine. 


Then  from  the  wolf  no  more  the  lambs  retreat, 
Then  shower  the  woods  lo  ihee  their  foliage  roi 

And  the  glad  laborer  triumphs  that  his  f«el 
In  triple  dance  have  struck  the  haled  gronnd. 


THE  CROSS  OF  THE  SOUTH. 

In  ibe  scniheni 
a  Bjaiish  travel  Ler 


ilspliere.    Tha  foilowini  lines  are  supposed  to  be  addtssaed  10 
y  a  Bpaiash  traveller  In  Sour 


Ik  the  silence  and  grandeur  of  midnight  I  tread, 
Where  savannahs,  m  houndleaa  magnificence,  spread, 
4nd  bearing  sublimely  their  enow-wreaiha  on  high, 
rhe  lar  Cordilleras  unite  with  the  sky. 
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The  fit-ttee  waves 

luick-glanclng  splei.uv.  ^..^..^....^  ^... 
Ana  1  read  in  ench  tiac  of  the  skies  and  the  earm, 
How  dislBjit  my  slepa  froin  the  land  of  my  birth. 


Than  recallefil  tliB  ages  when  firat  o'er  ihe  main 
My  Others  unfolded  the  ensign  of  Spain, 
Andplanted  their  faith  in  the  reaiona  thaEsee 
lis  unpetiahing  symboi  emblaioiTd  in  thee. 

How  oil  in  iheir  course  o'er  the  oceans  unknown, 
Where  ali  waa  mvsletioua,  and  awfiil  and  lone, 
Hath  Iheir  spirit  been  cheer'd  by  thy  ligiit,  when  the  deep 
Reflecled  il3  brilliance  in  tremuloas  sleep ! 

ij.o..  nuvii,  ™  .he  heroes  of  Spain,  when  their  proa 
Made  the  billows  the  path  of^  their  glory,  wert  ihou. 

And  to  me  BS  I  itaversed  the  world  of  the  weat. 
Through  deserta  of  beauty  in  silliness  that  test ; 
By  foiesls  and  rivera  untamed  in  their  pride, 
Thy  hues  have  a  language,  thy  couiae  la  a  guide. 

Shine  on — my  own  land  is  a  far  distant  spot, 
And  the  sturs  of  tiiy  sphere  can  enlighten  it  not ; 
And  the  eyes  (hat  1  love,  though  e'en  now  they  may  be 
O'er  the  tirmamsnt  wandering,  can  gaze  not  on  thee  '. 

But  thou  lo  my  thoughts  art  a  pure-blazing  shrine, 
A  fount  of  bright  hopes,  and  of  viaiona  divine  ; 
And  my  soul  as  an  eagle  exulting  and  free. 
Soars  high  o'er  the  Andes  to  mingle  with  [bee. 


THE  SLEEPER  OF  MARATHON- 


And  by  the  funeral  mound, 
Where  those  who  died  not  there  in 
Their  place  of  sleep  had  found. 


""Clot^glc 


TO  MISS  F.  A.  L.  ON  HEU  BIETHDAY. 

'Twaa  allent  where  the  free  blood  gush'd 

When  Feraia  came  array'd— 
So  many  a  voice  had  lliero-  been  hnah'd, 

So  many  a  fool-alep  slsy'd. 

1  alumbec'don  Ihe  lonely  spot 


They  rose— the  ohainlesa  dt 
All  arm'd  they  Bprang,  in  joy,  in  power, 
Up  from  their  graBsy  bed. 


Life  hath  no  purer  joy  in 


Some  bearta  a  boding  fear  might  o' 
Had  fate  to  them  Uiy  porlion  gis 

Since  many  an  eye  by  leais  alone, 
la  taught  la  gnze  on  Henyen ! 


iTGoo^le^ 


Then  Btill,  with  heart  aa  bleal,  as  wa 
Rejoice  thou  in  thy  lot  on  earth ; 

Ah  !  why  should  vinae  dread  the  st 
"  t.  -t prove  her  wotthi 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  F 


What  fiiat  ahould  cc 

The  volume,  destined  to  be  fraught 

With  many  a  aweel  and  ploylUl  line, 
With  many  a  pure  and  pious  thought  ? 

It  should  he,  what  a  loftier  strain 
Perchance  leas  nieetly  would  impart  ; 

What  never  yet  was  ponr'd  in  vainy— 
The  blessing  ol'  a  grateful  heart- 


Long  shall  that  fervent  blessing  rest 

On  ihee  and  thine,  and  heavenwards  bomr 

Call  down  aueh  peace  to  soothe  tftg  bi-eaat. 
Aa  thou  woold'at  bear  to  all  that  mourn. 


TO  THE  BAME-OS  THE  DEATH  OF  HER  MOTHER. 

S*Y  not  'tig  fruitieas,  nature's  holy  tear. 
Siied  by  affection  o'er  a  parent's  bier ! 
More  blest  than  dew  on  Hermon'a  brow  that  faUs, 
Each  drop  to  life  some  latent  viitue  calls  j 
Awabes  soma  purer  hope,  ordain'd  to  rise, 
By  earthly  sorrow  strengthen'd  for  the  skies, 
1:11  the  sad  heart,  whose  pangs  eialt  its  love. 
With  its  lost  treasure,  seeks  a  home — above. 


are's  aeony, 

.„, eoua  calmly  sleep. 

Who  bida  us  hope,  forbids  not  to  weep  ! 
Be  loo,  hath  wept— and  sacted  be  the  woes 
Once  borne  bv  him,  their  inmost  source  who  knowi^ 
Searches  each  wound,  and  bids  His  Spirit  bring 
Celestial  healing  on  its  dove-like  wing  ! 
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And  who  bnt  lie  ahall  aoolhe,  when  one  dread  Bttoke, 
Ti™,  that  were  fibres  of  tiie  sodI,  hath  broke  1 
Oh !  well  may  tlioae,  yet  lingering  here,  deplore 
The  vanish'd  light,  that  cheers  their  path  no  mote  ! 
Th'  Atraiehty  Mod,  which  many  a  blessing  dealt, 

By  fire  and  storm,  Heaven  tries  the  Chrietian'a  worth, 
And  joy  deparla  to  wean  ns  from  the  earth, 
Where  slill  loo  long,  with  beinga  bom  to  die, 
Time  hath  dominion  o'er  Eternity. 

Yet  not  ^e  le^  o'er  all  the  heart  hath  lost, 

Shall  Faith  rejoica,  when  Nature  grievr-  '^ ■'  ■ 


Then  comes  her  triumph !  through  tile  shadowy  gloom, 

Her  alar  in  gloiy  rises  from  the  tomb, 

Mounts  to  tSe  day-spring,  leaves  the  cloud  below. 


in  glory  rises  from  the  tomb, 
!  fear,  doubt,  suspense  ai 


Let  brighter  thoughts  be  with  the  vi 
The  final  ordeal  6!  Uie  aool  is  past. 
And  the  pale  brow  is  seal'd  to  Heaven  at  last  !* 

And  Ihon,  loved  spirit !  for  the  skiea  mature, 
Slead^atln  &fth,  in  meek  devotion  pure  ; 
Thou  that  didst  make  the  home  thy  presence  bleel 
Bright  with  the  sunshine  of  thy  gentle  breast, 
Where  peace  a  holy  dwelling-ptece  had  found, 
Whence  beam'd  her  smile  benignantly  around  ; 
Thou,  that  to  Ewsoms  widow'd  and  bsre(t 
Dear,  precious  records  of  thy  worth  hast  left, 
The  treasured  gem  of  sorrowing  hearts  to  be 
Till  Heaven  recall  surviving  love  to  thee  I— 
O  cherish'd  and  revered !  iond  memory  well 
On  thee,  with  sacred,  sad  delight,  may  dwell'. 
So  pure,  so  blest  thy  lite,  tlmt^eath  alone 
Could  make  more  perfect  happiness  thine  own ; 
He  came — thy  cup  of  joy,  serenely  bright, 
Fail  to  the  last,  sldl  flow'd  in  cloudless  light ; 
He  came — an  angel,  bearing  from  on  high 
The  all  it  wanted— immorlalily  ! 


FKOM  THE  rrAUAN  OP  GAROILASBO  DE  IiA  VE6A. 


;a ! — smoe  the  sapphire  sky 
lur'slnow  on  angel  wings,  an 
■ilh  immortality — oh  why 
3tliil  !~Wheierore  not  enlrea 


iTCitxj^Te" 


E  ITALIAN  OF 


And  amile  ihat  I  ai 

In  the  third  citele  of  ibat  hs 
Shall  we  not  seek  togethef, 
Another  lovelier  lanacape,  a 

Other  romantic  stteama  and 

And  other  valea,  and  a  new  aliady  sh 
When  I  may  rest,  end  ever  in  iny  view 
Keep  thee,  wilhout  the  terror  and  aurprise 


FEOM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  SANNAZARa 

Oh  !  pure  and  blessed  soul 
That,  from  Ihy  ciay's  control 
Escaped,  hast  sou^t  and  found  Ihy  native  ephen, 
And  from  thy  crj^atal  throne 


And  from  tlieir  erring  track 
Thou  charm'st  thy  ahepherds  baek 
With  the  soft  muac  of  thy  gentle  chiding, 

Oh!  who  shall  Death  withstand— 

Death,  whose  impartial  hand 
Levels  the  lowest  plant  and  loftiest  pine ! 

Wlien  shall  our  eara  again 

Drink  in  so  sweet  a  stmin. 
Onr  eyes  hehold  so  fair  a  form  as  thine . 


pBoriiiODS  winds  our  daring  bark  imueli'd, 
O'er  seas  whieh  mortal  n'er  till  then  beheld, 
When  as  one  eve,  devoid  of  care,  we  stood 
Watching  flie  prow  glide  swiftly  through  the  fli 
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330  APPEARANCE  OF  THE 

High  o'er  our  heads  arose  a  cloud  so  vast. 
O'er  Bea  and  heaven  a  fearfiil  shade  it  cast : 
Awful,  immense,  it  came !  ao  thick,  bo  drea^ 
Its  gloomy  grandem  chill'd  our  (learlB  with  Kar, 
And  ihe  dark  billow  heaved  with  distant  roar. 
Hoarse,  as  if  bursting  on  some  rooky  shore. 

Thrill'd  with  amaze,  I  cried,  "  Supernal  Power ! 
What  mean  the  omens  of  this  ibreatening  hour  1 
What  the  dread  mystery  of  this  ocean-clime, 
So  davkly  grand,  so  fearfully  sublime  T' 
Scarce  had  I  spoke,  when  lo  1  a  mighty  form, 
Tower'd  through  the  gathering  BhadowB  of  die  slorin  ; 
Of  rude  proporUona  ^id  Eiganlio  size, 
Dark  featurea,  rugged  beard,  and  deep-sunk  eyes ; 
Fierce  was  his  gesture,  and  his  ttesaes  ilew. 
Sable  his  lips,  and  earthly  pde  his  hue. 
Well  may  I  lell  ihee,  that  his  limbs  and  height. 
In  vast  dimen3io[13  azid  stupendous  might, 
Surpass'd  that  wonder,  once  the  sculptor's  boasl. 
The  proud  ColossDa  of  the  Rhodian  coast. 
Deep  was  hie  voice,  in  hollow  tones  he  spoke, 
Aa  if  from  ocean's  inmost  caves  they  broke  ; 
And  but  that  form  lo  view,  that  voice  to  hear. 
Spread  o'er  our  fledi  and  hair  cold  deadly  IhriUs  d  teai- 

"Oh!  daring  band,"  he  cried,  "  far,  &r  more  bold 
Than  all  whose  deeds  recordip^  lams  has  told ; 
AdveniurouB  spirits !  whom  no  bounds  of  fear 
Can  teach  one  pause  in  rapine's  fierce  career ; 
Since,  bursting  thus  the  barriers  of  the  mtun, 
Ye  dare  io  violate  my  lonely  reign. 
Where,  till  this  moroent,  from  die  birth  oi'dme, 
No  sail  e'er  broke  the  solitude  sublune  ; 

Since  thus  ye  pierce  the  veil  by  Nature  thrown 

O'er  the  dark  aeereB  of  the  deep  Unknown, 

Ne'er  yet  revealed  to  aught  of  mortal  birth, 

Howe'or  supreme  in  power,  unmatch'd  in  worth  ; 

Hear  from  my  lips  what  cbaBtisemenls  of  fate, 

Rash,  bold  intruders !  on  your  couise  await ! 

What  countless  perils,  woes  of  darkest  hue, 

Haunt  the  vast  main  and  slioms  your  arms  must  yet  suhdue  ! 

"  Know  that  o'er  every  hark,  whose  fearless  helm 


IE 


And  on  the  fleet  which 
The  dangers  throned  oi 
Shall  vengeance  burst. 


rGoo^ie 


"  Yea, despetalc  band!  if  liElilmy  hopes  divine, 
Revenge,  fierce,  full,  nnequEll'3  shall  be  mine! 
Urge  vour  bold  prow,  puiaue  yonr  yenturona  way. 
Pain,  Havoc,  Ruin,  wait  their  deettned  prey! 
And  your  proud  yefsela,  year  by  year,  shall  find, 
(if  no  false  dreams  delude  my  preBcient  mind,) 
My  wrath  so  dread  in  many  a  fatal  sloiin, 
Deatb  Bhalt  be  deem'd  mislortune's  mildesl  form. 


"  Lo  !  where  my  victim  comes  I— of  tioble  birlli, 
Of  cultnred  genius,  and  exalted  worth, 
Witii  her,*  his  heel  beloved,  in  all  her  cliarmB, 
Pride  of  his  heart,  and  treasare  of  hie  arms ! 
From  foaming  waves,  from  raeing  winds  they  fly. 
Spared  lor  revenge,  reserved  for  agony ! 
Oil  dark  the  fiife  that  calls  them  trora  their  home. 
On  this  rude  shore,  my  savage  reign  to  roam, 
And  sternly  save  them  from  a  billowy  tomb, 
For  woes  more  exquisite,  more  dreadful  doom  I 
—Yea !  he  sliall  see  the  offenring,  loved  in  vain. 
Pierced  with  keen  femine,  die  in  lingering  pain; 
Shall  see  fierce  Ca3rBS  every  aarment  tear 
From  her,  the  soft,  the  idolized,  the  fair  ; 
Sbail  see  those  limbs  of  Nature's  finest  mould, 
Bare  to  the  sultry  sun,  or  midnight-oold. 
And,  in  long  wanderings  o'er  a  desert  land 
Thoae  tender  feet  imprint  the  scorching  sand. 

"  Yet  more,  yet  deeper  woe,  shall  those  behold. 
Who  live  thraugh  (oils  unequml'd  and  untold ! 
On  the  wild  shore,  benea.th  the  burning  sky. 
The  hapless  pair,  eKhauated,  sink  to  die  1 
Bedew  iheroys  with  tears  of  pain  intense, 
Of  bitterest  anguish,  ibrilhng  every  sense, 
"TiUin  one  last  embrace,  with  mortal  throes. 
Then-  straggling  spirils  meant  Irom  anguiah  to  reposi 

As  the  dark  phantom  sf— . 
Our  future  ills,  in  Horror's  di  , 
"  Who  then  art  thoii  ?"  1  cried,  "  areao  oemg. 
Each  sense  thus  bending  in  amazement's  spelll" 
— With  feaifal  ahiielt,  &r  echoing  o'er  the  tide, 
Writhine  his  lips  and  eyes,  he  thus  replied — 
"  BeholcTlhe  genius  of  that  secret  shore. 
Where  the  wind  rages,  and  the  billows  roar  ; 
That  stormy  Cape,  for  ages  mine  alone, 
To  Pompey,  Slrabo,  Pliny,  all  unknown ! 
Far  to  the  southern  pole  my  throne  extends. 
That  hidden  rock.wliich  Airio's  region  ends. 


in  Emsnilel  de  Sonza,  and  his  wife,  heonom  de  SI 
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Thus  having  aaid,  wilh  strange,  terrific  crks. 
The  eianl-Bpectre  vnaish'd  from  our  eyea  ; 
In  aaBle  douda  dissolved — while  fer  Bi-ound, 
Eterk  ocean's  heairing  realms  his  pailiiig  yells  resound ! 


mltening  spirit's  ray 


Oh  !  Blcong  is  faith,  if  woe  like  liiis  bt 

For  there  is  hush'd  on  earth 
A  voice  of  gladness — there  is  veil'd  a  Eice, 
Whose  parting  leaves  a  dark  and  sdlenl  place, 

By  the  onee-joj^ous  hearth. 
A  smile  hath  pass'd,  which  till'd  its  home  with 
A  soul,  whose  beauty  made  tlml  smile  so  bright 


Power, „ ,- ,  „- 

Must  weep,  when  God  resumes  the  gem  He  gave  ; 

For  sorrow  comes  of  Death, 
And  wilh  a  yearnuig  heart  we  linger  on. 
When  they,  whose  glance  uiilook'd  its  founts,  are  { 

But  glory  ftom  the  duet, 
And  praise  to  flim,  the  merciful,  for  those 
On  whose  bright  memory  love  may  still  repose, 

Widi  an  immortal  trust '. 
Praise  for  the  dead,  who  leave  us,  when  they  part. 
Such  hope  as  she  Iralb  left—"  the  pure  in  heart.*' 
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THE  MAKEMMA. 


THE  MAREMMA. 


d  ejcclLed  In  the  heatt  of  har  luuband  a  jealousy, 
jBraled  bv  folsa  reports  aad  nonndlBES  EOspiciana,  at 
him  to  the  dssperata  lesolatton  oT  OOiello.  It  Is  dlf- 
de  whether  ths  lady  was  quits  inoocoDC,  Itnc  so  Danle 
Lsr,  Hor  hustiand.  brongot  tiar  into  the  Matamin^, 
L  as  DOW,  vnta  a  dlitrict  deilrucIlTa  of  hcaJth.    Ha 


,    He  did  not  d^n  to  atter  t 
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poetics]  nBiTSIJve.    But  he  bestows  on  it  ooly  four  verses.     He 
fightii^onlhe  ssme  side  with  him  la  the  balUe  of  Ciuupaldltia ; 


L'espace  d'un  Matin."  MA,i.iiEqi 

TiiEBE  ara  bright  acsnea  beneath  Italian  skies, 
Where  glowing  Sana  their  pnresl  light  diiTuse, 
Uncultured  jloweis  in  wlM  profnaion  rise. 
And  nature  lavishes  her  warmest  hues ; 
But  trust  thou  not  her  ainile,  her  balmy  breath, 
Away !  lier  oharma  are  but  the  pomp  of  Death '. 

He,  in  the  vine-clad  boweta,  unseen  is  dwelling, 
Where  the  caol  shade  its  freshneai  round  thee  liin 
His  voice,  in  every  perfumed  lephyc  awelllng, 
Wilh  gentleat  whisper  luiestbcs  !o  repose: 


I.,  Google 


Mysterioaa  danger  Inrlta,  a  syren,  there, 

Not  robed  in  terrors,  or  announced  in  gloom. 

Bat  stealing  o'er  thee  in  the  scented  air. 

And  veil'd  ia  flowers,  that  smile  to  deck  ttiy  tomb  { 

How  may  we  deem,  amidst  their  deep  array. 

That  heaten  and  eartJi  but  flatter  to  betray  t 

Sunshine,  and  bloom,  and  verdure  1  Can  il  be, 
That  these  but  charm  na  with  destructive  wiles! 
Where  fJiall  we  turn,  O  Nature,  if  in  tkse 
Danger  is  mnek'd  in  beaaty— -death  in  smiles  ? 
Oh !  Hlill  the  Circe  of  that  fatal  shore. 
Where  she,  the  aim's  bright  daughter,  dwelt  of  yore ! 

There,  year  by  year,  that  secret  peril  spreads, 

Disguised  in  lovehness,  its  baleful  rei^. 

And  viewleas  blights  o'er  many  a  landscape  sheds, 

Gay  with  the  riches  of  the  south,  in  vain, 

O'er  fairy  bowers  and  palaces  of  stale. 

And  pillar'd  halls,  whose  airy  colonades 
Were  formed  to  echo  music's  choral  lone, 
Are  ^ent  now,  amidst  deserted  shades,* 
Peopled  hy  sculpture's  grBoefol  forms  alone  ; 
And  fountains  doah  unheard,  by  lone  alcoves, 
Neglected  temples,  and  forsaken  groves. 

And  there  were  marhle  nymphs,  in  beauty  gleaming, 

•Midst  the  deep  shades  of  plane  and  cypress  rise, 

"--  wave  or  grot  might  Gmcy  linger,  dreaming 

„.  old  Arcadia's  woodland  deities,— 

Wild  visions !— there  no  avivan  powers  eonveao,- 

Death  reigns  the  genius  of  the  Elysiati  scene. 

IS  hills  of  Rome  I  that  bear 
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Extends  the  desert  of  his  er..,. , 

Broods  o'er  the  wreck  of  altar,  lane,  and  dome. 
And  makes  the  Cedssib'  rum'd  halls  his  home. 

Youth,  valor,  beauty,  oft  iiave  felt  his  power, 
His  crown'd  and  chosen  victims :  o'er  their  lot 
Halh  fond  atlecdon  wept  each  blighted  flower 
In  tarn  was  loved  and  moum'd,  and  is  forgot. 
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MAEBMUA. 

ut  one  who  petish'd 
eetfor  aa  deepaaig 

lef 

a  laJe  ol  woe. 

voice  of  muaic,  from  S 

nna'B  walls, 

And  [bete  are  banquets  in  her  slately  balls, 
And  gracefal  revels  of  the  my  and  lair, 

Where  meet  her  noblest  youth,  and  loveliesl  maid. 

To  that  youtg  bride  each  grace  both  Nature  given 
Which  glows  on  Art's  divineat  dream, — her  eye 
Hath  a  pure  aimbeam  of  her  native  heaven — 
'      '  a  tinge  of  morning's  richeal  dye ; 


But  19  ahe  bleat !— for  so 

A  soft  Bwect  shade  of  pensivencss  la  cast ; 

And  in  her  liquid  glance  there  eeeius  a-wbile 

To  dwell  some  thaught  whose  soul  is  with  the  pan  ; 

Yet  soon  it  flies— a  doud  that  leaves  no  trace. 

On  the  sky's  aaire,  of  its  dwelling-piace. 

Perchance,  at  times,  within  her  heart  may  rise 
Remembrance  of  some  early  love  or  woe, 
Faded,  yet  scarce  forgotten— in  her  eyes 
Wakening  the  half-form'd  tear  that  may  not  flow ; 

Where  atiU  aomo  puiing  thought  comes  darkly  o'er  ou 

The  world  before  her  smiles — ita  changeful  gaze 
Shp  hmh  nni  nmved  aa  yet ;  her  path  seema  gay 

id  sunshine,  and  the  voice  of  praise 


O'er  every  acene  is  own  resplendent  glow. 

Such  is  the  yoting  Bianea  —graced  with  all 
'That  nature,  fortune,  youth,  at  once  can  give  ; 
Pure  in  their  loveUneffl— her  looks  recall 
Such  dreams,  as  ne'er  life's  early  bloom  survive  ; 
And,whenshespeaks,  each  thrilling  tone  is  fraught 
With  sweetness,  bom  of  high  aiid  heavenly  ihoqght. 

And  he,  to  whom  are  breathed  her  vovra  of  faith 
la  brave  and  noble— child  of  high  descent. 
He  bath  stood  fearless  in  the  ranka  of  death, 
'Mid  alaughter'd  heaps,  the  warrior's  monument ; 
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And  his  Ihe  cMvalrous,  commanding  mien, 

Where  high-born  graiideiir  blends  with  courtly  grace  ; 

Yi'i  may  B  iighlning  giance  at  times  be  seen, 

Of  fiery  passions,  darting  o'er  Ilia  faee^ 

And  fierce  the  spirit  kindling  in  his  eye — 

Bute'en  while  yet  we  gaze,  its  quick,  wild  Saehes  die. 

And  cslmly  can  Pietra  smile,  concealing, 

Aa  if  foreotlen,  veiigeanee,  hate,  remorse  j 

And  veiTthe  workings  of  each  darlcei  feeling. 

Deep  in  hia  soiil  concenlrating  its  force  ; 

But  yet,  ho  loves— O !  who  hath  loved  nor  known 

Afieclion's  power  eialt  the  bosom  all  its  ownl 

The  days  roll  on — and  still  Bianca's  lot 
Seems  aa  a  path  of  Eden — fhon  might's  deem 
That  giief,  the  might;  chastener,  had  ibrgot 
To  wake  her  soul  fiom  Ufe'a  enchanted  dream  j 
And,  if  her  brow  a  moraent'a  aadness  wear. 
It  sheds  hnt  grace  more  intellectual  there. 

A  few  short  yeara,  and  all  is  changed — her  fate 
Seems  with  some  deep  mysterious  clond  o'ercast. 
Have  jealoiis  doubts  tranabrm'd  to  vnalh  and  hate, 
The  love  whose  glow  expression's  power  surpass'd  / 


[a  gatheiing  day  by  day,  proj 


ir  from  all  sounds,  but  rippling  seas  that  ]ia(a 
rey  rocks  with  foUage  richly  shadow'd  o'erj  ' 


toire  des  Repabtiquts  It 
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And  sighing  winds,  tliat  murmur  through  the  wood, 
Fringing  the  beach  of  thst  Heaperian  flgod. 

Fair  is  that  house  of  aoUtude— aoil  fair 
The  green  Maremma.  fat  around  il  spread, 
A  9un-briglil  waste  of  beauty— yet  an  sir 
'^'" '   ooding  sadneaa  o'er  the  scene  is  shed. 


leeps  in  winshine,  'neafh  cerulean  skies, 

And  Btifl  around  the  sea-breeze  lishlly  roves  ; 
Yel  eveij  irEce  of  man  reveals  alone, 
That  there  lile  otice  tiath  flonrisli'd — and  ia  gone- 
There,  till  around  them  slowly,  softly  stealing. 
The  summer  an,  deceit  in  every  Sigh, 
Came  fraught  with  death,  its  power  no  sign  revealing 
Thy  sires,  Pielra,  dwelt,  in  days  gone  by; 
And  Blraitis  of  mirth  and  melody  have  flow'd 
Where  stands,  all  voiceless  now,  the  still  abode. 

And  thither  doth  her  lord,  remorseless,  bear 
Bianoa  with  her  child— his  alter'd  eye 
And  brow  a  stern  and  feaiful  calmness  wear. 
While  hia  dark  spirit  Esala  their  doom— to  die  ; 
And  the  deep  bodings  of  his  victim's  heart 
Tell  her,  from  fruitless  hope  at  once  to  part. 


It  is  the  summer's  glorious  piime — and  blenjmg 

Its  blue  transparence  with  the  skies,  the  deep. 

Each  lint  of  Heaven  upon  his  bi-eBsl  defending, 


._.  . .  i I  heaves,  JT- ^.     , 

And  on  its  wave  reflects,  more  softly  bright, 
That  lovely  shore  of  solitude  and  light 


.,, .-e  wildly  wreathing, 

Ai3  the  fresh  myrtle  in  esubetanoe  blows, 
And  far  around,  a  deep  and  stinny  bloom 
Mantles  thescene,  as  garlands  robe  the  tomb. 

Yes !  'tJB  thy  tomb  Bianea !  ftii-eal  flower  1 
The  voice  that  calls  thee  ^jeaks  in  eveiy  gale. 
Which  o'er  thee  brealbins  with  insidious  power 
Bids  the  young  roses  of  thj-   '     '- -  - 


ly  cheek  lu 

ng  spark  away. 


ogle 


Bill  sink  not  yet ;  for  there  are  darker  woes, 
Dauglilei  of  Beacly  !  in  thy  spring-raora  fading, 
SiiSeringa  more  keen  for  thee  reaerveil  than  those 
Of  lingering  death,  which  thns  Ihine  eye  are  shading ! 
N  erve  ^en  thy  heart  to  meet  that  bitter  lot ; 
'Tia  agony — but  soon  to  be  forgot ! 

'ring;. 


O'er  Iniancy'e  feir  cheek  the  blight  of  death  ? 
To  gezB  nnd  shrink,  aa  gathering  shades  o'ercast 
The  pale  smooth  brow,  yet  watdi  it  to  the  last ! 


jr  hoy,  and  raise  hia  drooping  he 
rtim  luuii  and  hopeless,  far  from  every  frieii.i, 
Keep  thy  sad  mtciriighl-vigils  near  his  bed, 
And  watch  hia  patient,  snpphcaling  eye, 
Blx'd  upon  tliee— on  thee ,' — who  couid'at  no  aii 


d  upon  tliee— on  thee ,' — who  couid'at  no  aid  supply ! 


_jrof  theoc , 

Came  like  some  spirit  whispering — "  He  mast  die!' 
And  thon  didst  vainly  clasp  him  to  Ihe  breast 
His  young  and  sunny  smile  so  oft  with  hope  had  bl 

'Tispast — fliat  fearful  trial — he  is  gone  ; 
But  ^ou,  sad  mourner  !  hftsl  not  long  to  weep  ; 
The  hour  of  nature's charter'd  peace  comes  on, 
And  ihou  shatt  rfiare  thine  infant's  holy  sleep, 
A  few  short  suffeiings  yet — and  death  shall  6e 
Aa  a  brigbt  messenger  from  Heaven  to  thee. 


Whose  heart  with  sullen,  speechles  ven^eanae  iraughl, 

Broods  in  dark  triumph  o'er  thy  slow  decay  ; 

And  coldly,  sternly,  silently  can  trace 

The  gradual  withering  of  each  youdiful  grace. 


Ab  an  accusing  anael — and  thy  tomb, 
A  martyr's  shrine  be  hallow'd  in  his  eyes  ! 
Then  Shalt  thuie  innocence  his  bosom  wring, 
More  than  thy  Uncled  guilt  with  jealous  pangs  c 

Lift  thy  meek  eyea  to  Heaven— for  all  on  earth, 
Young_Bu3erer    fedea  before  thee— Thou  art  lone 
Hope,Ti'orliine,"Love,  smiled  brightly  on  thy  birti 
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Thine  honr  of  death  is  nil  Afflietion'a  own ! 

It  is  our  tarft  to  sufier — and  our  fiile 

To  learn  that  mighty  leasoii,  soon  or  inte. 

The  season's  glory  fades— the  vinfpge-Iay 
Tlirough  joyons  Italy  resonnds  no  more  i 
Bat  mortal  Weliness  hath  paas'd  away, 
Fairer  tiian  aught  in  snmmec's  glowino  store. 


Thi-  summer's  breatli  came  o'er  them— and  they  died  ! 
Softly  it  came  to  gire  luiurianee  birth, 
Call'd  forth  yonng  nalui-e  in  her  fesmi  pride, 
Bat  bote  to  ihem  their  sHmmona  fiom  me  earth  ! 
Again  shall  hlow  that  mild,  delicious  hrneze, 
And  wake  lo  life  and  light  ali  flowers— but  these. 

No  sculptured  um,  nor  verse  thy  viitues  telling, 
0  lost  and  loveliest  one !  adorns  thy  grave  ; 
But  o'er  that  humble  cypress-shaded  dwelling 
The  dew-drops  gliatec,  and  the  wild-flowers  wave- 
Emblems  more  meet,  in  transient  light  and  bloom, 
For  thee,  who  thus  didst  pass  in  bri^lness  to  the  tomb ! 


THE  MESIOItY  or  GEOKGE  THE  THI 


day  iuJsrael  1"— Sihobi- 
Anotheh  warning  sound !  the  funeral  bell. 

Startling  the  cities  of  the  isle  once  more 
With  measured  tones  of  melancholy  swell. 

Strikes  on  th'  awake«'d  heart  from  shore  lo 
lie,  Bt  whose  coming  monareha  sink  to  dust, 

'The  chambeia  of  our  palaces  hath  trod, 
And  the  lirng'Ss^ina  spirit  of  the  just. 

Pure  from  its  niins,Tialh  retum'd  to  God '. 


Vain  voice  of  Reason,  hush ! — they  yet  must  flow, 
The  unrestrain'd,  involuntary  teais ; 

A  thousand  feelinga  sanelify  the  woe, 
Roused  by  the  glorious  shades  of  yaniah'd  years. 
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Tell  ua  no  more  'tis  not  the  lime  for  giief. 

How  that  the  exile  of  the  eoul  is  past, 
And  Death,  blRSt  meSBenger  of  Heaven's  relief, 

Hath  borne  the  wanderer  to  hia  rest  at  last ; 
For  him,  eternity  halh  tenfold  day. 
We  feel,  we  know,  'lis  thus — yet  nature  will  have  way. 

What  though  amidst  us,  like  a  blasted  oak, 

Sadd'ning  the  scene  where  once  it  nobly  reisii'd, 
A  dread  memorial  of  die  lightning  sti'oke, 

Stamp'd  with  its  fiery  record,  he  remaio'd  ; 
Araund  that  shafler'd  tree  still  fondly  cinng 

Th'  undsTng  teodiiJa  of  onr  lose,  which  drew 
Freah  nurtUL-e  from  ifa  deep  decay,  and  sprung 

LaxuriBiit  thence,  to  Glory's  min  true ; 
While  England  hang  her  trophies  on  ^e  slem. 
That  deaolately  etood,  unconsoiona  e'en  of  tbem. 

Of  tkem  imconscioua  I    Oh  myaterioua  doom '. 

Who  diall  unfold  the  oounsela  of  the  skies ) 
Hia  was  the  voice  which  roused,  aa  fir>m  the  tomh. 

The  realm's  high  sonl  to  lofUesl  enerdes ! 
Hia  waa  the  spirit  o'er  the  iales  which  Lirew 

The  mantle  of  its  fortitude ;  and  wrought 
In  every  bosom,  powerliil  to  renew 

Each  dying  spaA  of  pure  and  generona  thought ; 
The  star  of  tempests !  beDUiing  on  the  mast,* 
The  SeBnian'fl  torch  of  Hope,  'midst  perils  deepening  fai 

Then  from  th'  imalumbering  influence  of  his  worth, 

Stienfth,  gs  of  inspiration,  fill'd  the  land ; 
A  young,  but  quetJchlees  flame  went  brightly  forth. 

Kindled  by  lum — who  saw  it  not  eipand ! 
Such  was  the  will  of  heaven — the  gifted  aeer, 

Who  with  hia  God  had  comnmned,  face  to  fiice, 
And  from  the  house  of  bondage,  and  of  fear. 

In  feith  victorious,  led  the  chosen  race ; 
He  through  the  desert  and  the  waste  their  guide, 
Saw  dimly  fium  afar,  the  promised  land— and  died. 

0  full  of  days  and  virtues !  on  thy  head 

Canlred  the  woes  of  many  a  bitter  lot ; 
FalheiB  have  aorrow'd  o'er  their  beauteous  dead, 

Bvee,  quench'd  in  night,  the  sunbeam  have  forgot ; 
Mim»  nave  etriven  buoyantly  with  evil  years. 

And  sunk  beneath  iheir  gafiiering  weight  at  length  ; 
But  Paul  for  thee  hod  lili'd  a  cup  of  teats, 

Where  eveiy  anguish  mingled  all  ila  Strength ; 
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By  thy  l&st  child  wa  saw  lliee  weeping  aland. 
And  ahadowa  deep  around  fell  fram  tl?  Elemai's  hand. 

Then  came  the  noon  of  gloiy,  which  ih^  dreaiiiH 

Perchance  of  yore  hadfainily  jiroplieeied  ; 
But  what  to  tJiee  the  splendor  of  its  beams  1 

The  Jce-rock  glows  not  "midat  the  summer's  pride  ! 
Nations  leap'd  np  to  joy — as  stteama  that  burst, 

At  the  warm  toncli  of  spring,  their  frozen  chain, 
And  o'er  the  plains,  wboes  vetdura  once  they  nmrsed, 

Roll  in  eiulring  melody  again ; 
And  height  o'er  earth  the  long  majestic  line 
(Jf  £)ngland'a  triumphs  swept,  to  rouse  all  hearts — but  thin 

Oh  !  what  a  dazzling  viwon,  by  the  veil 

Thai  o'er  thy  epinl  hung,  was  shut  ftom  Ihee, 
When  seepcred  chieflains  throng'd  with  palnui  to  hail 

"The  crowning  isle,  th'  anointed  of  the  sea ! 
Within  thy  palaces  the  lords  of  earth 

Mel  to  rejoice— rich  pageants  gliltei'd  by, 
And  stately  revels  imaged,  m  their  mirth. 

The  old  magnificence  of  chivalry. 
They  reach'd  nof  Ihee — amidst  them,  yet  nlone, 
StillnesB  and  gloom  begin  one  dim  and  shadowy  throne, 

Yet  there  was  mercy  still — if  joy  no  more 

WitluQ  that  Wasted  circle  might  intrude. 
Earth  had  no  gilef  whose  ibotstep  might  pass  o'er 

The  mient  limits  of  ila  solitude ! 
£'  ell  unheard  the  liridal  bod^  awoke 

Our  hearts  fiiU  echoes,  as  it  swell'd  on  high  ; 
AUke  nnheard  the  sudden  dirge,  that  broke 

On  the  glad  strain,  with  dread  solemm'ty  ! 
If  the  land's  rtffie  unheeded  wore  its  bloom. 
Alike  unfett  the  storm  that  swept  it  to  the  tomb. 

And  she,  who,  tried  through  all  the  stormy  past. 

Severely,  deeply  proved,  in  many  an  hour, 
Watch'd  o'er  thee,  firm  and  feilhful  to  the  last, 

Sustaiik'd,  inspired,  by  strong aifection's  power; 
If  to  thy  soul  her  voice  no  muao  bore— 

If  thy  dosed  eye  and  wandering  froirit  caught 
No  light  from  lowis,  that  fcndly  would  eiplore 

Thy  mien,  for  traces  of  responsive  ihoDsht ;! 
Oh !  thou  werl  spared  the  paiig  that  would  have  thriil'd 
Thine  inmost  heart,  when  death  that  anxious  bosom  slill'd 

Thy  loved  ones  fell  aroimd  thee.    Manhood's  prime, 

Youth,  with  its  glorj;,  in  its  fulness,  age. 
Ail,  at  the  gales  of  their  eternal  ciime 

Lay  down,  and  closed  their  mortal  pilgrimage ; 
The  land  wore  ashes  for  its  periah'd  flowers, 
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The  grave's  imperinl  hiirveat.     Tiiou,  mennwhile, 
Didst  walk  unconacioua  tluoogh  thy  i  oyal  lowers, 

The  one  that  wept  not  in  the  tearful  isle  I 
Ab  a  tirad  warrior,  on  his  baltle-piaio, 
Breathes  deep  in  dreams  amidst  the  mourners  tuid  the  slair 

And  who  can  tell  what  visiona  might  be  ihine  1 

The  stream  of  thought,  thoueh  broken,  still  was  pure ! 
Still  o'er  that  wave  the  stars  orheaven  might  shine, 

Where  earthly  image  would  no  more  endure ! 
Though  roony  a  step,  of  otice-Skmilinr  sound, 

Came  sa  a  stranger's  o'er  thy  closing  ear. 
And  voices  breathed  forgotten  tones  around, 

Which  that  paternal  heart  once  thrill'd  to  hear  ; 
The  mind  hath  senses  of  its  own,  and  powers 
To  people  bonndle^  worlds,  in  its  most  wandeiing  horn's. 

Nor  might  the  phantoms  to  thy  spirit  known 

Be  dark  or  wild,  creations  of  remoisB  ; 
Unstained  by  thee,  the  blameless  past  had  thrown 

No  fearful  shadows  o'er  the  future's  coutsa ; 
For  thee  no  cloud  from  memory's  dread  abyss. 

Might  shape  such  forma  as  haunt  the  tyrnnt's  eye  ; 
And,  doMiig  up  each  avenue  of  bliss, 

Mtirmor  their  siimmons,  to  "  despair  and  die  '." 
No !  e'en  though  jos  depart,  thouah  reaton  cease. 
Still  virtue's  lum'd  home  is  redolent  o[  peace. 

They  might  he  with  thee  still—the  loved,  the  tiied. 

The  fesr,  the  lost— they  might  he  with  the  still ! 
More  softly  eetai,  in  radiance  purified 

From  each  dim  vapour  of  terresuiol  ill ; 
Long  after  earth  received  them,  and  the  note 

Ot  the  lastreijuiem  o'er  Iheir  dust  was  pour'd, 
Aspasaing  sunbeama  o'er  thy  soul  might  float 

"Those  forms,  from  us  withdrawn— to  thee  restored  ! 
Spirits  of  holiness,  in  light  reveal 'd, 
"To  commune  with  a  mind  whose  source  of  teats  was  aeal'i 

3ame  they  with  tidingsfrom  the  worlds  above. 

Those  viewless  regions  where  the  weaiy  if  at  ? 
Sever'd  from  earth,  estianged  from  mortal  love. 

Was  thy  mysterious  converse  with  the  blest  1 
Or  ^ne  iheii  visionGry  presence  bright 

Wi^  human  beaaty  !— did  their  smiles  renew 
Those  days  of  sacred  and  serene  delight. 

When  feirssi  beings  HI  thy  pathvray  grew! 
Oh !  Heaven  hath  balm  for  every  wonifl  it  makes. 
Healing  the  bioken  heart ;  it  smiles,  but  ne'er  forsakes. 
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Thai  rest,  made  peifect,  ia  at  length  thine  own, 

Rest,  in  thy  God  immoHally  secure ! 
Enough  for  tranquil  faith  ;  leleased  from  ell 

The  woeB  that  giaved  Heaven's  lessons  on  thy  brow, 
Nooloud.todim,  no  fetter  to  entool. 

Haply  thine  eye  ia  on  thj  people  now ; 
Whose  love  around  thee  still  itEofTeriuBS  shed, 
Though  vamly  sweet,  as  flowers,  giie(%  tribute  to  the  dead. 

But  if  th'  asceiidir^,  diserahodied  mind, 

Botne,  on  the  wmgs  of  morning,  to  the  ehiea. 
May  caal  one  glance  of  tenderness  behind 

On  scenes  once  hallow'd  by  its  mortal  lies. 
How  niudi  host  thou  to  aoze  on  !  all  that  lay 

By  the  dark  manlle  M  thy  soul  conoeal'd. 
The  might,  the  majesty,  the  proud  array 

Of  England's  march  o'er  many  a  noble  field, 
All  spread  beneath  thee,  in  b  blaze  of  light. 
Shine  like  some  glorious  land,  view'd  from  an  Alpine  height. 

Away,  presumptuooa  thonght !— deported  saint ! 

To  thy  freed  vimon  what  can  earth  display 
Of  pomp,  of  royally,  that  ia  not  faint, 

Seen  ftom  the  birth-plaoe  of  celestial  doy  J 
Oh !  pale  and  weak  the  sun's  retlecled  taya. 

E'en  in  their  fervor  of  meridian  heat. 
To  him,  who  in  the  sanctuary  may  gaze 

On  the  bright  cloud  that  fills  the  mercy-seat ! 
And  thou  may'st  view,  fram  thy  divine  abode, 
TlieduBt  of  empires  flit  before  a  breath  of  God. 

And  yet  we  mourn  thee !    Yea !  thy  place  is  void 

Withm  our  hearts— there  veil'd  thme  image  dwell, 
But  cheiTsh'd  still  ]  and  o'er  that  de  destroy'd. 


Though  faith  reioiee,  fond  nalnre  still  must  melt, 
.■nealh  the  long-loved  sceptre  of  thy  away, 
Thousonds  were  bom,  who  -now  in  dttst  repose. 


And  many  a  head,  with  ys 
Wore  youth's  bright  trr- 

wiliTiiiht,  m 

Earthquakes  have  rock'd  the  nations :— things  leve 

Th'  ancestral  ftbrica  of  the  woild  went  down 
ht  niina,  from  whose  Etones  Ambition  rear'd 

His  lonely  pyramid  of  dread  renown. 
But  when  the  fires  thot  long  had  sinmber'd,  pent 

Deep  m  men's  boaome,  with  volcanic  force. 
Bursting  their  piison-bouae,  each  bulwark  rent, 

And  swept  each  holy  barrier  from  tbeir  courae, 
Fhm  and  uimioTed,  amitkt  that  lava-flood, 
Slill,  by  thine  aim  npheld,  our  ondent  londmarka  ( 
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33*  CRITICAL  ANNOTATION. 

Be  they  Btemol !— Be  thy  children  found 

Still  to  their  country's  altars  trne  like  thee ! 
And,  while  "the  name  of  Briton"  is  a  sound 

Of  rallying  mnac  to  the  brave  and  free, 
Willi  the  high  feelings,  al  the  word  whioh  swell. 

To  make  the  breast  a  shrine  for  Freedom's  flame, 
Be  mingled  thoaghls  of  him,  who  loved  so  well, 

Wholeft  BO  pure,  its  heritaM  of  fiune  I 
Let  earth  with  tropliies  guora  the  coiiquercr's  dnst, 
Heaven  in  onr  souls  embaims  the  memory  of  the  just. 

lie  thrones  oriiings, 
iicii  tombs  depart; 
tsui  numoer  noi  wnnpeti^able  Ihmgs 

The  holy  records  Tirtne  learea  the  heart. 
Heir-looms  from  race  to  race ! — and  oh !  ui  days, 

Wlien,by  the  yet  unborn,  thy  deeds  are  blest. 
When  our  sons  leam,  "  as  household  words,"  thy  praise. 

Still  on  Ihine  oflspring,  may  thy  spirit  rest ! 
And  many  a  name  of  that  imperial  line, 
Father  and  patiiot !  blend,  in  England's  songs,  with  thine ' 


CRITICAL  ANNOTATION. 

"  Tbk  last  pQBm  is  to  the  mcmnty  of  his  late  Majesty :  unllka 
courtly  (hemes  In  general,  this  is  one  of  the  deepest  BQd  most  lustinE  . 
Inlereic.    Surlsd  as  the  King  hail  long  been  [n  mental  and  lUii^a 


coormonjog,^, 


, _i8  heart  must  liB  colfl  in- 
deed, Ihat  couli,  oa  reflaotton,  ragajd  the  viholo  tbrluna  uid  I5na  of 
that  venerable,  gullaat,  tender-beatted,  ajid  pious  man,  ivlthoot  a. 
1D0t«  than  eommon  eympathy.    There  was  KHnethlnginMs  chajBC- 

eieellenclea  bore  so  hl^h  a  abuop,  bis  as.tuis  was  so  canuiaa  and 
nnsoplilsticalflj,  ho  Atood  In  hla  epiendid  court,  amidst  his  large  aod 
line  nuoUy,  so  um  a  husband,  u>  gooS  a  ftther,  so  sale  an  eiaoiple ; 
he  io  thoroughly  aodecslood  tlia  f^eUngs,  and  so  duly  apiBoelaleil 
tho  virtuflB,  even  tho  uocourlly  virtues  or  bis  salQocts;  and,  wiihali 
Uito,  tlu  sorrows  ftwahoavoDralneddawnnDonhlslieadinso  'plti- 
leH  and  jolting  a  Biorm,'— all  tliese— bis  biglL  qualities  and  unparal 
leled  snffiiinBi,  Rimi  sueli  a  auhject  fiv  poetry,  aa  nolhlng,  ws  should 
tma^ne.  but  lis  dllScnIty  and  the  eipeotadoo  attandiog  It,  would 
prevent  ftom  being  lelzed  upon  by  the  greatest  nuels  of  the  day.  We 
will  not  ny  that  Mn.  Hemana  has  filled  the  whole  canvass  as  it 
niight  Suive  iieen  tUIod,  but  unqaeiitlonabEy  her  poem  is  beyond  all 
eoiDpailua  with  any  whioh  we  have  aean  on  the  iuljeet ;  it  U  Axil 
of  fine  and  patheHc  passiges,  aad  it  leads  us  np  Ihrongh  all  the  dis 
mal  oaloriofs  of  the  tbregrennd  Co  that  bright  aad  coasoiing  prospect 
whiclli  shooid  close  every  Ghrlatian's  retlecllona  on  aucb  a  matlov. 
AnaBaiysisofaosliortanoeDiia  wholly  UBOocejsary,  and  wa  have 
., doarllmlE;  we  wilt  Iherelbre,  6ivo  but  one  ei- 


i~Gcxj'^1r'- 
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ipoelofimtiiKUty: 


n  e-ofmen,  oreveplha  'bmi 
here  B  a  iLetieure,  on  ipiiDCeal 
iFOundsd  Ejiltlt.  fn  fiune  tatily  en 

'"^ofi^he'r" 


A  TALE  Of  THE  FOTJETEBNTII  OENTUay. 


The  moonbeam,  quivering  o'er  the  wavf , 

Sleeps  ill  pale  gold  on  wood  and  hill, 
The  wild  wind  B&mbeia  in  ils  cave. 

And  heaven  is  cloudlet — earth  ia  etili ! 
The  pile,  that  orowna  yon  savagB  hei^ 
With  battlements  of  Gfothio  mi^t. 
Rises  in  softer  pomp  uraj^'6. 
Its  maear  towers  half  lost  in  shade. 
Half  tonchM  with  mellowing  light ! 
The  rays  of  night,  the  tints  of  time, 

Soft-minaling  on  its  dark-grey  stone. 
O'er  its  mde  strength  and  mien  sublime, 

A  placid  smile  Mre  tlirown ; 
And  fer  beyond,  where  wild  and  high, 
Bounding  Uie  pale  bine  summer  sky, 
A  mountain-visla  meels  the  eye. 
Its  dark,  luxuiiant  woods  assume 
A  penoil'd  shade,  a  softer  gloom ; 
lis  jutting  clii&  have  eaaght  the  light, 
1)3  torreoK  glitter  through  the  night. 
While  every  cave  and  deep  recess 
Frowns  in  more  shadowy  awfolness. 
Scateo  moving  on  the  glasaj  deep 
Yon  gallant  vessel  seems  to  sleep. 


ii^oe^l^^ 


«  A  TALE  OF  THE 

Bnt  darCiD^  from  its  side, 
How  swiftly  ooea  iis  boal  design 
A  slender,  silvery,  waving  liua 

Ofradianceo'eithe  tide! 
No  sound  ia  on  the  summer  seas. 

But  the  low  dashing  of  the  oar, 
And  faintly  ^hs  the  midnight  breeze 

Througli  woods  titsx  fringe  the  cooky  ahoM. 
— That  boat  boa  reached  the  silent  bay. 
The  dasiiing  oar  has  ceased  to  play. 
The  breeze  nas  mnrmnr'd  and  has  died 
'ia  forest-^des,  on  ocean's  tide. 
"Na  step,  no  tone,  no  breath  ofsouiul, 
DistuibB  the  loneliness  profound  ; 
Aid  midnight  mreada  o'er  earth  and  main 

A  calm  so  holy  and  ho  deep. 
That  voice  of  mortal  were  prorane. 

To  break  on  nature's  sleep  ! 
It  ia  the  hour  for  thought  to  soar, 

High  o'er  the  cloud  of  earthly  woes ; 
For  rapt  devotion  to  adore. 

For  passion  to  repose  ; 
Andvirlue  to  forget  her  tears, 
In  vifflons  of  subhmer  spheres ! 
for  oh !  those  transient  gleams  of  lieaven. 
To  calmer,  purer  spirits  given, 
Children  of  naltowd  peace,  are  known 
In  Bolitude  and  ^ade  alone  ! 
Like  flowers  that  shan  the  blaze  of  noon. 
To  blow  benoBlli  the  midnight  moon, 
The  garish  world  they  will  not  bless. 
But  only  live  inlonehneffl! 

did  som. _ 

:  on  the  stillness  of 


Like  sounds  Uiat  bless  the  bard's  repose. 
When  in  lone  wood,  or  mossy  cave 

le  Ejuntain-wava, 


Rises  and  iails  th'  enchanted  strain 
Mellow,  and  sweet,  and  f tint. 

As  if  some  spirit's  touch  hsd  given 

The  soul  of  sound  to  harp  of  heaven 
To  soothe  a  dying  saint ! 

!s  it  the  mermaid's  diataat  shell, 
Warbling  beneath  the  moonlit  wav 

— Such  witching  tones  might  lure  &ili 


Wild,  SI,.,,      rklmelodirar 

— Is  it  the  .ig  of  woodland-fay 

From  T  grot,  or  haanled  bower  1 

Hark  '  ing  on,  the  magic  lay 

(•'      _i .■  Mill,  the  listening  ear 

May  catch  aweel  harp  notes,  ^int,  yet  clear ; 
And  aoceiils  low,  ns  if  in  fear, 

Thus  murmur,  half  suppreea'd  : — 
"  Awake  '.  (he  moon  is  bnsht  on  hi^. 
The  sea  is  calm,  the  bark  !B  nigh. 

The  worid  ia  hu^'d  to  rest !'' 
Then  ainka  the  voice— the  strain  ia  o'er, 
Its  last  low  cadence  dies  along  the  shore. 

Fair  Bertha  hears  th'  expected  song, 
Swill  from  her  tower  she  glides  along ; 
No  echo  to  her  tread  awaEes, 
Her  faity  step  no  slumber  breaks. 
And,  in  that  lionr  of  silence  deep. 
While  all  aroimd  the  dews  of  sleep 
Cetpcwer  each  sense,  each  eyelid  steep, 
Quick  throbs  her  heart  with  hope  and  few, 
Her  dark  eye  glistens  with  a  tear. 
Hnlf-wavermg  now,  the  varpmc  cheek 
And  sadden  panse,  her  douSts  beawak. 


The  lip  now  fludi'd,  now  pale  as  death, 

""     "rembling  frame,  the  Hutteiine  breath 

n  that  moment,  o'er  her  soul. 


And  BS,  all  tremulously  bright,      ^ 
Streams  o'er  her  feee  the  beam  ot  night. 
What  thousand  mijt'd  emortoiis  play 
O'er  that  &ir  fiice,  and  melt  away : 
Like  foims  whose  qnick  snccesaion  gleam! 
O'ec  Einey'a  rainbow-tinted  dreams ; 
Like  the  swift  elandng  lights  that  nse 
'Midst  tiie  wild  cloud  of  stormy  sMes, 

And  trawise  ocean  o'er; 
So  in  that  full,  impassion'd  eye 
The  changefid  meanings  rise  and  die. 

Just  seen — and  then  no  more ! 
But  oh !  too  short  that  pause— again 
Thrills  to  her  heart  that  witching  strain  i— 
"  Awake !  the  midnight  moon  is  bright, 
Awake !  the  moments  wing  their  flight. 

Haste !  or  they  speed  m  vam !" 


4  Google 


O,  call  of  love !  ihy  potent  apell, 
O'er  that  weak  heart  prevaife  too  well  i 
The  "  still  small  voice  "  is  heard  no  more 
That  nleaaed  duty's  cause  before, 
And  fear  is  hush'd,  and  doubt  la  gone, 
And  pride  forgot,  and  reason  flown ! 
Her  cheek,  whose  color  came  and  fled. 
Resumes  ila  warmest,  brighleat  ted, 
Her  slep  its  quick  elastic  tread, 


Her  eye  its  beaming  smile ! 
Through  lonely  cr -■  -■'- 


Through  lonely  court  and  BJlenl  hall, 
Flits  her  light  shadow  o'er  the  wall, 
And  still  that  tow,  luumonious  call 

Melts  on  her  eac  the  while ! 
Though  love'a  quick  ear  aloiie  could  tell 
The  words  its  accents  fiilntly  swell  :— 
"  Awake,  while  yet  the  lingering  night 
And  stars  and  ee&s  befiiend  otir  flight, 

01  haste,  whfleaU  is  well!" 


Who  woils  to  guide  lier  tieinbliiig  feel  1 
Who  flies  the  fidtive  to  greet ! 
He,  to  her  youtcM  heart  endear'd 
By  all  it  e'er  liad  hoped  and  feared. 
Twined  with  each  wish,  with  every  thong^l. 
Each  day-dream  fency  e'er  liad  wrought. 
Whose  tinla  portray,  with  flattering  mil. 
What  hriiiter  worlds  alone  felfil ! 
—Alas!  that  aught  so  fair  should  fly, 
Thy  blighting  wand,  Rejlity ! 


ie  that  vamly  strove  to  hide 
jjeanng  and  glance  of  martial  pride  ; 
For  he  in  many  a  battle  scene. 
On  many  a  rampart-hreaeh  had  been  , 
Had  sternly  smiled  at  danger  nigh, 
Had  seen  the  valiant  bleed  and  die. 
And  proudly  tear'd  on  hostile  tower, 
'Midst  falchion-clash,  and  arrowy  she wai, 

Britannia's  banner  high ! 
And  thougli  some  ancient  fend  had  lan^l 

His  Bertha's  sire  to  loathe  his  name. 
More  noble  warrior  never  fought. 

For  glory's  prize,  or  England's  feme. 
And  well  his  dark,  commanding  eye, 

And  form  and  step  of  stately  grace. 
Accorded  with  achievementa  high. 
Soul  of  empriae  and  chivahy. 
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Biia-hl  nair 
His  cneek,  ec 


It,  embrown  d  fty  many 
6fvi^l,'nif";li 


Tells  a  proud  tale  of  ^otv  wo 


Valor,  and  toil,  and  fordtude ! 
E'en  while  youth's  earliest  blushes  threw 
Wariu  o'er  tiat  cheek,  their  vivid  hue. 
His  gallant  soul,  his  atripling-fonn. 
Had  braved  the  battle's  ludest  storm ; 
When  Eln^and's  conqnering  archers  staod. 
And  dyed  litf  plain,  PoitieiB,  with  blood. 
When  siiiver'd  eie,  and  cloven  Bhield, 
And  rfiattei'd  hehnet,  stiew'd  the  field. 
And  France  around  her  King  ui  vam. 
Had  marehal'd  vdIot'b  noblest  ^in  ; 
In  that  dread  strife,  his  lightoiug  eye, 
Had  flaah'd  with  transport  keen  and  hi^ 
And  'midst  the  battle's  wildest  tide, 
Throbb'd  his  young  hearl  wilh  hope  and  pnde. 
Alike  that  fearless  heart  could  brave, 
Denlhoi  ■■ 


Altlte  ui  tournament  or  hat 
That  ardent  spirit  found  deugin  : 
Yet  oft,  'midsl  hostile  scenea  afar. 

Rising,  like  some  benigncnt  star, 
On  sfomiy  seas,  or  plains  of  war. 
To  soothe,  with  hopes  more  dear  than  It 
The  heart  that  throbb'd  to  Bertha's  nam 
And  'midst  the  wildest  rage  of  fight, 
■     ■  ■    the  deepest  calm  of  ni^t. 


Some  ht — 

Graced  wilh  that  auzel  form ! 
And  now  his  spirit  fondly  deems 
Fuliili'd  ita  loveliest,  dearest  dreams ! 

Who,  with  pale  cheek,  and  Jocks  of  snow, 

In  minatcel  garb,  attends  the  chief! 
The  moonbeam  on  his  Ihoughllvil  brow 

Reveals  a  shade,  of  grief. 
Sorrow  and  tune  have  loucWd  his  fece. 
With  mournful  yel  majestic  gmce, 
Soil  aa  the  melancholy  smile 
Of  sunset  on  some  ruin'd  pilel 
— it  is  the  bnrd,  whose  song  had  power. 
To  lure  the  maiden  from  her  tower ; 
The  bard  whose  wild,  iiispirmg  lays. 
E'en  in  gay  childhood's  earliest  days, 


ogle 
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First  woke,  in  Osbeif  s  kindling  breast. 

The  flame  tliat  will  not  be  represt, 
The  pulse  Ihat  throbs  for  praise  ! 
Those  lays  had  baniah'd  from  his  eye. 
The  bright,  sofl  tears  of  infancy, 
Had  soothed  the  boy  to  calm  repoae. 
Had  husb'd  hia  bosom's  earliest  woea ; 


More  poweribi  still,  they  bade  a 


His  spirit's  buroing  energii 


lid  pealing  war-song  charm'd, 
1  ofeaoh  mar ' 


Ttie  legenc^  ofeaoh  marUa!  line, 

"The  battle-tales  of  Palestine  ; 

And  oft,  since  then,  hia  deed^  had  proved. 

Themes  of  the  lotiy  lays  he  lorcd  ! 

Now,  at  triumphant  love's  command. 

Since  Osbert  leaves  hia  nati 

Forsaking 


Forsaking  glory's  high  career. 
For  her,  than  glory  fir  more  deai 
Since  hope's  gay  dream,  and  me 


irray. 


..jit'ry  gaiiond  wreathes  bis  brow. 

Though  queni^Nl  the  sunbeam  of  his  eye, 
d  fled  his  spirit's  buoyancy ; 


Though  his  sole  wish  was  but  to  die 
Midst  the  calm  scenes  of  days  gone  by  ; 
And  all  that  hallows  nnd  endears 


To  thoss  loved  sc , . — 

Ah !  what  can  tear  the  links  apart, 
That  bind  Ms  cMefbin  to  hia  taeait ! 
What  smile  but  Ma  with  joy  can  h'ght 
The  eye  obscured  bv  age's  ni^htl 
I.ast  of  a  loved  and  honor'd  hne. 
Last  tie  to  earth  m  life's  decline, 
'nil  death  its  lingBiing  spark  Bhall  dim, 


Soon  walls  Ihem  from  the  wooded  shors 
The  barli  is  eain'd— a  gallant  few, 
^'assals  of  Osbert,  form  its  crew  ; 
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The  pennant,  in  the  moonlight  beam, 

With  soft  Buffiiaion  glows ; 
From  the  whita  sail  a  alvety  gleam, 

Falls  on  the  wave's  repose  ; 
Long  ahadows  undularing  play, 
I'rom  niBBt  and  atrettmei,  o'er  the  bay ; 
But  still  BO  huBh'd  the  aammpr-nir, 
They  tremble,  'midst  that  acene  so  fait, 
Leat  morn's  iiist  beam  behold  them  there 
—Wal!e,viewlesB  wanderer!  breeze  of  night, 
Ftora  river-wave,  or  mountain-height, 
Or  dew-brieht  couch  ol'moaa  andfloweie. 
By  hannled  spring,  in  forest  bowers ; 
Or  doat  thou  Imk  m  peariy  cell, 
In  amber  grot,  where  mermaids  dwell. 
And  cavem'd  gema  their  lastre  throw. 
O'er  the  red  eea-flowers'  vivid  slow  I 
Where  treasures,  not  for  mortaT  gaze. 
In  solitary  splendor  blaze ; 
And  Bonnda,  ne'er  heard  by  roorlal  ear, 
Swell  through  the  deep's  unfelhom'd  sphere  I 
What  grove  of  that  myeterious  world. 
Holds  Biy  light  wing  m  slumber  furl'd  I 
Awake  !  o'er  glittermo  seas  to  i-ove. 
Awake!  to  goiiie  the  bark  of  love ! 
Swi(t  fly  the  midnight  houra,  and  soon 
Shall  fade  the  bright  propitious  moon ; 
Soon  shall  the  wauina  stars  grow  pale. 
E'en  now — but  lo  !  tKe  rosthng  sml 
Swells  to  the-flew-aprang  ocean  gale ! 
The  bark  glides  on— then  fears  are  o'er, 
Recedea  tfie  bold  romantic  shore, 

la  features  mingling  fast ; 
Gaze,  Bertha,  csze.  thy  lingering  eye 
May  sdll  each  lovely  scene  descry 

Of  years  forever  past ! 
There  wave  Ihe  woods,  benea^  whose  shade. 
With  boanding  step,  thy  childhood  play'd ; 
'Midst  ferny  ^dea,  aud  mossy  lawns. 
Free  as  tbeir  native  birds  and  fawns ; 
Uscening  the  sylvan  sounds  diat  float 
On  oBiJilow  breeze,  "iiudat  dells.remote  ; 
"The  ringdove's  deep,  melodious  moan. 
The  raaUing  deer  in  thickets  lone  ; 
The  wild-bee's  ham,  the  aspen's  ragh, 
•The  wood-stream's  plaintive  harmony. 
Dear  scenes  of  many  a  spostive  hour. 
There  thy  own  mountains  darkly  tower ! 
'Midst  their  grey  rocks  no  glen  so  rude. 
But  thou  hast  loved  its  solitude  i 
No  path  so  wild  but  thou  hast  known, 
AutI  traoed  its  rugged  eoQiBa  alone  1 
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The  enrlieal  wreath  that  bound  (hy  hair, 
Waa  twined  of  glowing  healh-flowere  then 
There,  in  the  day-spring  of  thy  yeara. 


Wandered  0  er  ocean,  earth,  or  sky. 
While  the  wild  breeze  that  round  ihee  blew, 
llnged  thy  warm  cheek  wilh  richer  hue ; 
Puie  an  the  ekiea  that  o'er  thy  head 

Their  clenr  and  cl""" 

Pure  as  that  gale, 

Ics  fieshnees  fiom 

Glow-d  " 

A  heain 

Sacli  days  were  thine  !  ere  love  had  drawn 

A  cloud  o'er  that  celestial  dawn  ! 

As  the  dear  dews  in  movning'e  beam, 

With  soft  reflecled  coloring  stream, 

CaWh  eiiery  tint  of  eastern  gem. 

To  form  the  rose's  diadem  ; 

But  Yaniah  when  Ihe  noon-tide  hour 

Glows  fiercely  on  the  shrinking  flower  ; 

Thus  in  thy  soul  each  calm  delight, 

like  mora  s  first  dew-drops,  pure  and  brighl. 

Fled  swift  from  passion's  blighting  fire. 

Or  iinger'd  only  to  expire  ! 


Her  brightest  emerald  dyes ! 
There  shall  the  lonely  mountain-rose, 
Wreath  of  the  clif6,  again  disclose ; 
'Midst  rocky  dells,  each  well-known  stream, 
Shaii  sparkle  in  the  summer  beam ; 
The  birch,  o'ec  precipice  and  cave. 
Its  feathery  fbfiage  still  sliall  wave ; 
The  aah  'midst  rugged  clefts  unveil 
Its  coral  clusters  tothe  gale. 
And  autumn  shed  a  warmer  bloom, 
O'er  the  rich  heath  and  glowmg  broom. 
But  thy  Ught  footstep  tbae  no  more. 
Each  patli,  each  dingle  shall  explore ; 
In  vain  may  smEe  each  greeii  recess, 
— Who  now  shall  pierce  its  loneUness  ? 
The  stream  through  shadowy  glens  may  Etta 
— Who  now  shall  trace  its  glistening  way  t 
In  solitude,  in  silence  deep. 
Shinned  'irudat  her  rocks,  ^11  echo  sleep, 


iXitXJ'^le 


A  TALE  OF  THE  FOURTEENTH  CISNTCIRY  M3 

All  soft  may  blow  the  mornildin  air, 
— It  will  nol  wave  thy  graceful  hair ! 
The  mountain-rose  may  bloom  and  die, 
— It  will  not  meet  Ihy  fflniling  eye ! 
But  like  those  scenes  of  vaniAi'd  days. 

Shall  others  ne'er  delight ; 
Far  lovelier  lands  shall  meet  thy  gaze. 

Yet  seem  not  hair  so  brighl! 
O'er  the  dim  woodlands'  lading  hue, 

Still  gieama  yon  Gothic  pile  on  high ; 
Gaze  on,  while  yet  'lia  thine  to  view 

That  home  of  inrancy ! 
Heed  not  the  night-dew's  chilling  power. 
Heed  not  the  sea-wind's  coldest  hour. 
But  pause,  and  linger  on  the  deck, 
Till  of  those  towers  no  tiace,  no  qMick, 

J3  gleaming  o'er  the  main : 
For  when  the  mist  of  mom  Bhail  lise. 
Blending  the  sea,  the  shore,  the  akies. 
That  home,  once  vaniah'd  from  thine  eyeB, 

Shall  bless  them  ne'er  again ! 
There  the  darit  tales  and  songs  of  vore. 

First  with  strange  transport  thiill  d  thy  EOnl, 
E'en  while  their  fearful,  mystic  lore. 

From  thy  warm  cheek  the  life-bloom  stols  ; 
There,  while  thy  father's  raptured  ear. 
Dwelt  fondly  on  a  strain  bo  dear, 
And  in  his  eye  the  trembling  tear, 

RoveaI'd  his  spirit's  trance  ; 
How  oft,  those  echoing  hulls  alone, 
Thy  thrilling  voice  hath  sivell'd  the  song, 
Ti-adilion  wild  of  other  days. 
Of  troubadour's  hei-oic  kvs. 

Or  legend  of  romance ! 
Oh !  many  an  hour  hath  there  been  thine. 

That  memory's  pencil  oft  shall  dress 
In  softer  shades,  and  tints  tliat  shuie 

In  melloVd  loveliness  I 
While  thy  sick  heart,  and  fruitlras  leaia. 

Shall  moBrn,  with  fond  and  deep  regrel, 
The  sunshine  of  thine  early  years. 

Scarce  deem.'d  so  radiant — till  it  set ! 
The  doudless  peace,  unprized  till  gone, 
The  bliss,  till  vani^'d,  hardly  known '. 

On  rock  and  turret,  wood  and  hill, 
'The  fading  moonbeams  linger  still ; 
Still,  Bertha,  gaze  on  yon  grey  tower, 
At  evening's  hat  nnd  sweetest  hoar, 
While  TaiyiM  still'  the  western  skiea 
Pliish'd  the  clear  seas  with  rainbow-dyea, 
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Whose  warm  suffusiona  gloVd  and  paaa'd. 
Each  richer,  lovelier,  than  llie  last ; 
How  oft,  while  ffaiing  on  the  deep, 
Tlial  seem'd  a  Eeaveu  of  peace  to  sleep, 
As  if  its  wave,  so  still,  so  fair, 
More  frowning  mien  mighl  never  wear. 
The  twilight  calm  of  mental  rest, 
Would  steal  in  silence  o'er  thy  breast. 
And  walce  ihu  dear  and  balmy  eigh. 
That  softly  breathes  the  spirit's  harmony  ! 
— Ah !  ne  er  again  shall  hoars  to  thee  be  givi 
Of  joy  on  earth— so  near  allied  to  HGaucii ! 

Why  alarls  the  tear  to  Berdia's  eye  ? 
Is  not  her  long-loved  Osbert  nigh  2 


—Oh !  bitter  to  the  youthful 


O,  a  care  has  known, 


The  hour  when .. 

Where  Ufe'e  tiright  spring 


O'er  that  cold  world,  her  brightest  glow, 
Painling  ita  untried  pnths  with  ilowerB, 
That  wHl  not  live  in  earthly  bowers ; 
(Too  irail,  too  exquisite,  to  bear 
One  brea^  oflife's  ungeniol  air  ;) 
E'en  if  such  dreams  ofhope  arise. 
As  Heaven  alone  can  reaTizo ; 
Cold  were  the  breast  that  would  not  heave 
One  sigh,  the  home  of  youth  to  leave ; 
Stem  were  ^e  heart  that  wonld  not  swell 
To  breathe  Ufe's  saddest  word — fareweU  1 
Though  earth  has  many  a  deeper  woe, 
Thou^  tears,  more  bitter  for,  must  flow. 
That  hour,  whate'er  our  future  lot. 
That  fiiHt  ibnd  grief,  is  ne'er  forgot ! 

Such  was  the  pang  of  Bertha's  heart. 
The  .thought,  tbat  bade  the  tear-drop  Start 

And  Oabert  bv  her  sii' " 
"— ^-^-'    --igh,w 

.  --Uggle  ti__    ..      ._ 
And  days  of  future  tJiss  portroy'd, 

...  J  >___, ^  eloquence  essard, 

Isntishted  bride  f 
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Where  only  peace,  and  joy,  anu  love, 
Those  exiles  of  the  world,  might  rove. 

And  breathe  its  heavenly  air ; 
And,  all  nnmiii'd  with  rader  lone. 
Their  "  wood-notes  wild  "  be  heard  alone ! 

Far  from  llie  frown  of  atem  control. 
That  vainly  would  subdue  ihe  soul. 
There  shall  (heir  long-afEaneed  hands. 
Be  join'd  in  consecrated  bands. 
And  in  some  rich,  romando  yale , 

Circled  with  heighffl  of  Alpine  anow. 
Where  eitron-woods  enrich  the  gale. 
And  scented  shmbs  ihdr  balm  exbaie. 

And  flowering  myrtles  blow  ■, 
And  'midst  the  mulberry  boughs  on  high. 
Weaves  the  wild  vine  lier  tapealiy : 
On  some  bright  streamlet's  emerald  side, 
Where  cedais  wave,  in  graceful  pride, 
Bosom'd  in  groves,  their  home  shall  rise, 
A.  shelter'd  bower  of  Pamdiae  ! 

Thus  would  (he  lover  soothe  to  reat 

Widi  tales  of  hope  her  anidons  bi-eaat ; 

Nor  vain  that  dear  enchanting  lore, 

Her  soul's  bri^t  visions  to  restore, 

And  bid  gay  phantoms  of  delight 

Float  in  soft  coloring,  o'er  her  sight. 

— Oh !  youth,  sweet  May-mom,  fled  so  soon, 

Far  brighter  man  life's  loveliest  noon. 

How  oil  thy  spirit's  buoyant  power 

Will  triumph  e'en  in  sorrow's  hour 


All!  not  so  soon  can  hope's  gay  smile 
The  aged  bard  to  joy  beguile  : 
Those  silent  yeais  that  steal  away 
The  cheek's  warm  rose,  tlie  oyc's  bright  ray, 
Whl  from  the  mind  a  nobler  prize, 
K'en  all  ifa  bnoyant  eneigiea  f 
For  him  the  April  days  are  past. 

When  grief  was  but  a  fleeting  cloud  : 
Na  transient  shade  will  sorrow  cast, 

When  ag6  the  spirit's  might  has  bow'd  f 
And  as  he  sees  the  land  grow  dim. 
That  native  land,  now  lost  to  him. 
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t'ix'd  are  bis  eyes,  ond  olnap'd  his  hanJs, 
And  long  in  speechless  giief  he  Btands. 

So  desolate^  calm  Ins  air, 
He  seema  an  image,  wroughl  to  beav 
The  stamp  of  deep,  ihougfi  huah'd  despair ; 
Motion  and  life  no  sign  bespeaks 
Save  that  ihe  night-brerae,  o'er  hie  oheeks, 

JoHl  waves  hia  silvery  hair ! 
Nouglil  else  could  teach  the  eye  to  know 
Ha  was  no  sculptured  fomi  of  woe  1 

Long  ga^ng  o'er  the  dark'ning  tiood, 
Fale  in  thai  silent  griel'  he  stood ; 
Till  the  cold  moon  waa  waning  fest. 

And  many  a  lovely  hIbi  had  died, 
And  the  grey  heavens  deep  abadowa  casl 

Far  o'er  the  slumbering  tide  ; 
And  robed  in  one  dark  aatann  hue. 
Arose  the  distant  shore  to  view. 
Then,  alarsing  from  hia  tranefl  of  woe, 
Tears,  long  auppreas'd,  in  freedom  flow, 
While  thus  bis  wild  and  plaintive  strain. 
Blends  with  the  niarraiit  of  the  main, 


Thou  aetling^nmon !  when  next  thy  raya 
a  the  sliadowy  deep. 


_  "Theae  eves  in  vain  shall 
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And  fix  their  tearful  glan 
On  thee !  whose  light  ao  softly  gleaina, 
Through  the  green  oalts  that  fnnge  my  native  , 

Bat,  'midst  those  ancient  gtovea,  no  more 

Shall  I  ihy  quiveiing  lustre  hail, 
Its  plaintive  strain  my  harp  must  pour. 

The  rocks,  the  woods,  whose  echoes  woke. 
When  its  full  tones  their  slillnesi  brolte. 
Deserted  now,  shall  hear  alone. 
The  brook's  wild  voice,  die  wind's  myaterious 

And  oh !  ye  feir,  forsaken  balls, 
Jjeft  by  your  lord  to  alow  decay. 

Soon  shall  the  trophies  on  your  wmls 
Be  monldeiing  fast  away  1 

There  shall  no  ehoi-al  songa  reaound, 

There  fhall  no  festal  board  be  crown'd ; 

But  ivy  wreath  the  silent  gate. 
And  all  he  huah'd,  and  cold,  and  desolate. 
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No  banner  fnini  llie  stalely  tower, 

Shall  spread  its  blnzon'd  folds  on  high, 
There  the  wild  brier  and  Bummer  flower, 

Unniaik'd,  ahail  wave  and  (lie. 

Home  of  the  mighty !  thou  art  lone. 

The  noonday  ofthy  pride  is  gone, 

And,  'midel  thy  solilude  profimnd, 

A  step  shall  echo  like  nneaithly  sound  ! 

from  thy  cold  hearths  no  festal  blais 
Shall  fill  the  hall  with  ruddy  light, 

Nor  welcome,  irith  convivial  rays. 
Some  pilgiim  of  Che  ni^ht ; 

But  there  ehall  grass  Inxunant  qireod. 

As  o'er  the  dwdlinss  of  the  dead ; 

And  the  deep  awelTof  eveiy  blast. 
Seem  a  wild  du^  for  years  of  grandeur  past. 

And  I— my  joy  of  life  is  fled, 

My  epint's  power,  my  boEom's  ^ow, 
The  raven  loclts  that  graced  my  head. 

Wave  in  a  wreath  of  snow '. 
And  where  the  star  of  youth  arose, 
I  deem'd  life's  lingering  ray  should  close. 
And  those  loved  trees  my  tomb  o'ershnde, 
Beneath  whose  arching  bowera  my  childhood 

Vain  dream !  that  tomb  in  distant  earth 

Shall  rise,  forsaken  and  forgot ; 
And  thou,  sweet  land,  that  gav'ss  me  birth, 

A  graye  must  yield  me  not ! 
Yet,  haply  he  for  whom  I  leave 
Thy  fhores,  in  life's  dark  wmler-eve. 
When  cold  the  hand,  and  closed  the  lays, 
And  mute  the  voice  he  loved  to  praise. 
O'er  the  hush'd  harp  one  tear  may  shed, 
And  one  frail  garland  o'er  the  minstrel's  bed ! 
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Twis  night  in  Babylon  r  yet  many  abeam. 
Of  lamps  far  ghltering  from  her  domes  on  high. 
Shone,  bnghdy  nimgEng  in  Euphrates'  stream 
With  the  cleat  stars  of  that  CMldean  sky, 
Whose  azure  knows  no  cloud :  each  w^isper'd  sigh 
Of  the  soft  night-breeze  throngh  her  terrace  bowers 
Bore  deepening  tones  of  joy  and  melody. 
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Bat  prouder  mirth  woa  in  tlie  kingly  hall, 
Whesc,  'midat  adoring  slaves,  a  gorgeous  liand, 
Hidi  at  the  stately  midnight  festivar, 
BeSiazzar  sal  enthroned.    Theie  luxury's  hand 
Had  ahowar'd  around  all  treBBurea  that  espaiid 
Bmeafli  the  burning  East ;  all  genia  diat  pour 
The  sunbaamfl  back ;  all  swesls  of  many  a  land, 
Whose  gales  waft  incenee  from  theu-  apicy  shore ! 
— But  mortal  pride  loak'd  on,  and  elill  demanded  mo 

Widi  richer  zest  the  banquet  may  be  fraught, 
A  loflier  ihome  may  swell  the  esulthig  strain ! 
The  Lord  of  nations  spoke^^nd  fijrth  were  brought 
The  Bpoiia  of  Salem's  devaelated  fiine. 
Thrice  hgly  vesaelB !— pure  from  earthly  stain, 
And  set  aittirt,  and  sanotiJied  to  Him, 
Who  deign'd  within  the  oracle  to  rdga, 
ReveaI'd,  yet  shadow'd  ;  making  noonday  dim. 
To  ^at  most  glorious  cloud  between  the  chembhn. 

They  came,  and  loader  peaVd  the  yoice  of  song. 
And  pride  flaah'd  brighter  from  the  kindling  eye. 
And  He  who  sleeps  not  heard  the  elated  throng. 
In  mh-th  that  plays  with  thunderbolts,  defy 
The  Rock  of  Zion !— FUI  the  netlar  high. 
Hi^  in  the  cups  of  conaeerated  gold  ! 
And  crown  the  bowl  with  garlands,  ere  Ihcy  die, 
And  bid  the  censers  of  the  temple  hold 
OfieringH  to  Babel's  gods,  the  mighty  ones  of  old  ' 

Peace ! — is  it  but  a  phantom  of  the  brain, 
Thufl  shadow'd  forta,  the  senses  to  oppnl, 
Yon  fearful  viaon  !~Who  shall  gaze  a^in 
To  search  ita  cause  ? — Along  the  illumined  wall. 
Startling,  yet  tivetitig  the  eyes  of  all. 
Darkly  it  moves, — a  hand,  a  human  hand. 
O'erUie  bright  lamps  of  that  resplendent  hall. 


lucre  HID  ^HiiB  ciieirhH  ui-ouiiu  Liie  i-e^iii  ootfro. 
And  quivering  limba,  and  whispera  deep  and  low. 
And  fitful  starts ! — the  wine,  in  triumph  poiir'd, 
Untaseed  foams,  the  song  hath  ceased  to  3ow, 
The  waving  censer  drops  to  earth — and  lo ! 
The  kmg  oT  men,  *e  ruler,  gh-t  with  mirlh, 
Trembiea  before  a.  shadow !— Say  not  ao ! 
—The  child  of  duat,  with  eoilt'a  foreboding  sight, 
Shrinia  from  the  dread  Unknown,  the  avenging  Infinite 
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"  Bui  haete  ye ! — hring  Chalilea's  gifted  seers, 

The  men  ofpreacience  I — haply  to  their  eyes, 

Which  iraok  the  fiiture  through  the  rolling  Hphcvea, 

Yon  myatie  sign  moy  spsak  in  prophecies." 

They  come — me  readers  of  the  midnight  skies, 

They  that  save  voice  to  visions — but  in  rain  ! 

Still  wrapt  in  clouda  the  nwliil  secret  lies. 

It  hatli  no  language  'midst  the  etany  train, 

E^rth  has  no  gifted  tongue  Heaven's  mysteries  lo  expl 

Then  atood  forth  one,  a  chiW  of  other  area, 

And  other  insfiiration  ! — one  of  those 

Who  on  the  vi-iUows  hung  their  captive  lyres, 

And  sat,  and  wepl,  where  Babel's  river  flows. 

His  eye  was  bnght,  and  yet  tlie  pale  repose 

Of  his  pure  featuras  half  tforawed  the  mind, 

Telling  of  inward  mysteries— joj^  and  woes 

In  lone  reoeasee  of  the  soul  enshrined  ; 

Depths  of  a  being  seal'd  and  Baver'd  from  mankind. 

yea  I — what  was  earth  to  him,  whose  spirit  pas'd 
Time's  utmost  bounds  t — on  whose  anslirinkiiig  sight 


"Ten  thousand  Bhapaa  of  burning  gloiy  i 
Their  MI  rerolsndetice  1— Majesty  and  niigl 
Were  in  his  dreams  j^-ibr  him  the  veil  of  light 


Shrondmg  Henvet^s  imnost  satictuary  and  mrone, 

The  curtain  of  th'  unutterably  biicht 

Was  raised  1 — lo  him,  iw  fearful  splendor  shown, 

Andentof  Daysr  e'enTtoumad  31  thy  dread  preaenueknov 

He  spoke :— die  shadows  of  the  things  to  come 

Pafa'd  o'er  his  soul ! — "  O  King,  elate  in  pride ! 

God  hath  sent  fcrth  the  writing  of  thy  doom — 

The  one,  the  living,  God  by  thee  defied  ! 

He,  in  whose  balance  earthly  lords  are  tried, 

Hadi  weigh'd,  and  fonnd  thee  wanting.    'Tis  decreed 

Tlie  conqueror's  hands  thy  itingdom  aiall  divide. 

The  stranger  lo  thy  throne  of  power  succeed  ! 

Thy  days  are  full— they  come,— the  Persian  and  ihc  Mede  ! 

There  fell  a  moment's  thrilling  ailence  round— 
A  breathless  pause ! — llie  liuah  of  hearia  that  beat, 
And  hmbs  that  quiver  ^— is  tliere  not  a  soimd. 
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.     )e  echo  in  the  crowned  street. 
Of  far-heard  revelry  ;  the  ahonl,  the  song, 
The  measured  danee  to  music  vnldly  sweet. 
That  speeds  fhe  slats  their  joyous  course  along — 
Away ;  nor  let  a  dream  disturb  the  festal  throng  1 

Peace  yet  again '. 
Steeds  rushing  or 
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The  shouts  of  hosts  exultJDg  or  deiying;. 
The  press  of  multitades^Csteive  or  yield! 
And  die  loud  Martlme  clash  of  spear  and  shield, 
Snddsn  as  earthquake  buist ;  and  blent,  with  these. 
The  iaat  wild  ahriek  ofthose  whoae  doom  is  seal'd 
In  their  foil  mirth ;— all  deepening  on  ine  breeie, 
As  the  long  atonny  roll  of  fer-edvancing  seas ! 

And  neater  yel  the  trumpet's  blast  ia  swelling, 

Load,  Bhtill,  and  eavaee,  drowninc;  every  cry  ; 

Aud,  lo  i  the  apoiier  in  the  regal  dwelling, 

Death — bntHting  on  the  haJIa  of  rerelry ! 

Ere  on  their  brows  one  fragile  rose-leaf  die, 

"Hie  sword  hath  raged  through  joy's  devoted  train ; 

Ere  one  btig^  star  be  &ded  from  the  ^[y, 

Red  flames,  like  banners,  ware  trom  dome  and  fane  i 

Empire  is  lost  and  won — Belahazzar  with  the  slain.* 
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THE  LAST  CONSTANTINE. 


The  firea  gi«w  pale  on  Rome's  deserted  shrines, 
ia  ihe  dim  grot  the  Pylhia's  voice  had  died  ; 
-  Shout,  for  the  City  of  the  Conatonlines, 
The  rising  city  of  the  billow-dde, 
Tlie  CiW  of  the  Cross !— ereat  ocean's  btide, 


liong  Dgespast! — they  tefl  her  .porphyry  halls 
Slill  ItiM  by  kingly  fooBteps.  Gems  and  aold 
Broidei'd  her  mantle,  and  her  castled  walla 


Was  cliraged  i  and  on  her  silken  concli  of „ 

She  lay,  and  murmur'd  if  a  rose-leaf's  fold 
Disturb'd  her  dreams  ;  ond  ooll'd  her  slspes  lo  keep 
Thdr  wateh,  fcat  no  rude  sound  might  reach  her  o'er  the  deep 


ireaks  on  the  soft  repose  by  luxury  woo'i 
'here  are  unbidden  footsteps,  which  intru 


^5S  THE  J.AST  COKSTANTiNE. 

A  Yoiee  of  nidtitadee  is  on  ihe  brerae, 
Remote  yel  Hoiemn  na  the  night-slorm'a  roar 
Through  Ida's  giant-pines !    AeroEB  the  aeaa 
A  nrntmur  comes,  like  that  the  deep  winds  bore 
From  Tempfe'fl  hanmed  river  to  tlie  eliore 
Of  the  reed-crown'd  Entolas ;  when,  of  old, 
Dark  Aaa  sent  her  tiattie-inrriads  o'er 
Th'  indignant  wave,  which  would  not  be  controli'd, 
But  past  tm  Feraian'H  cliain  in  boundleas  Jreedoin  roll'd. 


And  it  is  tlins  again  1 — Swift  oais  are  dashing 

The  parted  mateiH,  and  a  light  is  oast 

"  ■       '■      *■     n-wreatha,  fi-om  the  Eudden  flashing 


jc  of  the  deserts,  wild  and  deep, 

Wakening  strange  echoes,  as  ihe  shores  a 

Where  low  'midst  Uion'a  dust  lier  oonque 

U'eialiadowlng  with  high  nomes  each  rude 


Which  HiemaB  girds,  the  ehainiess  mouiiiain  rills 
Pour  down  leaa  awiftly  than  the  Moslem  bands. 
War  from  die  Eaat !— 'midst  Aroby's  lone  aands. 
More  lonely  now  the  lew  bright  foanta  may  be. 
While  Ismael'e  bow  is  bent  in  warrior-hauds 
Aaaiiiel  the  Golden  City  of  the  aea :  ' 
— OS !  fcr  a  soul  to  fire  thy  dust,  Therniopylffl ! 


Leap'd  up,  ui  proudly  beautiful  array. 
As  to  tlie  banquet  gathering,  at  the  sound 
Of  Peraa'a  darioB?— Farand  joyous  routid, 
FVom  the  pine-foresta,  and  the  mountaJn-snowH, 
And  the  low  sylvan  ™lleys,  to  the  bound 
Of  the  bright  waves,  at  freedom's  voice  they  roes ! 
— Hath  it  no  thrilling  tone  to  break  the  tomb's  repose  ! 

They  slumber  widi  theh-  swords  i— The  i  live^Bllade3 

In  vdId  are  whispering  their  immortal  tale ! 

In  vain  theapirit  of  the  past  pervades 

The  soft  winds,  brcathiiig  through  each  Grecian  vale. 

— Yet  must  Tiou  wake,  though  all  unatm'd  and  pale. 

Devoted  City ! — Lo !  ths  Modem's  epear. 

Red  from  ita  vintage,  at  thy  gates ;  lus  sail 
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Be  husli'd,  thou  faint  and  feeble  voice  of  weeping ! 
IMt  ye  ihe  banner  of  Ihe  Cross  on  high, 
And  call  on  chieia,  whose  noble  sires  are  sleeping 
In  iheir  prond  graves  of  aainted  ohivalry. 
Beneath  the  palms  and  cedare,  where  they  sigh 
To  Syrinn  galee  I — The  sons  of  each  htave  line, 
From  theirnaronial  halla  shall  hear  your  eiy, 
Aiid  seiae  the  aims  which  flash'd  round  Salem's  dirme. 
And  wield  for  you  the  aworda  once  waved  for  Palestine ! 


All  still,  all  voiceless ! — and  the  billow's  roar 
Alone  repliea  I — Alike  their  soul  isgone 
Who  shared  the  funerai-feaet  on  (Eta's  shore. 
And  theirs  tiial  o'er  the  field  of  Aacalon 
Swell'd  the  crusader's  hymn  1— Then  gird  thou  on 
Thine  atnior,  EaBtem  Queen  I  and  meet  the  hour 
Which  wails  thee  ere  (he  day's  fierce  work  is  done 
With  a  strong  heart ;  so  may  thy  helmet  tower 
Unabiver'd  through  tlie  storm,  for  generous  hope  is  powi 


But  linger  not,-^rray  thf  men  of  might ! 
The  shores,  the  seas,  are  peopled  with  thy  foes. 


through  thy  oypreaa  groves  are  gleaming  blight, 
'    dark  huntsmen  oflhe  V""  


ind  the  darit  huntsmen  oflhe  wild,  repoas 
'     eath  the  shadowy  marble  porticoes 
'   '  proud  villas.     Nearer  nnd  moiH 
d  tiiy  walls  the  soib  of  battle  clni 


)f  thy  proi 
irouniftii 


Each  hour,  each  moment,  hatii  ita  sound  of  fear, 
Which  the  deep  grave  alone  is  charter'd  not  to  hea 


Away  !  bring;  wine,  bring  odota,  to  the  shade,' 
Where  the  mi  pine  and  poplar  blend  on  high ! 
Bring  roBes,  eiquiate,  but  soon  to  fede ! 
Snatch  every  brief  delight, — since  we  must  die ! — 
Yet  is  the  hoar,  degenerate  Greeks !  gone  by. 
For  feast  in  vinB-wreath'd  bower,  or  pillar'd  hali ; 
Dim  gteams  the  torch  beneath  yon  fiery  sky. 
And  deep  and  hollow  is  the  tambour's  call. 
And  from  the  startled  hand  th'  untosted  cup  will  fell. 

The  night— the  glorious  oriental  night, 
Haih  loaf  the  ailenee  of  her  purple  heaven. 
With  its  clear  stars  !    The  red  arliliety's  light 
Athwart  her  worlds  of  tranquil  splendor  driven. 


*ril,yC(.55gTt^ 


Its  own  herce  filai  , 

Starts  wildly  &lh ;  andnt.. 

With  thunder-buiEts,  and  now  dull  Bmoke-clouds  lower 
Veiling  the  gentle  moon,  in  her  raosl  hallow'd  hour. 

Sounds  from  the  waters,  BouEda  npon  the  earth, 
Sounds  in  the  air,  of  battle !    Yet  with  tliess 
A  voice  is  mingling,  whose  deep  tones  give  birth 
To  Faith  and  Goui-agB !    From  luxurious  ease 
A  gallant  few  have  atstted !    O'er  the  seas, 
I^om  the  Seven  Towers,'  their  banner  waves  its  sign. 
And  Hope  is  whiepeving  in  the  joyous  breeze, 
Which  plays  atnidst  itsTolds.    Tliat  voice  was  thine  ; 
Thy  soul  waa  on  that  hand  devoted  Cocstantine  ! 

Was  Rome  thy  piU'ent  ?    Didst  thoa  cHtch  from  her 
The  fire  that  Uvea  in  thine  undaunted  eye ! 
—That  oily  of  the  throne  and  sepulchre 
Hath  aven  proud  lessons  how  to  reign  and  die  ! 
Heir  rff  the  Cffisara !  did  that  lineaee  high, 
Which,  as  a  trinmph  to  the  grave,  fiath  paia'd 
With  its  long  march  of  seeptered  imag'ry,^ 
Th'  heroic  mantle  o'er  thy  spirit  coat  T 
— Thou !  of  an  eagle-iace  the  nobleat  and  the  last ! 


Vain  dreams  '■  upon  that  apitit  batli  descended 

Light  from  the  hving  Foontain,  whence  each  thought 

Springs  pure  and  holy !    In  that  eye  is  blended 

A  spark,  with  Earth's  triumphal  memories  fraught. 

And,  fer  within,  a  deeper  meaning,  caught 

From  woridsonaeen.    A  hope,  a  lofty  trust, 

Whose  resting-place  on  buoyant  wing  is  sought 

(Thonrfi  through  its  veil,  seen  darkly  from  me  dust,) 

In  reaEoB  where  Tims  no  more  hath  power  upon  the  just. 

Those  were  proud  days,  when  on  the  battle  plam. 
And  in  the  snn's  bright  lace,  and  'midst  the  array 
Of  awe-stntck  hosts,  and  circled  by  the  slain, 
The  Roman  cast  his  glittering  mail  away,' 
And  while  a  alienee,  as  of  midnight,  lay 
O'er  breatblees  thonsouds  at  bis  voice  who  started, 
Cali'd  on  the  nnaeeo,  terrific  powers  that  sway 
The  hdghls,  the  depths,  the  aliades  ;  then,  teQileas-hearted, 
Girt  on  Ins  robe  of  death,  and  for  the  giave  departed ! 
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And,  eiE  his  hearl's  lasl  free  libation  gush'd, 
With  a  bri^l  smile  the  warrior  oaiighl  his  name 
Fat-floaling  on  the  winds  !  And  VJcf  ty  came. 
And  made  the  hour  of  lliat  immortal  deed 
A  life,  in  fiety  feeUng !    Valor's  aim 
Had  sought  no  lofuer  guerdon.    Thus  to  bleed, 
Was  to  beTtome's  high,  star ! — He  died — und  had  his  niaed. 


Bui  praise — and  dearer,  holier  praiae,  be  theiis, 
Who,  in  the  stillness  and  the  solitude 
Of  hearts  prasa'd  earthwards  by  a  weight  of  cares, 
Uneheer'd  by  Fame's  proud  hope,  th'  ethereal  food 
Of  restless  energies,  and  only  view'd 
By  Hitn  whose  eye,  from  his  eternal  throne. 
Is  on  the  soul's  dark  palaces  ;  have  sabdiied 
And  vow'd  themselves  with  strength  till  then  unknown. 
To  some  high  martyr-task,  in  secret  and  alone. 


Theirs  be  the  bright  and  sacred  names,  enshrined 
Par  ui  the  bosom  !  for  their  deeds  belong. 
Not  to  the  gorgeous  faith  which  charm'd  mankind 
With  its  rich  pomp  of  festival  and  song, 
Garland,  and  dmne,  and  incense-bearmg  throng ; 
But  to  that  Spiiit,  hallowing,  as  it  tries 
Man's  hidden  sool  in  whi^ers,  yet  more  strong 
Than  storm  or  earthquake's  voice ;  for  thenee  arise 
All  that  mysterious  world's  imseen  sublimities. 


Well  might  tliy  name,  brave  Constantino  !  awake 
Such  thought,  such  feeling !— But  the  scene  again 
Bursts  on  my  vision,  as  the  day-beams  break 
Through  (he  red  sulphurous  nuals :  the  camp,  the  plain, 
The  terraced  palaces,  the  dome-capt  fane. 
With  its  bright  cross  fix'd  high  in  orownii^  grace  ; 
Spears  en  the  ramparts,  galleys  on  the  mam, 
AJid,  citolina;  all  with  arms,  that  lurbau'd  race, 
The  sun,  the  desert,  statnp'd  m  each  dark  haughty  Kice. 


Shout,  ye  seven  hills !    Lo !  ChnstiBn  pennons  stre 
Red  o'er  the  waters  !^  Hail,  deliverers,  hail ! 
Along  your  billowy  wake  the  radiance  gleaming, 
Is  Hope's  own  smiie  !    They  crowd  (he  swelling  sa 
On,  with  the  foam,  the  sunbeam  and  the  gale. 
Borne,  as  a  victor's  car !    The  batteries  pour 
Their  clouds  and  thuudera;  but  the  rolling  veil 
(s  uj  the  exulting  wmds  before  ! 


— And  oh !  the  glorious  burst  of  chat  bright 
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The  rooks,  wayea,  ramparis,  Eiirop's,  Asia's  cc 
AUlhrona'd!  one  thealre  for  kingly  war! 
A  monarch  girl  with  his  barbaric  host, 
Points  o'er  the  beach  hia  fiasUiig  acymitar  1 
Dark  tribea  are  losing  javehns  irom  a&r, 
Hands  waTing  banners  o'er  each  battlement, 
Decks,  with  their  serried  guns,  array'd  to  bar 
The  promised  aid :  but  hark !  a  shout  is  sent 
Up  from  the  noble  barks !— the  Moslem  line  is  rer 


On,  on  through  rushing  flame,  nnd  Brrowy  shower. 
The  welcoms  proivs  have  cleft  their  rapid  way ; 
And,  with  the  shadows  of  the  vesper  hour, 
Furl'd  their  white  sails,  and  anclior'd  in  the  bay. 
Then  were  the  atieets  with,  song  and  torch-Sre  gay. 
Then  the  Greek  wines  flow'd  mantline  in  the  bght 
"*'"""  '   '  '  y ! — the  ray 

-e  lost  to  mortal  sight ! 


For  Tain  that  feeble  succour !     Day  by  day 

Th'  imperial  toweis  ai-e  crurabline,  arid  (he  sweep 

Of  the  vast  enoines,  in  their  ceaselets  play, 

Conies  poweriul,  as  when  Heaven  unbinds  the  deep ! 

— Man  e  heart  is  mightier  than  (he  castled  steep, 

Yst  will  it  fdiik  when  earthly  hope  is  iied ; 

"'     '   thoughts  woik  darkly  in  such  I10U19,  and  sleep 


It  was  a  sad  and  solemn  task,  to  hold 
Their  midnight-watch  on  that  beleaguer'd  wall! 
As  the  ses-wave  beneath  ihe  bastions  roU'd, 
A  sound  of  fate  was  in  its  rise  and  fall ; 
The  heavy  clouds  w 


le  giant-a 
ly  ufce'thr 


Breathed  m  &e  winil,  and,  from  tho  tented  plom, 
A  voice  of  omens  rose  with  each  wild  niarUal  strain. 


For  they  might  caleh  the  Arab  ehargeis  neighing. 
The  Thracian  dram,  the  Tartar's  drowsy  song ; 
Might  atmCBt  hear  the  soldon's  banner  swaying. 
The  watch- word  mnttor'd  in  some  eastern  tongue. 
Then  ilash'd  the  gun's  terrific  light  along 
The  marble  etieets,  all  sttllneffi— not  i-epose ; 
And  boding  thoughts  came  o'er  them,  dark  and  siroi 
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Bus  strenglh  ia  from  the  mighfiest !    There  ia  on 
Still  in  the  breach,  and  on  tfie  rampart  seen, 
Whose  oheek  shows  paler  with  each  morning  at 
And  ieila  in  silence,  how  the  night  hath  been. 
In  kingly  halla,  a  vigil :  yet  eerene 
The  ray  Het  deep  within  hia  Ihouahtfiil  eye ; 
A-nd  there  is  that  in  hia  oollectedinien, 
To  whiiJi  the  hearts  of  noble  men  reply, 
Witk  liree,  partaking  not  this  frame's  mortality  '. 


Yes !  call  it  not  of  loflj;  minds  the  fats 
To  pass  o'er  earth  in  briehtnefa,  but  alom 
High  power  was  made  their  birihriiht,  to 
A  thouaand  tboughla  reqransive  to  ineir  c 
A  thousand  echoes  of  iKeir  spirit's  t — 

Start  into  life,  where'er  t'—' '' — 

Still  following  6st ;  aa  w 
O'er  Indian  groves,'  a  wanderer  wild  and  free, 
Kindiing  and  bearing  flames  afat  irom  tree  to  tree  I 


And  it  is  thus  with  thee )  thy  iot  is  cast 
On  evil  days,  Ihou  Ciesar !  yet  the  few 
That  set  their  generous  bosom  'to  the  blast 
Which  rocks  thy  throne — the  fearless  and  the  li 
Bear  hearts  wiierein  th>  glance  can  s^  renew 
The  free  devotion  of  the  yeara  gone  by, 
When  from  blight  dieanrs  th'  aacendant  Roman 


latui-e's  heritage.    But  thou. 

ith  emphe !  tliou  werr  — '"-' ' 
A  cup  more  bitter.    On  thy  fever-d  bi 
The  semblauee  of  that  buoyant  hope 
Which  long  had  pass'd  away  ;  r'-- 


Her  glance  ia  on  the  triomph,  on  the  field. 
On  the  red  scaffold  ;  nud  where'er,  in  ^^ 
Of  human  eyes,  the  human  soul  is  steel'd 
To  deeds  that  seem  aa  of  immortal  might 
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■e  proud  nature's!    Bat  her  meteor-light 
-  16  no  depths,  noclouda;  it  ialls  not  where 

?,  and  in  Beotet,  and  in  night. 

The  noble  heart  doth  wrealle  with  despair, 
And  riae  more  attong  than  death  &om  iti         ' 


In^K 


Men  hoye  been  firm  in  batde :  they  have  stood 
With  a  prevaihns  hope  on  rayaged  plains. 
And  won  the  birlbrl^t  of  theirTieartha  with  blood, 
And  died  rejoicing,  'midst  their  ancient  fanes, 
That  HO  their  children,  nndefiled  wiih  chains, 
Miehl  worship  there  in  peaos.    But  ihey  that  stand 
When  not  a  beacon  o'er  the  wave  remains, 


But  the  world  heeds  Ihein  not.    Oi  if,  perchance. 
Upon  their  strife  it  iiend  a  careless  eye. 
It  is  but  as  the  Roman's  stoic  glance 
Fell  on  that  stage  where  man'a  last  agony 
Was  made  ftiseport,  who,  knowing  one  must  die, 
Reck'd  not  ahich  champion :  hot  spared  the  stisiD, 
And  hound  the  bloody  wrenlh  of  victory, 
To  greet  the  conqnerer ;  while,  with  calm  disdain^ 
The  vanquish'd  proudly  met  the  doom  he  met  in  vain. 

The  hour  of  Fate  comes  on!  and  it  is  fi  aught 
With  tMs  of  Liberty,  that  now  the  need 
Is  past  to  veil  the  brow  of  anxious  thought. 
And  clothe  the  iiearl,  which  stUl  heoeath  must  bleed. 
With  Hope'e  feir-seeming  drapery.    We  are  ireed 
Prom  tasks  like  these  by  misery ;  one  alone 
Is  left  the  brave.  End  rest  shall  be  illy  meed. 
Prince,  wntcher,  wearled-one !  when  thou  hast  shown 
How  brief  the  cloudy  space  which  parts  the  grave  and  throne. 

The  signs  are  fuU.    They  are  not  in  [he  sky, 
Nor  in  ^e  many  voices  of  the  air. 
Nor  the  swift  clouds.    No  fiery  hosts  on  high 
Toss  their  wild  spears :  no  meteor-banners  glare, 
No  comet  liercety  shakes  its  blazing  hair  ; 
And  yet  the  Hgns  are  hill  ■  too  tmeTy  seen 
In  the  thinn'd  ramparts,  in  the  pale  deq>air 
Which  lends  one  language  to  a  people's  mien, 
And  in  the  ruin'd  heaps  where  walls  and  towere  have  he«n ! 
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To  sporD  beneath  its  moonbeama,  which  pervade 
Their  forest-haunta  ;  a  night  to  rove  alone 
Where  the  youne  leaves  by  vernal  winds  are  away'd, 
And  the  reede  whieper,  Willi  a  diBsmy  tone 
or  melodj',  tliat  aeenis  to  brealhe  fiom  worlds  unknown. 

A  night,  to  call  fi-om  green  Elyeinm'a  bowers 
The  shades  ol'  elder  barda ;  a  night,  to  hold 
Unaeen  communion  with  th'  inspiniig  powets 
That  made  deep  groves  their  dwelling^>lace  of  old ; 
A  nighl,  for  moumeis  o'er  tlie  hallowed  mould, 


n  is  a  night  of  f:,       amp'd  willi  Almighty  Will ! 

[t  sliButd  ooroe  awceping  in  the  Btorm,  and  rendmg 
The  ancient  enramiB  in  jta  dread  career ! 
And  with  vast  billows  wrathfiiUy  contending, 
And  witli  dari(  clouds  o'ershadowing  every  sphere ! 
But  He,  whose  footstep  shakes  the  earth  with  fear, 
Pasaing  to  lay  the  sovereign  cities  low 
Alike  m  His  omnipotence  is  near. 
When  the  soft  winda  o'er  spring's  green  pathway  blow. 
And  when  £lia  Ihundera  cleave  the  raonarch-mounlain'Bbrow. 


Throng'd  it  with  gods,  and  bent  itf  adoring  knee  '■ 
— But  Owl  is  paat — and  now  tlie  One  Supreme 
Fills  not  alone  those  haunts  ;  but  eat'h,  sat,  sea, 
Ami  Time,  which  prcEaea  on,  to  finish  his  decree. 

Olympus,  Ida,  Delphi !  ye,  the  thrones 

And  temples  of  a  visionary  might. 

Brooding  in  olooda  above  your  forest-zones, 

And  mantling  thence  the  realms  benealh  with  night; 

v=  I,.™  i^^U'A  ^num  m.  battles !  Fear,  and  Flight, 


F0ee^' 


Last  night  a  sound  was  in  the  Moalen 
And  Asia's  hills  re-echoed  to  a  cry 
■   '  ■    "'ild  horn,  and  wi 

■n   ■ 

a  nue  ui  mimucH  and  ol  wraui  ijui  un. 

Caught  from  red  watch-iirra,  blaang  far  and  high. 


jemirtii!— Wild 

miihtiieahout  of  barbarous  revelry, 
The  eladi  of  deserl^eara !  Last  night  the  ekj 


But  all  ia  stillness  now.    May  this  bo  Eleen 
Which  wraps  those  eastern  thousauda  !    Yea  perohaiic 
Along  yon  moonlit  shore  and  dark-blue  deep, 
Brieht  are  their  viaona  with  the  Houri's  glance. 
And  ^ey  behold  the  sparkling  fonntainfl  j,."nce 
Beneath  the  bowers  of  paradise,  that  sh'*' 
Rioh  odors  o'er  the  fiithfiil ;  bol  the  lantu,     . 
The  bow,  the  apear,  now  round  the  slnmbererB  spread, 
Ere  Fate  lolfil  such  dreams,  must  rest  beside  Ae  dead. 

May  tliis  be  sleep,  this  hni  7— A  sleepless  eye 
Doth  hold  its  vigil  'midst  that  dusky  race! 
Oiie  that  would  Bcan  th'  abyss  of  destiny. 
E'en  now  ia  gazing  on  the  skies,  to  trace, 
III  those  bright  worlds,  the  burning  isles  of  ^acoj 
Fate's  myatie  pathway :  they  the  while,  serene. 
Walk  in  their  beauty  j  but  Mohammed's  face 
Kindles  beneath  therr  aspect,'  and  his  mien, 
A.1  fired  with  stormy  joy,  by  that  soft  light  ia  seen. 

U)i !  wild  preeumptiun  of  a  oonqueror'a  dream, 
To  gaze  on  those  pure  ailar-fii'es,  qcshtined 
In  cfeptha  of  blue  inflnitude,  and  deem 
Theyehine  tn  guide  the  spoiler  of  mankind 
O'er  fields  of  blood  I— Bat  with  the  restless  mind 
It  hath  been  ever  thus  I  and  they  that  weep 


But  ye!  thatbeam'd  on  Fate's  li-emendous  night. 
Whan  the  storm  burst  o'er  golden  Babylon, 
And  ye,  that  giaikled  with  jraur  wonted  light 
O'er  bnming  Salem,  by  the  Roman  won  ; 
And  ye,  that  calmly  view'd  the  alanghter  done 
In  Rome's  own  streets,  when  Alaric?s  tmmpel-biaM 
Rung  through  the  Capitol;  bright  spheres !  roll  on! 


i.tGoci'^Ic" 


His  humbftd  eyaa  to  eai  [S 

For  it  hntb  miglity  lessons !  from  the  tomb, 
And  from  ^  roina  of  the  tomb,  and  whei-e, 
■Midst  tie  wrEok'd  cities  in  the  desert's  gloom, 
AJl  tameleaa  creatures  make  their  savage  lait, 

■  "         ■  e,  thai  shakes  the  midnight  ai 


The  liouiH  move  on.    I  see  a  Wiivering  gleam 
O'er  the  hush'd  waters  tremulously  (ah, 
Pour'd  from  the  Ctesat'a  palace :  now  the  heam 
Of  many  lamps  is  brighteciog  in  the  hall. 
And  horn  its  long  arcades  and  pillars  tall 
Soft  graceful  ^ladowe  undulating  he 
On  the  wave's  heaving  bosom,  and  recall 
A  thought  of  Venice,  with  her  moonlight  ^y. 
And  festal  seas  and  domes,  and  fahy  pageantry. 


But  from  that  dwelline  floats  no  mirlbM  sound ! 
The  Bweh  of  flute  antTGreoian  lyre  no  more, 
Wafting  an  atmosphere  of  musio  round, 
Telb  the  hush'd  seaman,  gliding  past  die  shore, 
How  monatchs  revel  there !— Its  feasts  are  o'er— 
Why  gleam  the  lights  alon?  its  colonnade  t 
— !  fee  a  train  of  gueats  in  alence  pour 
Through  its  long  avenues  of  terraced  shade, 
iVhoae  stately  Ibunts  and  boweia  for  joy  alone  were 

In  silence,  and  in  araa !— Widi  helm— vidth  swoi 
These  are  no  maniage-garments ! — Yet  e'en  no« 
Thy  nuptial  feast  should  grace  the  regal  board. 
Thy  Georgian  bride  should  wreath  her  lovely  bro 
With  Bu  imperial  diadem  !io— but  thou, 
.0  fated  prince !  art  call'd,  and  these  with  thee. 
To  darker  scenes ;  and  thou  hast  leara'd  to  bow 
Thine  Eastern  sceptre  to  die  drend  decree. 
And  count  it  joy  enough  to  peiisli—being  free ! 

On  through  long  vestibules,  with  solemn  tread. 
As  men,  that  in  some  time  of  fear  and  wo, 
Bear  darkly  to  their  rest  the  noble  dead. 
O'er  whom  by  day  their  sorrows  may  not  flow. 
The  warriors  pass :  their  measured  steps  are  slon 
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la  ths  light  iffielf  whicli  on  their  at 


And  they  have  reach'd  a  goigeons  chamber, bright 
With  ail  we  dream  of  splendor ;  yet  a  aloon^ 
Seems  gslher'd  o'er  il  to  the  bodins;  aignl, 
A  shadow  that  anticipatea  the  tomb ! 

tretted  roof  the  lumps  illume 


But  it  is  empty !— Hath  the  stroke  of  doom 

Fallen  there  already  ?— Where  is  He,  the  One 

Bom  that  high  seat  to  till,  supremely  and  alone  i 

Oh !  there  are  times  whose  pressure  doth  efface 
Earth's  vain  dJBtiiictioiis ! — when  ihe  storm  beats  loni 
When  the  strong  towers  are  tottering  to  their  base. 
And  the  stceata  rock, — mho  mingle  m  the  crowd  ? 
--Peaaant  and  chief,  the  lowly  and  the  prond- 

Are  in  that  thror- '    ^"  '-'-'—'■ 

Which  makes  us .  „j  _ 

And  feeling  but,  as  from  the  sL, „ , 

What  shrhikmg  weakness  feels  belbie  unbounded  power ! 


Vet  then  that  power,  whose  dwelling  is  on  high, 
Its  loftiest  marvels  doth  reveal,  and  ^peak. 
In  the  deep  human  heart  more  glorioady. 
Than  in  the  bursling  thunder ! — Thence  the  weali, 
Tiiey  tiiat  seem'd  form'd,  as  flower-stems,  but  to  break 
With  the  first  wind,  have  risen  to  deeds,  whose  nunie 
Still  calls  up  thoughts  that  mantle  to  the  cheek, 
And  thrill  the  pulse !— Ay,  strength  no  pangs  could  tame 
tiath  look'd  from  woman's  eye  upon  the  sword  and  flame ! 

And  this  is  of  such  hours' — That  throne  is  void. 
And  its  lord  comes  unciawn'd.    Behold  him  stand. 
With  a  calm  brow,  where  woes  have  not  destray'd 
The  Greek's  heroic  beauty,  'midst  his  band, 
The  gather'd  virtue  of  a  amking  land. 
Aias !  how  scanty  l — Now  is  cast  aside 
All  form  tf  princely  state  ;  each  noble  hand 
Ib  press'd  by  turns  in  hie :  for  earthli — '  ■■  - 


itudy  hope  hath  died '. 
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His  words  are  fiiH  of  memory — as  he  seeks. 
By  the  strong  namca  of  Rome  and  Liberty, 
Which  yet  are  living  powera  that  fire  (he  eye. 
And  rouse  the  heart  of  manhood  ;  and  by  all 
The  sad  yet  grand  remenibrBneca  that  lie 
Deep  with  earth's  buried  heroes  ;  to  recall 
The  soul  of  other  years,  if  but  to  grace  their  fall! 

His  words  are  full  of  &Ith ! — And  thoughts,  n 

Than  Rome  e'er  k "'  '•"-  ~'— 

Thoughts  which  si 


Than  Rome  e'er  knew,  now  till  Ihb  glance  with  light ; 
Thoughts  which  give  nobler  leeaons  how  to  die 
Thai!  e'er  were  drawn  from  Nature's  haughty  might ! 


And  to  thil  eye,  with  M  the  eplrit  bright, 
Have  iheiis  replied  in  tears,  which  may  not  shame 
The  bravest  in  Buoh  moments  !~'Tis  a  sight 
To  make  all  earthly  splendors  cold  and  tame, 
—That  generous  burst  m  soul,  with  its  elecuic  flame ! 


themselves  to  death !-     . , 
Are  niaitjTS,  priviloged  in  tears  to  steep 
Their  lofiy  aacriiice  i — The  pane  is  vain. 
And  yet  its  gu^  of  sorrow  shall  not  stam 
A  warrior's  sword. — Those  men  are  strangers  here — " 
The  homes  they  never  may  behold  again, 
Lie  far  away,  with  all  things  blest  and  dear, 
On  laughing  shores,  to  which  their  barks  no  more  shall  stef 

Know'st  thou  the  land  where  bloom  the  orange  boweisl 
Where,  tlirough  dark  foliage,  gleam  the  citron's  dyes  1 
—It  is  their  own.    They  see  their  fathers'  towers, 
■Midst  its  Hesperian  groves  in  sunlight  rise : 
They  meet  in  soul,  the  bright  Italian  eyes, 
Which  long  and  vainly  shall  ejiplore  the  main 
For  their  white  saib'  return ;  the  melodies 
Of  that  sweet  land  are  floating  o'er  Iheir  bmin — 
Oh !  what  B  crowded  world  one  mamem  may  contain  '. 


Such  moments  come  to  thousands! — few  may  die 
Amidst  thsir  native  shades.    The  young,  ^e  brave. 
The  beautlihl,  whose  gladdening  voice  and  eye 
Made  summer  in  a  parent's  heart,  and  gave 
Light  to  their  peopled  homes ;  o'er  land  and  wave 
Ate  Bcattei'd  last  and  for,  a ' '''" 
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But  life  Bo«a  on,  itnd  bears  as  with  its  tide, 
Nor  may  we,  lingering,  by  the  slnmbereiB  dwell. 
Though  they  were  ttiose  onca  blooming  at  our  sidr 
In  youth's  my  home  !-~Ai™y  !  what  aound'B  deef 
Comes  on  the  wind? — Ili«Bn  empire's  knell, 
Slow,  soft,  majestic,  pealing  thmugli  the  night  t 
For  the  last  time  speaks  forth  the  aolemn  bell. 
Which  calls  the  Chtislisns  to  their  holiest  rite. 
With  a  funereal  voice  of  aoUiary  might. 

Again,  and  yet  again '. — A  starlhug  power 
In  sounds  lifte  these  lives  ever ;  for  tiiey  beoi 
Full  on  reniembrBnce,  each  eventful  hour. 
Chequering  life's  crowded  path.    They  fill  the  Sir 
When  conquerors  pass,  and  fearful  eitieB  wear 
A  mien  hke  joy's;  and  when  young  brides  are  led 
From  their  paternal  homes }  and  when  the  glar" 
Of  burning  streets  on  midr    '   '      '      ' 
And  when  me  silent  house  ri 


But  lo  those  tones  what  ihtiiling  eoul  wsB  given. 
On  that  last  night  of  empire! — Ab  amell 
Whereby  the  life-blood  to  i»  source  ia  driven. 
On  the  chiird  heart  of  mnltitudea  the;  fell. 
Each  ladence  seetn'd  a  projdiccy,  to  tell 
Of  sceptres  pasdng  from  their  line  away. 
An  angel-watcher^  long  and  sad  larewell. 
The  requiem  of  a  ftith's  departing  sway, 
A  throne's,  a  nation's  dirge,  a  wail  for  earth's  decay. 


Who  UL „ 

Shall  throw  the  breastplate  off  at  fell  of  day, 
Th'  imperial  band,  in  close  and  erm'd  airay. 
As  men  thai  from  the  sword  must  part  no  more. 
Take  throngh  the  midnigbt  streets  then-  silent  way, 
Within  their  ancient  temple  to  adore, 
Ere  yet  its  thousand  yeare  of  Christian  pomp  are  o'er. 


It  is  the  hour  of  sleep :  yet  few  the  eyes 

O'er  which  ibrgetfulness  her  balm  hitth  shed 

In  the  beleoguer'd  city.    Stilhiesa  lies 

With  moonfight,  o'er  the  hills  and  waters  spread. 

But  not  the  lefa,  with  »gns  and  sounds  of  dcead. 

The  lime  speeds  on.    No  voice  is  mi=-ed  lo  greet 

The  last  brave  Conslantine  ;  and  yet  the  tread 
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IS  vihy  thejr  in 

Their  homes  are  Inxuiys  yet :  why  poor  Ihey  thence 

With  a  dim  terror  in  each  restless  eye  1 

Hath  the  dread  car  which  heats  the  peatilence, 

in  darkness,  with  its  heavy  wheels  roll'd  by. 

And  rock'd  their  palaces,  as  if  on  high 

The  whirlwind  poss'd ! — From  couch  and  joyous  board 


Hflth  the  fierce  phantom  becbaii'd  them  to 

spoiler  and  the 


■Wo :— wtiat  are  tliese  1—for  them  a  cup  ia  pour'd     [sis 
8  daik  with  wrath; — Man  cornea — the   --  -'-     --' 


Still,  Ds  ^le  monarch  and  his  chiefiams  pass 

Through  those  pale  throngs,  the  streaming  torchlight  throws 

On  some  wild  foim,  amidst  the  living  mass. 

Hues,  dciiply  red  like  lava's,  which  disclose 

What  coimtless  shapes  are  worn  by  mortal  woes ! 

Lips  bloodless,  quivering  limbs,  hands  clasp'd  in  prayer, 

Starts,  tremblings,  hurryings,  tears  ;  all  outward  shows 


But  high  above  that  scene,  in  bright  reposf , 
And  beanty  borrowing  from  the  torches'  gleams 
A  mien  of  lite,  yet  where  no  lile-blood  llovra. 
But  all  instinct  with  lotUer  being  seems 
Pale,  grand,  eolojaal ;  lo !  lli'  embodied  dreams 
Of  yore  !— Gods,  heroes,  bards,  in  marble  wrought, 
Iioolt  down,  as  powers,  upon  the  wild  extremes 
OFmorialpsssion!— Yet 'twas  man  that  caught. 
And  iu  each  glorious  form  enshrined  immortal  thought ! 

Stood  ye  not  thus  amidst  the  eWeets  of  Rome  ? 
That  RomS  which  witnesa'd,  in  her  sceptred  days. 
So  much  of  noble  death  ? — When  ahruie  and  dome, 
'Midst  clouds  of  mcenae,  rung  with  choral  lays, 
As  the  long  triumph  pass'd,  with  all  its  blaze 
Of  regal  spoii^  were  yet  not  proudly  borne, 
O  sovereign  forms !  cenceni'ring  all  the  rays 
Of  the  soul's  hghcnings  t— did  ye  not  adorn 


ixnm  u  ueoii  tLLim  I— vji  niu  ye  grace  uie  nans, 
Once  peopled  by  the  mUhty !— Hnply  there, 
In  your  still  grandi^ur,  &m  the  pillar'd  walls. 
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The  stroke  of  ila  Min 


The  warriots  panee ;  on  lile's  tumultuous  tids 
A  stillness  faifa,  while  he  whom  regal  stale 
Hath  niark'd  from  all,  to  b*  raoro  stemly  tried 
By  sufiering,  speaks : — each  ruder  voice  hnlh  died , 
While  his  implorea  tbi^veneas  !— "  If  there  be 
One  'midat  your  throngs,  my  people  !  whom,  in  pride 
Or  pasaon,!  have  wrong'd ;  such  pardon,  free 
As  mortals  hope  from  Heaven,  accord  that  man  to  me  ! ' 


X 


is  silence ;  and  a  guah  of  teals 

replies! — He  hath  not  been  of  those 

Who,  fear'd  by  many,  pine  in  secret  feats 
Of  all ;  th'  environ'd  but  by  slayea  and  foes, 
To  whom  day  brings  not  saiely,  night  tepoae, 
For  they  have  heard  the  voic  i-™.  "  Slpim  nn 
Of  them  he  hath  not  been,  n 


Me  hath  been  loved— bat  who  may  iraat  the  love 
Of  a  degenerate  race  t— in  other  mould 
Are  cast  the  fi-ce  and  lolly  hearts,  that  prove 
Their  fiiiih  through  fiery  uiale.—  Yet  behold. 
And  cell  him  not  forsaken  !— Thoaghla  untold 
Have  lent  his  aspect  calmness,  and  nis  tread 
Moves  firnily  to  Ae  shrine.    What  pomps  unfold 
Within  its  precincts  I — Isles  and  seas  have  shod 
Their  gorgeous  treasures- iere,  around  Ibe  imperial  dca 

'Tis  a  proud  viaon— that  most  regal  pile 
Of  ancient  days !— The  lamps  are  streaming  bright 
From  its  rich  altar,  down  each  pillar'd  aisle, 
Whose  vista  fades  m  dimness ;  but  the  sight 
Is  lost  in  splendors,  as  the  wavermg  light 
Developes,  on  those  walls,  the  thousand  dyes 
Of  the  vein'd  marbles,  wliich  array  their  height. 
And  from  yon  dome,  the  lode-star  of  all  eyes," 
Pour  such  an  iris-glow  as  emulates  the  skies. 
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Though  tints,  of  aun-born  glory,  may  sniBffie 
Arch,  column,  rich  mosaic ;  pass  thou  by 
The  stately  tombs,  where  eastern  Cieaara  he, 
Beneath  their  trophies ;  pause  not  here ;  for  know, 
'  deeper  source  of  all  sublimity 


Turn  thou  to  mark  [though  tears,  may  dim  Ihy  gaie) 
The  steel-clad  group  befote  yon  altar-Blone : 
Heed  not  Ihougti  gems  and  gold  around  it  blaze  ; 
Those  heads  unheTm'd,  those  kneeling  forms  alone, 
Thus  bow'd,  look  glorious  here.     The  hghl  ia  thrown 
Full  from  the  shrine  on  one,  a  nation's  lord. 

E'en  now,  aa  Faith's  mysterious  cup  ispour'd, 
See  to  that  noble  brow,  peace,  not  of  earth,  restored  I 

The  rite  is  o'er.    The  band  of  brethren  part, 
Once— OBd  but  once— to  meet  on  eaitU  again  I 
Each,  in  the  strength  of  a  collected  heart, 
To  dare  whatmaninay  dare — and  know  'tis  vain! 
The  rite  is  o'er:  and  thou,  majealie  fane ! — 
The  glory  is  departed  from  thy  brow  I — 
Be  clothed  wiili  dust  1 — the  Christian's  Cirewell  strain 
Hath  died  within  Ihy  walla ;  thy  cross  must  bow  j 
Thy  kingly  tomba  be  spoii'd ;  thy  golden  shrines  laid  low ! 

w  atill  and  lonely — and  the  st 

..    ifyonngAi.  .      ..  ^ .      .  ,       , 

Awhile  the  city  sleeps :— her  ihroiias,  cTerworn 
With  feaia  and  watohinaa,  to  their  nomea  retu-e  ; 
Nor  ia  the  balmy  air  of  dayspring  torn 
With  battle-sounds ;"  the  winds  m  aigha  espire, 
And  quiet  broods  in  mists  that  veil  the  sunbeam's  lire. 


And  by  the  scaffold^s  brink,  and  'midst  tii 
Of  angry  seaa,  hath  nature  won  repreire 
Thus  from  her  carea.    The  brave  have  alumber'd  well. 
And  e'en  the  fearful,  in  their  duLigeon-cell, 
Chaiu'd  between  life  and  death !    Such  real  be  thine. 
For  conflicts  wait  thee  still!— yet  who  can  tell 
In  that  biief  hour,  how  much  of  heaven  may  sbhe 
E^ill  on  thy  apirif  a  dream  ?— Sleep,  weary  Conslantine ! 
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Dolh  the  blast  rise  1— the  clouded  east  is  red, 

What  seems  like  heavy  rain-drope,  or  the  tread. 
The  soft  and  smothet'd  step  of  those  thst  frar 
Sarprise  ftom  ambush'd  foes.     Hark ! 


lanjF-toned  and  miugied  si 


A  msding,  as  of  winds,  where  boughs  are  Bear, 
A  rolling,  aa  of  wheels  that  shake  the  ground 
From  iai ;  it  heavy  I'osb,  like  seas  that  buist  their  bound  ! 

Wake,  wske  !    They  come  from  sea  and  shore,  ascending 
In  hosts  your  ramparts  I    Ami  ye  for  the  day! 
Who  now  may  sleep  amidst  the  thnndeia  rending. 
Through  tower  and  wall,  a  path  for  their  array  1 
Hark  how  the  trumpet  cheeis  thetn  to  the  prey, 
With  its  wild  voice,  to  which  the  seas  reply. 
And  the  earth  rooks  beneath  their  engines'  away, 
And  the  fer  hills  lepeat  their  battle-cry, 
Till  that  fierce  tmuult  seems  to  shake  the  vaulted  sky ! 


Tkey  feil  not  now,  the  generous  band,  lliat  long 
Have  ranged  their  swords  around  a  failing  throne  ; 
Still  in  those  iBarlesa  men  the  walls  are  strong. 
Hearts,  sut^  as  rescue  empu'es,  are  their  own! 
— Shall  those  high  enerei^  bs  vainly  shown  ? 
No !  from  their  towers  m'  invading  tide  la  driven 
Buck,  like  ths  Red^aea  wares,  when  God  had  blown 
With  his  strong  winds!  the  dark-broVd  ranks  are  rive 
Shout,  waniors  ot'  the  cross ' — for  victory  ia  of  Heaven ! 


Stand  firm  !— Again  the  crescent  host  is  rushing, 

And  the  waves  filam,  as  on  the  galleys  sweep. 

With  all  their  (ires  and  darts,  though  blood  is  gushing 

p^t  o'er  their  aides,  as  rivers  to  the  deep. 

Stand  firm! — (here  yet  is  hope,  th'  ascent  is  sleep. 

And  from  on  high  no  shaft  descends  in  vain  ; 

— But  those  that  ikil  swell  up  the  mangled  heap. 


Oh !  die  dread  minsling,  m  that  awiiil  hour, 
Of  all  leiTiHo  souniG !— the  savage  tone 
Of  the  wild  bom,  the  cannon's  peal,  the  sliower 
Of  bisang  darts,  the  crash  of  walls  o'erthrown, 
The  deep  didl  tambour's  beat-Euan's  voice  alone 
Ib  there  unheard !    Ye  may  not  catch  the  cry 
O!  trampled  thousands — prayer,  and  siiriek,  and  i 
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Ab  of  fin  angiy  stoim-presaging  sun, 
PVom  ihe  Greek  fire  ahoota  up  ;T  and  liehuiing  raya 
HaBh,  from  :he  diook  of  sabres,  througS  the  fce. 
And  fllancinff  arrows  cleave  ihe  dusky  ait ! 
— Ayl  this  IS  in  the  eompaaa  of  our  gaze, — 
But  fearfiil  things,  unknown,  untold,  are  Uiere, 
Workings  of  wrath  and  death,  and  anguish.  End  despair '. 

Woe,  shame  and  woe  I— A  chief,  a  warrior  flies, 
A  red-cross  champion,  bleeding,  wild,  and  paie  ! 
— O  God  !  that  nature's  passing  agonies, 
Thus,  o'er  the  spark  which  dies  not,  should  prevail ! 
Yes  !  rend  the  arrow  from  thv  ehatter'd  mail, 
And  ataiioh  the  blood-drops,  Genoa's  Mien  Bon !"" 
FIvswifterypt !  the  javehne  pour  as  hail ! 
— But  Uiere  are  tortures  which  thou  canst  not  ehim, 
The  spirit  is  their  prey — thy  panga  are  but  begun  ! 

Oh,  happ?  in  their  homes,  the  noble  dead ! 

The  seal  is  set  on  dieir  majestic  &me ; 

Earth  has  drunk  deep  the  generous  blood  they  shed. 

Fate  has  no  power  to  dim  their  stainles  name ! 

They  may  not,  in  one  bitter  moment,  shams 

Long  glorioas  yeais  ;  from  many  a  lofty  stem 

Fall  graceful  flowers,  and  eagle-liearfs  grow  lame, 

.    And  stars  drop,  fading,  from  the  diadem  ; 

But  the  bright  pint  is  theirs— there  is  no  change  tor  them ! 


Where  art  thou,  Conatantme  ? — where  death  is  reaping 
His  sevenfold  harvest !— where  the  stormy  light. 
Fast  as  th'  artillery's  ihundetbolta  are  sweeprng, 
Throws  meieor-bnrsts  o'er  battle's  noonday-raght ! 
Where  the  towers  rock  and  crumble  from  their  height. 
As  to  the  earthquake,  and  the  engines  pljF, 
Like  red  Vesavio :  and  where  human  might 
Confronts  all  this,  and  still  brave  hearts  beat  high, 
Wbils  Bcymitais  ring  loud  on  ^ivering  panoply. 

Where  art  thou,  Constanline  7— where  Chnstian  blood 
Hath  bathed  the  walls  in  torrents,  and  in  vam  I 
Where  iaitb  and  valor  peri'h  in  the  flood. 
Whose  billows,  rising  o'er  their  bosoms,  gain 
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Dark  slrengtb  each  moment :  where  the  gallant  slain 
Around  the  banner  of  the  erase  he  strewM, 
Thick  na  ihe  vine-leaves  on  ttie  aammnol  plain  ; 
Where  all,  save  one  high  spirit  is  Bubdued, 
Ajid  through  the  breach  press  on  th'  o'erwhelming  mullit 

Now  is  he  bawling  'midal  a  host  alone, 
As  the  last  cedar  sterna  awhlte  the  away 
Of  mountBin-Blorms,  whose  fiiry  hath  o'etthrown 
Ita  hnesl-brethren  in  their  green  array '. 
And  he  hath  cast  his  pmple  robe  away, 
Widi  its  impeiial  bearings ;  that  his  sword 
i_  I ^  JJ.JUJJ  the  chain  may  pay. 


Search  for  him  now  where  bloodiest  lie  the  files 
Which  once  were  men,  the  foiAfuI  and  the  brave  ! 
Search  for  him  now  where  lofiiest  rise  the  piles 
Of  shatter'd  helms  and  shields  which  could  not  save  ; 
And  crests  and  haimete,  never  more  to  wave 
In  the  free  winds  of  heaven  1    He  is  of  those 
O'er  whom  the  host  may  mah,  the  tempest  rave. 
And  the  steeds  tmmple,  and  Uie  spearmen  close, 
Yet  wake  Ihem  not!— so  deep  their  long  andlast  repose! 

Woe  to  ^e  vanqnish'd ! — thus  it  hath  been  still 
Since  Time's  first  march  I— Hark,  hark,  a  people's  ciy ! 
Ay,  now  the  conquerors  in  the  streets  fuifil 
Their  task  of  wrath  I     In  vain.the  victims  fly ; 


Slaves,  'twas  yonr  choice  thus,  rather  thus,  to  die, 

Than  where  tiie  warrior's  blood  flows  warm  and  ib 

And  roused  and  mighty  hearts  beat  proudly  to  the  Ins 


Tha-e  have  they  Janeht  the  spoilers  of  die  land, 
Li  chainless  hearts  wnat  fiery  strength  lies  deep, 
To  guard  free  homes! — but  ye  ! — Imcel,  tremblers!  kneel,B 


And  bloocl-stain'd  seaa,  and  burning  towers  Btleal 
lis  fearful  deedB.  An  empire's  race  h  run  1 
Sad,  'midsl  his  glory,  looks  llie  jjartins  sun 
Upon  the  captive  cily.  Hark !  a  awetl 
(Meet  to  proclaim  barbaric  war-lields  won) 
Of  fierce  triumphal  sounds,  that  wildly  lell 
The  Soldaii  comes  within  the  C^aara'  hidla  to  dwell 


Yea !  with  the  peal  of  cymbal  aud  of  gong, 
He  comea, — the  Moslem  treads  those  ancient  hi 
Bat  all  is  Btillneaa  there,  as  death  had  long 
n  lord  alone  within  those  gorgeous  wails. 


Scill  comes  the  boding  whisper,  which  recalls 
A  thoaeht  of  those  imperviona  clouds  thai  lower 
O'er  grandeur's  path,  a  sense  of  some  fcr  mightier  I'o' 

"  Tlie  owl  upoQ  Afrasiab's  towers  hath  sung 
Her  watch-song,"  and  around  Ih'  itnpeiial  throne 
The  glider  weaves  his  web  !"    So  darkly  hung 


That  the  coil'd  snake  may  bask  on  s( 
And  nations  clear  the  forest,  to  prepare 
For  the  wild  fos  and  wolf  more  stately  dwellings  there ! 


And  banners  for  thy  i 


"  After  hfe's  fltfijl  fever  Ihou  sleep'at  well ! 
We  may  not  mourn  thee !    Sceptred  diiefe,  from  whom  ! 
The  earth  received  her  destiny,  and  fell 
Befoi«  them  trembling — to  a  eterner  doom 
Have  oft  been  call'd.    Tor  them  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
With  its  cold  atailess  midnight,  hath  been  made 
More  featful  darkness,  where,  as  in  a  tomb, 
Without  a  tomb's  repose,  the  chain  bath  meigh'd 
Their  very  soul  to  dust,  with  each  high  power  oecay'd. 
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Or  in  the  eye  of  thonsBiiiis  they  have  Btood, 

To  meel  die  stroke  of  death ;  oat  not  !ike  thee  I 

From  bonds  and  Bcafibids  hath  appeai'd  their  blood, 

But  ihou  didst  feU  nnfettet'd,  arm'd,  and  free. 

And  kingly  to  the  last ! — And  if  it  he, 

That,  from  the  viewless  world,  whose  maiTela  none 


And  the  hour  coin?s,  in  stoim !    A  light  is  glancing 
Far  through  the  forest-god's  Areadisn  shades ! 
— 'Ti3  not  the  moonbeam,  tremulously  dancing, 
Where  lone  Ainheus  bathes  his  haunted  glades ; 
A  mummr,  gathering  power,  the  air  pervades, 
Round  dark  Cithteron,  and  by  Delphi's  steep ; 
— 'Tie  not  the  aong  and  lyre  of  Grecian  maids. 
Nor  pastoral  reed  wat  lulla  the  vales  to  sleep, 
Nor  yet  the  rustling  pines,  nor  yet  the  sounding  deepi 


Anns  glitter  on  the  mounlEiinB,  which,  of  old. 
Awoke  to  freedom's  first  heroic  strain. 
And  by  the  streams,  once  crimson,  PS  they  roll'd 
The  Persian  helm  and  standard  to  the  main ; 
And  the  blue  waves  of  Salamis  again 
Thrill  to  the  trumpet ;  and  lbs  tombs  reply. 
With  their  ten  thousand  echoes,  irum  each  plain. 
Faraf  "'-' '  -  -  --  —■-■-■--- 


Bright  land,  with  glory  mantled  o'er  by  song ! 
Land  of  the  vi^on-peopled  hills,  and  streams, 
And  fountains,  whose  deserted  banlis  along, 
Still  the  soft  air  with  mspitetion  teems ; 
Land  of  the  graves,  whose  dwellers  shall  be  themes 
To  verse  for  ever ;  and  of  ruin'd  shrines. 
That  scarce  look  dt'solate  beneath  such  ieams, 
As  bathe  in  gold  thine  ancient  rocks  and  pines  1 
— When  sliall  fliy  sons  repose  in  peace  beneath  their  vini 

Thou  weit  not  made  for  bonds,  nor  shame,  nor  fear ! 

— Do  the  hoar  oaks  and  daik-^en  laui-els  wave 

O'er  Mantinea's  earth  1—dothTmdus  rear 

His  snows,  the  sunbeam,  and  ihe  storm  to  brave  1 

And  J3  there  yet  on  Marathon  a  grave? 

And  doth  Enrotos  lu-ad  his  rilverv  line 

By  Sparta's  ruins  t— And  shall  man,  a  slave, 
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The  crescent  gleams  amidst  ihe  olive-bowi 
Inlhe  Comneni'shalls  the  Tartar  Bways:^- 
But  not  for  long !— the  spitil  of  those  days, 
When  the  three  hundred  made  their  funeral  pile 
Of  Asia's  dead,  is  kindling,  like  ihe  rays 
Of  thy  rejoicing  sun,  when  fiist  his  smile 
Wanns  ihe  PamoBaan  rock,  and  gilds  the  Delian  isl 


If  then  'tifl  mven  thee  to  arise  in  might. 

Trampling  the,  scourge,  and  dashing  down  the  chain. 

Pure  be  (hy  triumphs,  as  Ihy  name  ia  brieh!  I 

The  cross  of  victory  ahould  not  know  a  slain! 
So  may  tlial  feith  once  more  supremely  reioi, 
Through  which  we  hft  our  spirits  from  the  (lust '. 


'he  ftrmy  of  Mohamined  the  Secnnd,  at  the  siege  of  Conateullno- 

,  was  thronseil  wUh  iJuialJca  of  nil  setla  and  DBnon^  who  were 
enrolled  uniongst  the  resuior  troops.  The  Sullau  hiniBelf mmch- 
upon  Ihe  city  from  AdrSanople;  bol  hlB  army  mnBl  have  Aeen 

loipaLly  oUeeted  In  the  ABlalLc  provipces,  which  he  ited  pre- 

iialy  visited. 

Note  S,  pBge  35.1,  line  30. 


Note  3,  jme  354,  line  II, 


I.,C.(.H)^|C 


1 

pLo ;  and  11  was  Ihe  principal  balmark  of  the  town  Da  t 

die  Pioponlis,  in  IhB  lalBi  porioila  of  Ihe  emnlre.    For  a 

desctlpUoB 

Now  4,  page  3S4,  Una  31. 

Ifiik  its  tang  miTsJi  of  ccrpu-cil  imag'ry. 

An  allnBlon  lo  tbe  Ronuui  cusloin  of  cartylRK  in  ptnceE 
nnerals  of  their  great  men,  the  ImoEes  of  ihelr  anteslor 

ion,  at  the 

Kolfl5,pa«B35i,llne3a. 

r*.  a™™  ™( ki,giai„ri^^ii  ™^. 

doa  devoted  UmiBlf  In  battle :— He  was  radared  by  V 

which  Da- 

lerlus,  Ihe 

^t  ri^Or*  nX^SeTcn'-d'^'^a"." 

he  rote  he 
ill,  avail, 

wut,  snodlng  wllh  both  fSel  upon  a  Javelin,  tn  npeat  tb 

l^aewMd"; 

— ■■  0  Janoa,  Jnniier,  Mus,  Eomnlm,  BBllonal  and  ye 

Lares  and 

Dl'^ll^-f 

s?ssgz^rsx^.rrpt<^''a'?.xrd''KS,r?c,"!s=     ii 

eDemkH ;  and  I  do  fbr  Ihe  lafity  of  the  Hkmiaii  peopi 

and  their 

legloiu.  devote  myMlf,  and  Willi  myself  the  anny  and  au 

jlUarles  of 

the  enemy,  lo  the  infernnl  gods,  and  the  goddess  of  the  m 

rlh."    De 

elm  then,Wng  Us  rohelround  him.  panted  his  bori 
fliU  Bpeed  Ina  the  Ihlekest  of  the  etieniy's  ballalloDS. 

1           were.  Ibr  a  white,  thunderimii*  at  this  ape^Iacle  ;  h 

1  at  length 

whleh  Ihe  Consm  ftll/ 

NolB  8,  VBge  355.  line  36. 

sum,  ye  sevm  MUs  1  Lo  1  CkHsli^i  pm-wm  alrea 

Red  »'«'  the  aaleri. 

See  Gibbon's  animated  description  of  the  urtlval  of  fir 

e  Christian 

ihlps,  with  men  apd  provlsioEs,  for  ihe  succor  of  the  b 

sieged,  not 

Bom™  JfiynVt,  vol.  *ii.  p.  S15. 

Fuil^Uie 

Nolo  7,  page  367,  line  19. 

^s»A™(A««™ii^lf™n 

O-a-jKdiajienmos.irc. 

The  snmmils  o!  the  lofty  rocks  in  the  Camatic,  panic 

larly  about 

ree,  which 

grows  h.  Ihict  clumps,  and  is  of  aoch  uncommon  aridity 

g.irywlnd 

will  lllerally  produce  apaihs  of  (he,  which  fteduHnlly 

elliag  iho 

woods  in  a  blaze,  eihiUI  to  Iha  spectator  staUoned  in  a 

T^ru:^ 

=?;i?„:.-s«-e=.ysiiTjr,r 

Note  8,  page  35a,  line  SIB. 

Off^r  OJiW^Ks,  S-e. 

Those  who  sUer  their  westward  conrse  Ihrangh  Ihe  m 

Proponlls,  may  at  onco  descry-  the  high  lands  of  Thrace  a 

dBllhynla, 

and  never  lose  sight  of  the  lofty  summit  of  Mount  Olym 

us,  covered 

with  eletaal  snows.-Il«Ji«8  ™i  Jtaii,  4t.,  vol.  iii.  p.  a. 

rcoo^^ 


Mobaminedll.wBsgreatlfaddicleiKalhesUidyaruIroliigy.    Hli 
![)Ui  ot  May  us  Ih«  (brtnoiLte  hour  foe  a  geneml  allacli:  upon  Iba  uly. 

hsed  upon  as  Ida  Ibno  tbt  conveying  the  imperiEil  brldo  to  that  city. 
Hole  11,  pflgs  363,  Una  3i. 


Note  la,  page  3G1,  line  18. 

■    ■       ■  -  -     ■  [fully  Mnpliai 


Hatk  mjiemvAiaitim,  iv. 
III!  saw  10  be  a  Greek  supetsUtion  Ibal  the  plague  is  ajinountca 
by  the  Jimvy  rolling  of  en  iavUiWe  chariot,  heard  in  the  su^eis  at 


Many  Instances  of  such  bannuets,  given  nnJ  shared  by  persons  re- 
fiDlved  upon  deatii,  jnigbliie  adduced  from  ancient  bkat{>ry.    That  of 

Note  le,  page  366,  line  39. 

Foe  auiinule  descripllon  of  the  maiiiles,  jaspers,  and  porpbyries 
employed  in  tlio  construction  of  St,  Sophia,  see  T/uDaJtaeirndF^dl, 
<!■£.,  vol.  vU.  page  120. 

Note  n,  page  387,  Ihie  33. 
JV^i5  tkgbaljny  air  of  daysprinj^tum 

were  strictly  enjoined  to  advance  in  silence,  which  had  also  been 
cumetHitce  ia  finely  alluded  to  by  Mias  Baiihe,  In  her  tragedy  of  Caa- 


i,GtH)'^le 


THE  LAST  ( 

L  and  labor  of  thousuids"  muat,  howevf 
19  inovilabl^  ptoduced  a  stnuige  confml 

The  dark-brin'^'d  riKis  ore  rtnen. " 

:onflicl  of  Iwohouts,  Ihe  Greeks  sllll 

elr  advantage,"  aaya  Giiiboii.    The  atre 

ties  fitBl  turned  the  fbrlune  of  [be  day. 

Note  la,  page  3S9,  line  S. 

Frmnthe  Greek  frEahootaMp,^, 


"The  immediate  losaDf  ConslBntimiple  iiuiy  be  naoribed  to  Hie 
bullet,  01  ircow,  wbicb  pierced  the  gauntlet  of  John  JusliniAiil  (n 
Genoese  chief.)  The  Bi£iiIof  his  blood,  anil  eiqiilsiie  pain,  appalled 
the  couMBe  of  lbs  chief  wboee  attns  and  cminsels  were  Ibe  Brmesl 
iBDipanof  the  a.lY."—I>ie!int  mid  itiU,  -H-,  I'Ol  :ill.  iingeSSS. 
Noleai,  page  3T1,  line  13. 

.Her»^'^,"4.      *  '    "     *""* 

Uohammed  II.,  on  entertng,  after  bla  victory,  the  luliice  of  ibe 


*c!fvol.  liLpageasB. 

Note  S3,  page  379,  line  3T. 
ThelunBlefHlierly. 

ef  JJberty,  which  was  afterward!  poured  forth  in  libalic 
Note  33,  page  373,  line  S. 
In  the  CiflHTiin-Ca  halts  tfta  Tartar  bvb^s- 


'—Otclmseni  FaU 
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I— THE  STORM  OF  DEiUHI.* 

Fab  through  ihe  Delphian  shades 
An  Eastern  Irumpel  nine ! 
And  the  Eitia-tled  eagle  rush'iTon  high. 
.  With  HHoundingflight  tiiiou^h  theheiytikyi 


Bonneis,  with  deep-red  goli 
All  waving  as  a  flame, 
And  tt  filfiil  glance  from  the  bright  spear-head 

On  the  dim  wood-paths  of  the  i '-  -'— ' 

And  a  peal  oj  Asia's  war-noti 
That  in  arms  the  Persian  c; 

He  came  with  starry  gems 


But  a  gloom  fell  o'er  their  way, 

And  a  heavy  moan  went  by ! 

A  moan,  yet  not  like  die  wind's  low  swell. 

When  its  voice  grovra  wild  nniidsl  eave  and  dell. 

But  a  mortal  murmur  of  dismay, 

Or  a  warrior's  dying  agh '. 


A  doom  tell  o'er  their  way  I 

'Twaa  not  the  shadow  oast 

By  the  dark  pine  boughs,  aa  they  ci 

Or  the  Grecian  hf '-'-  ------ 

The  air  was  fil. 
But  on  the  spearmen  paead  '. 


i^Google 


irfd,  as  with  dews  o'erbome, 


But  ihey  blew  a  loader  strain. 
When  ths  ateep  defiles  were  pasa'd  ! 
And  afar  the  crowii'd  ParoassnB  I'ose, 
To  shine  through  heaven  with  his  radiant 
And  in  golden  light  the  Debhion  lane 
Before  (hem  stood  at  lastf 


For  the  Sun-god  yet,  with  a  lovely  smile, 
O'er  its  graceTnl  pillarfi  look'd  awhile. 

Thtough  the  stormy  shade  on  cliiTand  w 

Grew  deep  round  ils  monnlain-throne. 

And  the  Persians  gare  a  shout ! 

But  the  marble-walls  replied. 

With  a  olaeh  of  steel  and  a  sullen  roar 

Like  heavy  wheels  on  the  ocean-shore, 

*„.! I It .g  peal'd  out, 


On  the  armor  of  the  god, 

Then  a  yiewlesa  hand  was  laid  ; 
There  were  helm  and  spear,  with  a  clanging  din 
And  corslet  brought  fram  the  shrine  within. 
From  the  inmost  shrine  of  the  dread  abode, 
And  before  ita  front  artay'd. 

And  a  sudden  silence  fell 
Through  the  dim  and  loaded  air  I 
On  the  wild-bird's  wing,  and  ^e  myrtle  spray. 
And  the  very  fouiils,  in  ^eir  silvery  way. 
With  a  weight  of  sleep  came  down  the  spell. 
Till  man  grew  hrealhlesa  there. 

But  the  pause  was  broken  soon ! 
'Twas  not  by  song  or  I  vre  : 
For  the  Delphian  maids  had  left  their  bowers. 
And  the  hearths  were  lone  in  the  city's  lowers. 
But  there  burst  a  sound  through  the  misty  noo 
That  baule-uoon  of  fire ! 

It  burst  forth  ftom  earth  and  beayen ! 

It  roli'd  fmm  crag  and  cloud  I 

For  a  moment  of  the  mountain-blast. 

With  a  thousand  stormy  voices  pasa'cl. 

And  the  purple  gloom  of  the  sky  waa  riven. 

When  the  thander  peal'd  aloud. 


i^(X>g1g=" 


And  the  lightainga  in  their  play 

FlflBh'd  forth,  Ste  jnvelins  thrown  ; 

Like  Bun-darts  wing'd  from  the  alver  bow, 

They  emole  the  spear  and  tlie  tatban'd  brow, 

And  the  bright  gema  flew  from  the  creets.like  Bf 

And  the  fiulneis  were  struck  down  ! 

And  tlie  massy  oak-boughs  craah'd 
To  the  tiie-bolia  from  on  high. 
And  the  fbresf  lent  its  hillowy  roar. 
While  the  glorions  tempest  onward  bore, 
And  lit  the  eli-eams,  as  they  foam'd  and  daeh'd. 
With  the  fierce  rain  sweeping  by. 

Then 

On ^ :  „^.^ , 

Lite  the  ioyoiia  buret  of  a  flashing  wave, 
They  rush'd  from  the  dim  Coryoian  cave. 


There  were  cries  of  wild  dismay, 
There  were  diouts  of  warrior  glee, 
Tiiere  were  savage  souiide  of  the  tempest's  mirth, 
That  shook  the  realm  ot  their  eaale-birlh ; 
But  the  mown!  of  song,  when  they  died  aWDy, 
SliU  rose,  with  its  temple,  free! 

Aivd  the  Ptean  sweli'd  erelong, 
lo  Pffian !  from  the  fane ; 
lo  Piean !  for  the  war-array. 
On  the  crowii'd  Pamasaue  riven  that  day ! 
—Thou  shall  rife  as  free,  thou  mount  of  song! 
With  thy  buunding  atreama  again. 


il,— THE  BOWL  OF  LIBEKTY." 

Before  the  flery  sun. 
The  sun  that  looks  on  Greece  with  doudlea; 
In  the  free  air,  and  on  the  war-field  won. 
Our  lathers  crown'd  the  Bowl  of  Liberty. 


..le  vidde  pla .  .__ 

Had  eteep'd  the  soil  in  hues  of  aa 

leared  originally  In  the  Jfca 


d  (he  vidde  plain  around,  where  patrio 


"Vioogle 


ID  CREEK  SONGS. 

Theycall'd  tlio  eJorious  deai!, 
In  Ihe  Btrong  faith  wfiioh  brlngB  the  yiewlejs  nigh. 
And  pouf'd  rich  odors  o'et  tlieir  battle-bed. 
And  bade  them  10  theit  rite  of  Liberty. 

Thev  eaU'd  Ihem  from  tJie  Ehndes, 
The  goiden-fruited  shades,  where  ininstreia  fell 
How  softer  !i^t  Ih'  immortal  clime  pervEdes, 
And  music  iioata  o'er  mesds  of  Asphodel. 

Then  fast  t!i6  bright-red  wine* 
f  low'd  10  t/ieir  names  who  taught  the  world  to  die 
And  made  the  land's  green  tutfa  living  ahrine, 
Meet  for  ^e  wrea^  and  Bowl  ttf  Liberty. 

So  the  rejoicing  earlh 
Took  from  her  vines  again  ihe  blood  she  gavs. 
And  richer  flowers  to  dedi  the  tomb  drew  birth 
iProm  the  free  sail  thus  hallaw'd  to  itis  brave. 

We  have  the  baltle-lielcis, 
The  tombs,  the  names,  the  blue  majestic  sky, 
We  liave  the  founis  the  purple  vintage  yields; 
Whea  shall  aie  crown  the  Bowl  of  Liberty  t 


in.— THE  VOICE  OF  SCIO. 
oiCE  from  Scio's  isle — 


The  souls  of  nations  woke  ! 
Where  lies  the  land  whose  hills  among, 
Thnl  voice  ot'Victory  hath  not  rang, 

Ab  if  a  trumpet  spoke ! 

To  aJty,  and  sea,  and  shore. 
Of  those  whose  blood,  on  Jlion's  plain, 
Swept  from  the  rivets  to  the  main. 


i,C<-Hh([c" 


13  their  bnrd  have  found  ! 
A  voice  from  Scio's  isle. 


Let  not  its  tones  expire ! 
Such  power  to  wolten  earth  and  heaveii, 
And  might  and  vengeance,  ne'er  waa  given 

To  raottal  eong  or  lyte  I 


'Tis  with  us  through  the  night  I 
'TiB  on  our  hills,  'lis  in  our  aky — 
Hear  il,  ye  heavens  !  when  ewords  flash  liigh. 

O'er  the  mid-waves  of  fight ! 


rv.— THE  SPARTANS'  MARCH.* 


anuiiimlhi  EltgiacFoBtri/iftiiGriei 
n  tile  Grecian  hills. 


Of  solemn  haimony. 

Waa  it  thehuQters'  choral  Htrmn 
To  ihe  wood  land -goddess  pcar'd? 

Did  virgin  hands  in  Pallas'  &ne 
Strike  the  full  sounding  chord  1 

*  OrietnallS'  P"l)li!lied  In  the  EdMm-gh  M 
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But  helms  were  glancing  on  the  atrcBni, 

SpeBre  ronged  in  elose  Dvray, 
And  shields  flung;  beck  a  glotious  beam 


una  beck  a  elotious 
n  M  a  .fearful  day  I 


And  the  monntain-edioea  of  the  land 
Swetl'd  thtou^  Ihe  deep-blue  sky ; 

While  to  soft  strains  moved  forth  a  hand 
Of  men  that  moved  to  die. 

They  march'd  not  with  the  tmmpet'a  blast. 

Nor  bade  the  horn  peal  out, 
And  the  laatel  groves,  aa  on  they  pasa'd, 

Rung  with  no  battle  shout ! 

They  aslt'd  no  clarion's  voics  to  firs 
Their  amis  with  an  unpulae  high  ; 

But  the  Dorian  reed  and  Ihe  Spertaa  lyre 
For  (he  sons  of  liberty  ! 

And  still  sweet  flutes,  their  path  around 

Sent  forth  jEolian  breath ; 
They  needed  not  a  sterner  sound 

To  marehsl  them  for  death ! 

So  moved  they  calmly  to  their  field, 

Thence  never  to  return. 
Save  bearing  back  thft  Spartan  shield. 

Or  on  it  proudly  boine  ! 


v.— THE  URN  AMD  SWORD. 

They  sought  for  treasures  in  ihe  tomb. 
Where  gentler  handa  were  wont  10  spread 
Fresh  boughs  and  flowers  ol'purple  bloom. 
And  sunny  ringlets,  for  the  dead.* 

They  scotter'd  far  the  greensward  heap. 
Where  once  those  hands  tlie  bright  wine  pot 
— What  found  they  in  the  home  of  sleep  J— 
A  mouldering  um,  a  shivet'd  sword ' 

An  um,  which  held  the  duat  of  one 

Who  died  when  hearths  and  shrines  were  fr 

A  sword,  whose  work  was  proudly  done 
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VI.— THE  MYRTLE  BOUGH. 

Btua.  green,  alnng  our  eunny  ahoie. 

The  flowering  myrtle  waves, 
Ab  when  its  fragrant  boughs  of  yore 

Wera  offer'd  on  the  gmtea— 
The  graves,  wherein  our  mighty  men 
Had  rest,  nnviolated  ^ii. 

Still  green  it  wavea !  aa  when  the  heorth 

Was  eacred  through  the  land  ; 
And  iearleaa  wns  the  banquet's  mirth, 

And  free  the  minstrel's  hand  ; 
And  Euesta,  with  fining  myrtle  crown'd, 
Sent  me  wreath'd  lyre  and  wine-cup  round. 

Slill  greeni  as  when  on  holy  ground 
The  tyraiifablood  was  pouPd  : 

[''migel  ye.not  what  garlands  bound 
Ttio  young  deliverer's  sword  I 

Though  esTtli  may  shroud  Haroiodins  now. 

We  slill  have  sword  and  myrtle  bough! 


Where,  as  they  paaa'd,  bright  hours 
Lefi  no  &int  sgubb  of  parting,  such  as  dtn^ 
"To  earthly  love,  and  joy  in  loveliest  things ! 


rGdfjgte* 


9J4  ELYS  I  (JUL 

fair  wert  thou,  with  Ihe  light 
On  thy  blue  hills  and  sleepy  waters  caat, 
From  purple  skiea  us'er  deep'ning  into  night. 
Yet  soft,  as  if  each  moment  were  their  hat 

Of  glory,  fading  last 
Along  the  mountains  I— but  thy  golden  day 
Was  not  as  those  that  warn  us  (S  decay. 

And  ever,  through  thy  ^adea, 
A  swell  of  deep  Motiaa  sound  went  by, 
From  fountain-voices  in  their  secret  glades. 
And  low  reed-whispers,  making  sweet  reply 

To  summer's  breezy  sigh. 


And  the  transparent  skv 
Rang  as  a  dome,  all  thrilling  to  the  strain 
Of  harps  that,  'midst  the  woods,  mode  harmony 
Solemn  and  sweet ;  yet  troubling  not  the  brain 

With  dreams  and  yearnings  Tain, 
And  dim  remembrances,  that  still  draw  birth 
From  ihe  bewild'rmg  music  of  the  earth. 

And  who,  with  silent  tread. 
Moved  o'er  the  plains  of  wavmg  asphodel! 
Call'd  from  the  aim  procession  of  the  dead. 
Who,  'midst  the  shadowy  amaranlh'bowcrs  might  dwell. 


They  of  the  sword,  whose  praise, 
■With  file  bright  wme  at  nations'  feasts,  went  round ! 
They  q(  the  lyre,  whose  uniorgotten  lays 
Forth  on  the  winds  had  sent  their  mighty  sound, 

And  in  dU  reglona  found 
Their  echoes  'midst  the  moimtains  1 — and  become 
Inman's  deep  heart  Ba  voices  ofhis  home! 

They  of  the  daring  thought! 
Daring  and  powerful,  yet  to  dual  allied— 
Whose  flight  through  stars,  and  seas,(ind  depths,  bad  so 
The  soul's  far  birdiplace— but  without  a  guide ! 

Sages  and  seers,  who  died, 
And  left  tiie  world  their  high  mysterious  dreams. 
Bom  'midsl  the  olive  wooifi,  by  Grecian  slreBmH. 

But  the  most  loved  are  they 
Of  whom  feme  Epealw  not  with  her  clarion  voice. 
In  regal  hails ! — the  shades  o'erhang  their  way. 


i,Gt.lui;i|L'"- 


The  vale,  with  its  deep  fbunlaina,  is  their  choice, 

And  genda  hearla  reioide 
Around  their  sleps  ;  till  silently  Ihey  die. 
Ah  a  slL-eam  ehtinka  from  summei-'a  burning  eye. 

And  theae — of  whose  abode, 
'Midet  her  green  valleys,  earth  reloin'd  no  trace, 
Save  a  flower  springing  from  their  burial-8od, 


The  peasant  at  his  door 


!  feasta  w 


IT  wind !  ftjm  tim  blight  at 
floated  round  his  head — 


No  lovelier  . .  _ .    . 
Thou  wert  for  nobler  dead 

He  hoard  the  hounding  steps     

And  dgh'd  to  bid  tlie  festal  sun  tarewell ! 

The  slave,  whose  very  tsars 
Were  a  foriiidden  luxuiy,  and  whose  breast 
Kept  the  male  wues  nnd  burning  thoughts  of  years. 
As  embers  in  a  hurial-um  compreaa'd  ; 

He  might  not  be  (by  gueat ! 
No  gentle  breathings  from  thy  distant  Eky 
Came  o'er  his  path,  and  whisper'd  "  Liberty !" 

Calm,  on  its  lenf-strewn  bier. 
Unlike  a  aft  of  Nature  to  Decay, 
Too  rose-Ults  still,  too  beautiful,  too  dear. 
The  child  at  rest  before  the  mother  lay. 

With  its  bright  smile  t — Elysium  !  what  wert  thau 
To  her.  who  wept  o'er  tliat  yonng  sinmb'rer's  brow  ? 

Thou  hadst  no  home,  green  land  ! 
For  the  fair  creature  from  her  bosom  ^one, 
With  life's  (reah  flowers  just  opening  m  its  hand. 
And  all  the  lovely  thonghla  and  dreaina  unknown 

Which,  in  its  clear  eye,  shone 
Like  spring's  first  wakenmg !  but  that  Ught  was  past— 
Where  virenl  the  dewdrop  swept  betbi-e  the  blast? 

Not  where  t'n/  soft  winds  play'd. 
Rot  where  thy  waters  lay  in  glasay  sleep  I 
Fade  with  thy  bowera,  thou  Land  of  Visions,  lade '. 
From  thee  no  voice  come  o'er  the  ^oomy  deep, 

And  bade  man  cease  to  weep  ! 


*ril,»G()"OgfE 


THE  FUNERAL  GENIUS. 


THOd  shouldal  be  took'd  on  when  the  alarlieht  fella 
ThroHgh  the  blue  aUlbieES  of  Ihe  suminer-air, 
Not  by  the  toroh-fite  wavering  on  the  walla — 
It  halh  loo  lilfiil  and  too  wild  a  glaie '. 
And  thou ! — thy  refit,  the  soft,  the  lovely,  eeema 
To  ask  light  steps,  ihitt  will  not  break  ila  dreama, 

FlowelB  are  npon  thy  brow ;  for  eo  iha  dead 
Were  ei'own'd  of  old,  with  pale  spring  flowers  like  tl 
Sleep  on  thine  eye  halh  Bimk  ;  yet  aofily  shed, 
As  from  Ihe  wing  of  aome  faint  HOnlhem  bieeze  ; 
And  the  pine-boughs  o'exshndow  thee  wlfli  gloom 
Whiidi  of  the  grove  seems  brealbing-— not  the  tomb. 


a  good  deal  altered  ^} 
,tecl.    Ab  otl^nallywi 
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They  ftar'd  not  death  '■ — yet  who  shall  say  his  touch 

Thus  IJghty  fells  on  gentle  things  andftir? 

Doth  he  bestow,  or  will  he  leave  so  much 

Of  tender  beauty  as  thy  features  wear  1 

\  Thou  sleeper  of  the  bower !  on  whose  young  eyeH 

So  still  a  lught,  a  ni^t  of  sunnier,  lies ! 

Had  they  seen  aught  like  thee !— Did  some  feir  boy 
Thus,  with  his  graceful  hair,  before  them  rest  1 
— Hia  graceful  hair,  no  more  to  nave  in  joy. 
But  drooping,  as  with  heavy  dews  oppreas'a: 
And  his  eye  veil'd  so  softly  by  its  fringe, 
Atid  his  Up  feded  to  the  Wliile-'njse  litige ! 
Ohi  happy,  if  to  them  the  one  dread  hoar 
Made  known  its  lessons  finm  a  brow  like  thine  ! 
If  ali  their  knowledge  of  the  Kioiler'a  power 
Came  by  a  look  Eo  ti-anquilly  diviiir ' 


But  thou,  feir  slumberer !  was  there  less  of  wo 

Or  love,  or  terror,  in  the  days  of  old. 

That  men  ponr'd  out  their  gladdening  spirit's 


Like  sunshine,  on  ^e  deaolato 


T?ieir  gems  were  lost  ui  ashes— vet  they  made 

The  grave  a  place  of  beauty  and  of  flowere. 

With  fragrant  wreaths,  and  Bitmmer  boughs  array'd, 

And  loyeTy  Bculpture  gleaming  through  the  shade. 

Is  it  for  ua  a  darker  gloom  to  shed 

O'er  its  dun.  ptscincts? — do  we  not  intrust 

But  for  a  time,  its  chambers  with  our  dead, 

And  strew  immortal  seed  upon  the  dust  T 

— Why  should  we  dwell  on  that  which  lies  beneath, 

When  living  light  liath  touth'd  the  brow  of  death  ? 


THE  TOMBS  OF  TLATjEA, 


And  there  they  sleep  1 — the  men  who  stood 
In  anna  before  th'  exulting  sun. 
And  bathed  their  speats  in  Pei-sian  blood. 
And  taught  the  eaith  how  freedom  might  be  wi 


i,,Gcx:i'^li:' 


They  Bleep,  and  Eeema  not  all  around 
As  hallow'd  unto  gloiy'a  lomb] 
Silence  is  on  the  battle  ^roand, 
The  heavens  are  loaded  with  a  breathless  gioom. 

And  slars  are  watching  on  their  heigh^ 
But  dimly  seen  Ihrou^  mist  and  doud. 
And  still  and  solemn  is  the  li^t 
Which  foida  the  plain,  aa  with  a  glimmering  EJiroud, 


liepherd  loves. 

Nor  look  they  down  on  shinuig  streama, 
By  Naiads  haunted  in  their  laurel  groves : 


No  temple  gTeaming  fl  om  t 

'Midst  the  grey  olives,  or  the 
But  o'er  a  dim  and  boundless  waste, 
Thy  Kiya,  e'en  like  a  tomb-lamp's,  brood, 
Whefe  man's  departed  steps  ace  Iraced 

But  by  his  dnsl,  amidst  the  solitude. 
And  be  it  thuH! — What  slave  shall  tread 
a-  freedom's  ancient  battle-plains  1 


Hire  should  no  voice,  no  sound,  be  heard, 
Until  the  bonds  of  Greece  be  riven. 
Save  of  the  leader's  charging  word. 
Or  the  shrill  trumpet  peahng  up  tlirough  heaven! 


No  vines  festoon  your  lonefj 

No  harvest  o'er  your  war-fie 

Till  rushing  winds  proclaim — I 
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THE  VIEW  FROM  CASTRI. 


TnEKE  have  been  bright  End  glorious  pageants  here, 
Where  now  grey  slonea  an  J  mosa-erowii  eolumns  lie ; 
There  have  been  words,  whicli  earth  grew  pale  to  hear, 
Bteath'd  from  the  cavern's  miaty  chambers  nigh : 
There  have  been  voices,  ihrongh  the  sunny  sliy, 
And  the  pine-woods,  their  choral  hymn-notes  eending. 
And  reeife  and  lyres,  their  Dorian  melody. 
With  incense-cloads  aronnd  the  temple  blending, 
And  throngs  with  lani-el-bougbs,  before  the  altar  bending. 

There  hare  been  treasurea  of  the  seas  and  isles 
Bron^t  to  the  day-god's  now-forsaken  throne ; 
Thunders  have  peal'd  alono  the  rodt-defiles. 
When  the  fer-echoiug  batUe-hom  made  iinown 
That  foea  were  on  their  way  !■— the  deep-wind's  moan 
Hath  chill'd  th'  invader's  heart  with  secret  fear. 
And  ftotn  the  Sybil-grottos,  wild  and  lone. 
Storms  have  gone  forth,  which,  in  their  fierce  eai-eer. 
From  his  bold  iSnd  have  struck  the  barniar  and  the  spear. 

The  shrine  hath  sunk ! — but  ^ou  unchansed  art  there  I 
Mount  of  the  voice  and  vision,  robed  with  dreams ! 
Unchanged,  and  rushing  through  the  radiant  air. 
With  thy  dark  wavuig  pines,  and  flashing  et 


Or  golden  cloud  which  Hoals  around  thee,  seems 
As  with  its  mantle  veilmg  from  our  gaie 
The  mysteries  of  the  past,  the  gods  of  elder  days  ! 

Away,  yain  pfaantaaiea ! — doth  less  of  power 
Dweil  ronnd  thy  summit,  or  thy  clll6  invest. 
Though  in  deep  stillness  now,  the  ruin's  flower 
Wave  o'er  the  pillars  mooldeiing  on  thj  breast  7 
— Lift  throa^  the  free  blae  heavens  thins  nnniuu 
Let  the  graat  rooks  Iheir  solitude  re 
-    "  ■  ^  ■      '  '  -eak  thy  I 

lUtaient  L. 

to  speak  ih'  Eternal's  reign  !* 
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THE  FESTAL  IIOIIB. 


THE  FESTAL  HOUR. 

When  are  the  lessona  given 
That  shakeB  the  startled  earth  1    When  wakes  the  foe 
While  the  Kend  sieepa !    When  fells  the  traitor's  blow  ' 

When  are  proud  sceptj^a  riven, 
Higli  hopa  tferUirown!— It  ia  when  lands  rejoice, 
Wfien  raties  blazs  and  liS  the'  ejiulling  voice. 
And  wave  theii  haniters  to  the  kindling  heaven ! 

Fear  ye  the  featal  hour ! 
When  mirth  o'eiHows,  then  tremble  !— 'Twas  a  night 
Of  goi^ous  revel,  wreaths,  and  dance,  and  light, 

When  throueh  the  re^  bower 
The  trumpet  peaPd,  ereyet  the  bom  was  done. 
And  thei-B  were  shnefcs  in  aolden  Bahjlon, 
And  trampling  annies,  rutliless  in  tlieir  power. 

The  maifcle  shiines  were  crowu'd : 
Youi!a  voices,  through  the  blue  Athenian  ^y. 
And  Dorian  reeds,  made  sununer-melody. 

And  censers  waved  around  ; 
And  lyres  were  strung  and  bright  libations  pout'J ! 

'   ■'       ■      ■     "      ■'       ■   "avenging sv 
bound !' 

Through  Rome  a  triumph  pastfd. 
Rich  in  her  Bun-g&d's  uiButlmg  beams  went  by 


, p Jsled; 

A  stately  victor,  orown'd  ana  robed,  came  last.t 

And  many  a  Dryad's  bower 
Had  lent  the  laurels  which,  in  vraving  play, 
Sto'd  the  warm  air,  tmd  glisten'd  roimd  hia  way. 

As  a  quick-flasning  sEower. 
~-0'er  hia  own  porch,  meantime,  the  cypress  hung. 
Through  his  fair  hajls  a  cry  of  acguiab  rung — 
Woe  ioc  the  dead  1 — the  feeler's  broken  flower ! 

A  sound  of  lyre  and  song, 
lu  the  still  night,  went  floating  o'er  ihe  Nile, 
Whose  waves,  by  many  an  old  mysterious  pile. 

Swept  with  that  voice  along  ; 

*  The  sword  o(  BarDiixUus. 

■■  *"    '  ■"  "    '  "   '      "  w  days  betbre,  ami 


'leil  ill  ch^Ds! 


^days  bfltbre, 
If  Alaudon,  w 
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THE  FESTAL  IIOUK. 

And  lamps  were  Bhining  o'er  the  red  wine's  foam 
Where  a  chief  reveU'd  in  a  monarch's  dome. 
And  iresh  rose-gsirlands  deck'd  a  gliltering  Uirong. 

'Twas  Antony  Ihal  bade 
The  joyous  chords  ring  out  1 — bat  strains  arose 
Of  wdder  omen  at  Uie  banquet" a  close ! 

Sounds,  by  no  morial  made  * 
Shook  AJeiandria  through  her  slreeJs  that  ni^, 
And  ifflffl'd — and  with  another  aiinaet's  li^t. 
The  kingly  Roman  on  hia  bier  was  laid, 

Bright  'midat  ifs  vineyards  lay 
The  fair  Campanian  eity.T  with  its  towers 
And  temples  gleaming  ihroagh  davit  olive-bowerHj 

Clear  in  the  golden  day ; 
Joy  was  aronnd  it  03  the  Elowins  sky. 
And  crowds  had  fillM  its  Lils  of  revelry, 


A  cloud  came  o'er  the  face 
Ofllalrt  rich  heaven ! — iW  ciyslal  blue 
Was  chfT'ced,  and  deepen'd  to  a  wrathful  hue 

Of  niglit,  o'eishadowing  space. 
As  with  the  wings  of  death  1 — in  ail  hia  power 
Vesavius  woke,  and  burl'd  the  bnmine  shower. 
And  who  could  tell  the  buried  city's  ^ace  l 

Such  things  have  been  of  yore. 
In  the  gay  regions  where  the  tifiDns  blow. 
And  purple  smnmere  all  their  sleepy  glow 

On  Sie  arape-clusteTB  pom- ; 
And  where  the  palms  to  spicy  winds  are  waidng, 
Alon§  clear  seas  of  meitiu^  sapphire,  laving, 
Ab  with  a  Sow  of  light,  then  southern  shore. 

Turn,  we  to  other  climes  '■ — 
Far  in  the  Druid-Isle  a  feast  was  spi-ead, 
'MidBt  the  rock-altars  of  tlie  waiTior  dead  :J 


in  given  by  Plauircli,  in  Wi  lift  of  Antony,  of 


;T^I,yUOOg1t' 


m  soKG  or  THE 

But  ere  the  giant-fene 
CaslitsbroodshadowsonthB  robe  of  even, 
Hu^'d  were  the  banls,  and  in  the  face  of  heaven. 

O'er  thai  old  burial-plain 
Flashed  the  keen  Saxon  dagger  I— Blood  was  fitreaming 
Where  late  the  mead-cnp  to  the  sun  waa  gleamicg. 
And  Brildn's  hearths  were  hesp'd  that  night  in  vain — 

For  they  retum'd  no  more ! 
They  ihst  went  forth  at  mom,  with  reckless  heart, 
In  that  fierce  banquet's  mirth  to  bear  tiieu'  part ; 

And,  on  the  rashy  floor, 
And  toe  bright  speais  and  bncMers  of  the  walls. 
The  high  waod-lireB  were  blazing  in  fheir  halls: 
Bat  not  for  them — they  slept— their  feast  was  o  er  I 

Fear  ye  the  ieatal  hom ! 
Ay,  treraHe  when  the  cup  of  Joy  o'etflow's ! 
Tame  down  the  swelling  heart ! — the  bridal  rose. 

And  the  rich  myrtle^  (lower 
Have  veil'd  the  Eword ! — Red  wines  have  sparkled  fesl 
From  venom'd  gobleta,  and  soft  breezes  pasa'd, 
With  felal  perfiirae,  thioagh  the  revel's  bower. 

Twitie  the  young  glowing  wreath  ! 
But  pour  not  all  yonr  spirit  in  the  song, 
Which  through  the  sJty's  deep  azure  floats  along, 

lake  sammer's  quickening  breath ! 
The  ground  is  hollow  in  the  path  of  mirth: 
Oh !  tar  loo  daring  seems  the  joy  of  earth. 
So  darkly  press'd  and  gudted  in  by  death ! 


SONG  OF  TUB  BATTLE  0 
["  In  the  year  1315.  Swlteerlana  waa  Invaded  by  Duke  Leopold  o( 

cordis,  tbr  the  parpose  of  bind^  their  chlefi,  and  putting  Ihem 

"  The  ISlh  of  October,  13IS,  aawned.  The  snn  dartBcl  its  flrnl 
rays  on  Iha  shields  Bndariaoi'oflhGudvaacing  host;  and  this  be- 
ing 'ha  llrsl  Minr  ever  known  to  havo  atleirnjled  the  ftonllers  of 

Montftirt  de  Teimang  lori  Iha  cavnlrylnlo  the  narrow  ifflsa.  and 

and  the  late.    Ttie  flfty  iiien  on  ilio  RaiLnuiice  (above  MucgarUn^ 
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mlaed  ft  ailddfiQ  altout,  luid  railed  doi7ii  heaps  of  rn 

uereelvliw  tha  loipi 
close  array,  uiiall 

massy  cluba  tbisydfL , 

deal!  their  Mows  and  thuiata  wilt  long  plkea.  The  nan 
of  Ihs  deflie  lulmilted  of  aa  evotutiDnB.  and  a  slight  ftoat 
injured  Ihe  road,  the  horses  were  Impeded  in  all  iheii  m 

wiiofe  column  gave  may,  apd  fell  suddenly  back'  on  the  Ic 
and  these  last,  m  Ihe  nalure  of  the  country  did  not  allow  i 

Wlnlerlbut,  where  Ihe  hlslorian  of  Ihe  times  saw  him  a 

The  wine-monih*  flhone  in  iis  golden  prime, 

Aiid  the  red  grapes  ciuatering  hun^, 
Bui  a  deeper  sound,  through  the  Swiizer's  oUme, 
Than  ttie  vinlaHe  music,  rung. 

A  sound,  tiu-oudi  yaulted  cave, 

A  sound,  throngii  echolne  glen, 
Like  the  hollow  swell  of  a  rusimig  wave ; 

— 'Twaa  the  tread  of  steel-girt  men. 


Till  the  Alps  replied  to  that  vc 
With  a  (houannd  of  their  on 


I^e  the  larch-boHgha  m 

In  Haeli's  +  wilda  there  whs  gleaming  steel, 

Aa  the  liost  of  the  Austrian  pa^'d ; 
And  the  Schreckhorn'Ht  rocke,  with  a  aayage  peal. 
Made  mirth  of  his  clarion's  blast. 
Up  'midst  ihe  Eighi'a^  anows, 
The  stonily  march  was  heard; 
With  the  charger's  tramp,  whence  fire-spatkfl  rose; 
Ajid  the  leader's  gathering  word. 


SONG  OF  THE 


The  herdsman  s  luiu  is  sRong ! 
The  Ban  was  reddening  the  douda  of  m. 

Whan  they  entei'd  the  rock-defile, 
And  shrill  a3ajayDu3hunte^''ahorn 
Their  bugles  rung  Ihe  while. 
But  on  Ihe  misly  height, 
Where  Ihe  i -' '-  -~- 


There  was  stillness,  as  of  deep  dead  nighl. 

And  a  panse — but  not  of  fear, 
ViTiile  the  Swltzera  gazed  on  the  gathering  might 
Of  the  hosffle  shield  and  fpear. 
On  wound  those  columns  bright 
Between  the  lake  and  wood, 
But  they  loofc'd  not  to  the  misty  height 
Where  the  moimlain-people  stood. 

The  pass  was  fill'd  with  their  senied  power. 

All  helm'd  and  mail-array'd. 
And  their  steps  had  sounds  like  o.  Ihunder-shower 
In  the  rustlmg  forest-shade. 

There  were  prince  and  crested  knight, 
Hemm'd  m  by  cliff  and  flood, 
Wlien  a  ahont  arose  fram  the  misty  height 
Where 'the  mountaui-people  stood. 
And  the  mighty  rooks  came  boimding  down. 

Their  startled  foes  among, 
With  a  joyous  whirl  froni  the  summit  thrown — 
— Oh!  the  herdsman's  ami  is  strong! 
They  came  hke  lauwine*  huil'd 
From  Alp  to  Alp  in  play, 
When  the  echoea  shout  through  the  snowy  world 
And  the  pines  are  borne  away. 

The  fir-wooda  orash'd  on  the  moan  tain-side, 

And  the  SwitseiB  ruali'd  from  high, 
With  a  sudden  charge,  on  tbe  flower  and  pride 
Of  the  Austrian  chivalry : 
Like  hunters  of  the  deer. 
They  storm'd  the  narrow  deli, 
And  first  in  the  shook,  with  Uri's  spear. 
Was  the  arm  of  William  TeU.t 
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!  empire's  banner  men 
From  its  place  of  waving  fi-ee, 
Went  down  hefiire  the  sheijlierd-men, 
The  men  of  the  PoreBt-aea  * 

With  their  pikea  and  maaay  cluba  Ihey  brake 

1'he  cuirass  and  the  shield, 
And  the  war-horae  dash'd  to  the  reddening  lake 
From  Ihe  reapers  ot'tlie  field ! 

The  field— but  not  of  sheaves — 
Proud  creBis  and  pennoiia  lay, 
Sliewii  o'er  it  thick  as  the  birch-wood  leavea, 
In  the  autumn  tempest's  vray. 

Oh '  the  sun  in  heaven  fierce  havoc  view'd. 

When  the  Austrian  tiun'd  to  fly. 
And  the  brave,  in  the  ttampllog  multituds. 
HEid  a  fearful  death  to  die  ! 
And  the  leader  of  the  war 
At  eve  unhelm'd  was  seen. 
With  a  hurrying  step  on  the  wilds  alar. 
And  a  pale  and  troubled  mien. 

But  the  Bona  of  the  land  which  (he  freeman  tills. 

Went  back  from  the  battle-loil, 
To  their  cabin  homes  'midst  the  deep  green  hilia. 

All  burden'd  with  royal  spoil. 
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ZAfflon,  A  young  Arab. 


Scene  I. 

The  eea-shore  near  Lisbon. 

Sessstjas — Gonzalez — Zamok. 

Seh.  With  what  young  lift  and  i'ragrance  in  iia  bren 
My  nalivB  air  salutes  me '.  from  the  groveB 
Of  ciWbn,  and  the  mountains  of  the  vine. 
And  thy  majestic  tide  ^ns  tbamiiig  on 
In  power  and.  freedom  o'er  its  golden  sanda. 
Fair  sEwam,  my  Tajo !  youlh,  with  all  its  g[ow 
And  pride  of  feeling,  tbreugh  my  soul  andtrame 
Again  aeems  rushing,  as. these  noble  waves 
Post  llieir  bright  shores  flowjoyoudy.    Sweet  land, 
My  own,  myTalheitf  land,  of  sunny  skies 
And  otange-bowera ! — Oh !  is  it  not  a  dream 
That  ihns  I  tread  thy  soil  t    Or  do  I  wake 
Fiom  a  dark  dream  but  now  !     Gonzalez,  say, 
DolJi  it  not  bring  the  flush  of  early  life 
Back  on  th'  awidtening  spirit  thus  to  gaze 
On  the  fer-sweepiiis  nver,  and  the  shades 
Which  in  their  undulating  motion  speak 
Of  gentle  winds  amidal  bright  waters  bom, 
Aiier  tii  fie^  skies  and  dark-red  sands 
(yt  the  lone  desert?    Time  and  toil  must  needs 
Have  ohanged  ovr  mien ;  but  this,  our  blessed  land. 
Hath  gained  but  richer  beauty  sii '^  -  ' 


A  hue  of  desolation,  and  the  calm, 
The  solitude  and  silence  which  petvade 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean,  seem  belonging  less 
To  peace  than  sadnCEs !     We  have  proudly  st 
Even  on  this  shore,  beside  the  Atlantic  wave. 
When  it  hath  look'd  not  thus 
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Ay,  now 

Anil  the  winds  blew  ii> ___  .  

With  ail  its  hues  of  glory,  seenia  fo  burst 

Again  upon  my  vmon '.    I  behold 

The  stately  bErliB,  the  arming,  the  stray, 

The  crests,  (he  bannsra  of  my  chivalry 

Swayed  by  the  sea-breeze  ti!f  their  motion  diow'd 

Like  joyous  life  !    How  the  proud  billowa  foam'd  '■ 

Ajid  the  oais  flash'd,  Uke  li^Rimga  of  the  deep, 

And  the  tail  apears  weni;  glancing  to  the  euii, 

Aud  HCBtlering  round  qniokrayH,  aaif  to  guide 

The  valiant  nnto  fiiroe!    Ay,  the  blue  heaven 

Seemed  for  that  noble  scene  a  canopy 

Scarce  too  majestic,  while  it  rang  a&r 

To  peals  of  warlike  aonnd !    My  gallsnt  bands  ! 

Where  are  you  now  1 

Gon.  Bid  the  wide  desert  tell 

Where  sleep  iJa  dead '.    To  miglitier  hosts  than  them 
Hath  it  lent  graves  ere  now ;  and  on  its  breast 
Is  room  for  nations  yet '. 

Seb.  It  cannot  be 

That  all  have  perished !    Many  a  noble  man, 
Made  captive  on  that  war-field,  may  have  hurst 
His  bonds  like  oura.    Cloud  not  this  ileetina  hour, 
Wliieh  to  my  soul  is  as  the  fountain's  draught 
To  the  parehed  lip  of  fpser,  with  a  thought 
So  darkly  sad ! 

Gon.  Oh  never,  never  east 

That  deep  remembrance  from  you !    When  once  more 
Your  place  is  'midst  earth's  ruleis,  let  it  dwell 
Around  you,  as  the  shadow  of  your  throne, 
Wlierein  the  land  may  test.     My  king,  this  hour 
(Solemn  as  that  which  to  the  voyagei's  eye. 
In  lar  and  dun  perspective,  doth  unfold 
A  new  and  boundless  world)  may  haply  be 
The  last  In  which  (he  counige  and  the  power 
Of  truth's  high  voice  may  reach  you.    Who  may  stand 
As  man  to  man,  as  friend  to  fiiend,  before 
The  ancestral  ^rone  of  monarcha  I    Or,  perchance, 
Toils,  such  as  tome  the  loftiest  to  endutunce. 
Henceforth  may  wait  us  here !    But  howsoe'er 
This  be,  the  lessons  now  from  sufferings  past 
Befit  all  time,  all  change.     Oh '-  by  the  blood. 
The  free,  the  generous  blood  of  Portugal,- 
Shed  on  the  sands  of  Afiic, — by  the  names 
Which,  with  their  centuries  of  high  renown. 
There  died,  eiUnct  foe  ever,— let  not  those 
Who  stood  in  hope  and  glory  at  our  fade 
Here,  on  this  veiy  sea-beach,  whence  they  pass'd 
"To  fell,  and  leave  no  trophy.— let  them  not 
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Be  soon,  be  e'er  forgotten !  for  iheir  Ihte 
Bears  a  deep  warning  in  its  awfolnesa, 
Wiienee  power  migliE  well  learn  wisdom  j 

Sei.  Think'st  thou,  dien. 

That  years  of  faifleranee  and  captivity, 
Snob  as  have  bow'd  down  eagle  hearts  ere  now, 
And  niiide  1^^  ener^ea  tlieir  spoil,  have  pase'd 
So  lightly  o'er  my  spirit  1    Jl  is  not  thus ! 
The  things  thou  wonldst  recall  are  not  of  thoss 
To  he  forgotten !    But  my  heoit  hath  stUl 

And  it 


Wlien  knightly  crests  are  iramplea,  and  proud  helme 

Cleft,  and  strong  breaatpktes  ^iver'd.    Thou  art  one 

To  lohisE  the  soul  of  gallant  Ibctitade 

Into  the  oBptiie's  bosom,  and  beguile 

liie  long  wow  march  beneath  the  bumuig  noon 

With  lofty  patience  ;  but  lin:  those  quick  burals 

Those  buoyant  efforts  of  the  soul  to  cast 

Her  weight  of  care  to  earth,  those  brief  delights 


I,  or  a  young  breeze,  whose  wing 
}  joy :  for  thmga  like  these 
Ihies!— And  thou,  my  Zomov, 


Whose  source  is  in  a  sunbeam,  or 

Which  stirs  the  blood,  or  a ; 

Wanders  in  chalnless  joy :  i 

Thou  hast  no  sympathies !-__..        .     , 

Art  wrapt  in  thought  t    I  welcome  thee  to  this, 

The  kingdom  of  niy  fiithera.    Is  it  not 

A  eoodly  heritage  ? 

Ztcm.  Tlie  land  is  fair: 

But  he,  the  nrcher  of  the  wilderness, 
Bcholdech  not  the  palms  beneath  wbo!«  shade 
His  tents  are  scattci'd,  and  his  camels  rest ; 
Arid  therefore  is  he  sad ! 

Seh.  Thou  must  not  puie 

With  that  sick  yearning  of  the  unpatient  heart. 
Which  makes  Uie  eiile's  hfe  one  iever'd  dream 
Of  sMea,  snd  hUls,  end  voices  fai;  away, 
And  &ceB  wealing  the  ^miliar  hues 
Lent  by  his  native  sunbeams.    I  hare  known 
Too  much  of  thft,  and  woidd  not  see  another 
Thus  daily  die.    If  it  be  so  with  thee. 
My  gentle  Zamor,  speak.    Behold,  our  bark 
Yet,  with  her  white  sails  CB.tching  sunset's  glow. 
Lies  within  signal  reach.   .If  it  be  thns, 
Then  &re  thee  well — ferewell,  thou  brave,  and  tm 
And  generous  friend !    How  oflen  is  our  path 
Cross  d  by  some  being  whose  bright  spiiit  sheds 
A  passing  gladness  o^  It,  bat  whose  comse 
Leads  down  another  current,  never  more 
To  blend  with  ouis !    Yet  lor  within  our  souli. 
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Amidst  the  rashing  of  the  imsy  world, 
Dwells  many  a  secret  thought  which  lingurs  yet 
Around  that  image.    And  e'en  eo,  kind  Zainot, 
Shail  thou  be  long  reniembersd  ! 

Zam.  By  the  fame 

Of  my  brave  site,  whose  deeds  the  wctrior  tribes 
Tell  round  the  desert's  watchfire,  at  the  bout 
Of  silence,  and  of  coolness,  and  of  stats, 
X  will  not  leave  ihea !    'Twos  in  such  an  hour 
The  di-eams  of  rest  were  on  me,  and  I  lay 
Shrouded  in  slumber's  mantle,  as  within 
The  chambeis  of  the  dead.    Who  saved  me  then, 
Wheii  the  pard,  soundlei^  as  the  midnight,  stole 
Soft  on  the  sleeper  1    Whose  keen  dart  transfix"!! 
The  monarch  of  the  solitudes  1     I  woke. 
And  =aw  thy  javelm  crimson'd  with  his  blood, 
Thou  my  deliverer '.  and  my  heart  e'en  then 
Call  d  thee  its  brother, 

Seb  For  tliat  gift  of  life 

With  one  of  tenfold  piioe,  even  freedom's  self, 
Thou  hast  repaid  me  well, 

Zam.  Then  bid  me  not 

Forsake  thee  !    Though  my  father's  tents  may  rise 
At  times  upon  my  spii'it,  yet  my  home 
Shall  be  smidat  thy  motintama.  Prince,  and  thou 
Shalt  be  my  ohiefi  until  I  see  thee  robed 
With  all  tirr  power.    When  thou  canst  need  no  more 
'Thiue  Arab's  Mthfbl  heiirt  and  vigorous  arm, 
From  the  green  ipgions  of  the  setting  sun 
Then  ^allthe  wanderei  tnin  liis  steps,  and  seek 
His  orient  wild's  again. 

Eeb.  Be  near  me  still, 

And  ever,  0  my  wanior !    I  ehall  stand 
Again  amidst  my  hoBtH  a  mail^ad  ting,. 
Begirt  with  spears  and  banneis,  and  the  pomp 
And  die  proud  sounds  of  battle.    Be  thy  place 
Then  at  my  aide.    When  doth  a  monarch  cease 
To  need  true  hearts,  bold  hands  1    Not  in  the  iiehi 
Of  aims,  nor  on  the  throne  of  power,  not  yet 
The  couch  of  sleep.    Be  our  fitend,  we  will  not  part. 

Gon.  Be  all  thy  friends  then  faithful,  for  e'en  yet 
They  may  be  fiercely  tried. 

Seb,  I  doubt  them  not. 

Elven  now  my  heart  beats  high  to  meet  their  welcome. 
JUet  ns  away! 

Gon.  Yet  hear  once  more  roy  liege ; 

The  humblest  pilgrim  from  his  distant  sbrme 
Returning,  finds  not  e'en  his  peasant  home 
Uiichanged  amidst  its  vineyards.    Some  loved  (ace, 
Whicli  made  the  aun-light  of  his  lowly  board, 
Is  touch'd  by  sickness ;  some  amiUnr  voice 
Greets  him  no  more;  and  shall  not  fete  and  time 
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Have  done  (heir  work,  since  lost  we  parted  hence, 
l^n  an  empira  ?  Aj^  within  those  yeaiB, 
Hearts  from  their  ancient  worahip  have  fiJI'n  off 
And  bow'd  before  new  stars ;  high  names  have  aunk 
iFrom  their  eupremacy  of  place,  and  others 
Gone  forth,  and  mnde  themBelvea  the  mighty  soiulds 
At  which  thronee  tremble.    Oh '.  be  slow  to  trust 
E'en  those  to  wliom  your  smiles  were  wont  to  seem 
As  light  is  unto  fiowers.    Search  well  the  depths 
Of  bosoms  in  mbose  keeping  you  would  shrine 
The  saeret  of  your  state.    Storms  pass  not  by 
Leaving  earth  s  face  luichanged. 

Set.  Whence  didst  thou  learn 
The  cold  dnatruat  which  casts  so  deep  a  shadow 
O'er  H  moat  noble  nature! 

Gon.  Life  hath  been 
My  stem  and  only  teacher.    I  have  known 
Vicisffltades  in  all  things,  but  the  most 
In  imiuan  hearts.    Oh  i  yet  awhile  tame  down 
That  royal  spirit,  till  the  hour  be  come 
When  it  may  bniat  its  bondage !  On  diy  brow 
The  Bona  of  burning  climes  Imve  set  their  seal. 
And  toil,  and  years,  and  petils,  have  cot  pass  d 
O'er  the  bright  aspect,  and  the  ardent  eye. 
As  dolh  a  bi-eeze  of  summer.    Be  that  change 
The  mast  beneath  whose  shelter  thou  inay'st  read 
Men's  thoughts,  and  veil  thine  own. 

Seb.  Ami  thus  changed 
From  all  1  was  1    And  yet  it  needs  must  be, 
Since  e'en  my  sonl  hath  caught  another  hue 
Frcm  its  long  suffeiings.    Did  I  not  array 
The  gallant  Bower  of  Lusian  chivalry. 
And  lead  the  mighty  of  the  land,  to  pour 
Destniotion  on  the  Moslem '.    1  return, 
fe  and  a  trasted  friend, 


Scene  II. 
A  Street  in  Lisbon  illuminated. 
Many  Ciitkems. 
Is*  at.  In  sooth  our  dly  wears  a  goodly  mien 
With  her  fer-b!a2Uig  fenes,  and  festive  lamps 
Shining  ftom  all  her  marble  palaces. 
Countless  as  heaven's  fob-  stars.     The  humblest  lattice 
Sends  forth  its  radiance.    How  the  sparkUng  waves 
Wims  back  the  tight  \ 

id  at.  Ay,  'tis  a  gallant  show ; 

And  one  which  serves,  like  olhpfs,  to  conceal 
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TMn^  which  moat  not  bo  lold. 
3dCit.  What  wovildst  thou  Bay) 

2d  at.  That  which  may  scarce,  in  perilous  times  like  ihesu, 
Be  said  with  Eslety.    Hast  Ihon  ioolt'd  within 
Those  stately  pajaeea  I     Were  they  but  peopled 
With  the  high  race  of  wBiliks  nobfea,  once 
Their  princely  lords,  think'sl  thou,  good  friend,  that  now 
Tliey  would  be  gllttBiing  with  tliia  hollow  pomp, 
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Thou  say'st  well, 
none  mil  a  land  Ibisaken  of  ifs  cbie^ 
Had  been  80  lost  and  won, 

iihCil.  The  lot  is  oast; 

We  have  but  to  yield.    Hush.!  for  some  eirango^  coi 
Now  Mends,  beware. 

1^  Cit.  Pid  the  kin^  psas  this  vfay 

At  morning,  with  bis  trainl 

"■'"-■'  Ay.  saw  you  not 

iBith  GoNZAi,.  and  Zimoe. 

MO.  to  L-on  This  should  be 

The  night  of  aoms  high  festival.    E'en  thus 
My  royal  city  to  the  sides  sent  up 
From  her  illumined  fenes  and  towers  a  voiee 
Oigladnes,  welcoming  our  firsl  return 
FVjm  AfritfE  coast.    Speak  thon,  Gonzalez,  ask 
The  cause  of  tiiis  rejoicing.    To  my  heart 
Deep  feelings  rash,  so  mingled  and  so  fiist, 
My  voice  perchance  might  tremble. 

Gon.  Citiaen, 

What  festal  night  is  this,  ^at  all  your  streels 
Are  ihrong'd  and  glitlerbig  ihual 

1st  Cit.  Hast  thou  not  heard 

Of  Ibe  king's  enliy,  in  triumphal  pomp, 
This  very  mom  1 

Goji,  The  kingl  triumphal  pomp  I 

Thy  words  are  dark. 

b'eb.  Speak  yot  again:  mine  ears 

Ring  with  strange  sounds.    A^in ! 

Is*  Cit.  I  said,  the  king, 

PhiUp  of  Spain,  and  now  of  Poitugal, 
Tliia  morning  enter'd  widi  a  conqueror's  tmin 


city's  roy^  paloo. 
We  hold  our  festival. 


Seb.  Philip  of  Spain!  We  alumhei-,  till  aroased 
By  th'  earthquake's  burating  shock.    Hath  there  not  M'n 
A  sudden  darkness '.    All  Ibinga  seem  to  fioat 
Obseui«ly  round  me.    Now  'us  past.    The  streefs 
Are  blazing  wi^  strange  tu<e.    Go,  quench  those  lamps ; 
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, ^, til  whirl.    How  dare  ye  ihua 

Iiidit  up  joax  Bhrinea  for  him  1 

(foa.  Away,  away  I 

ThJai3iid.time,noa!ene~ 

Sel.  Philip  of  Spain! 

How  name  ye  this  iiiir  land  ^   Why — is  it  not 
The  free,  (he  chivalrons  Portugal  ?  the  land 
By  the  proud  ransom  of  heroic  blood 
Won  from  the  Moot  of  old  ?    Did  that  red  atreani 
Sink  to  the  earth,  and  leare  no  fiery  current 


IS  of  noble  meit,  that  so 
ound  of  hoHti 
's  baniei] 


Full  swelling  al  the  sound  of  hostile  st 
Mig^t  be  a  kingdom's  baniei  ] 
as  Cit.  That  high  blood 


Which  sliould  have  been  our  strength,  profusely  died 
Br  the  rash  King  Ssbastian,  bathed  the  plains 
Of  fatal  Aleaaar.    Our  monarch's  guilt 
Hath  brought  tins  ruin  down. 

Sib.  Must  this  be  heard, 

And  bome,and  tmchas^ed.    Man,  darest  thou  stand 
Before  ma  &ce  to  tace,  and  thus  airaign 
ThjEovereiffli? 

Zam.  iasiae  to  Seh.)  Shall  I  lift  ihe  sword,  my  Prinee, 
Against  thy  foes ! 

Son.  Be  still — or  all  is  loal. 

2d  Cit.  I  dare  speak  that  which  all  men  tlimk  and  know. 
"Pis  to  Sebastian,  and  his  wasta  of  life. 
And  power,  and  treasure,  that  we  owe  tiiese  bonds. 

SdCit.  "Tnlk  not  of  bonds.    May  our  new  monarch  rule 
The  weaiy  land  in  peace  !  But  who  art  thou ! 
Whence  com'st  thou,  haughty  stranger,  that  these  things, 
Known  to  oli^ations,  should  be  new  lo  thee ! 

Seb.  lieilmj.)  I  come  from  regions  where  the  cities  Ue 
In  ruins,  not  m  chains. 

[Exit  with  GoMslL.  and  Zmiok, 

id  at.  He  wears  the  mien 

Of  one  that  hath  commanded  ;  yet  his  looks 
And  words  were  strangely  wild. 

1st  Cit.  Mark'd  you  his  fierce 

Atid  haughty  g^lures,  and  the  fla^  that  broke 
From  his  dark  eye,  when  ICng  Sebastian's  name 
Became  our  theme  1 

2d  Cit.  Trust  me,  there's  more  in  this 

Than  may  be  hghtlysaid.    These  are  no  limes 
To  breathe  men's  thoughts  i'  th'  open  face  of  heaven 
And  ear  of  multitudes.    They  that  would  apeak 
Of  rnonarcha  and  their  deeds,  should  keep  within 
Their  quiet  homes.    Come,  let  us  hence,  and  then 
'""'"  — of  this  stranger. 
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Tlie  roTiico  of  a  Palace. 

SEBASixan, — GoBZALEZ. — Zamoa. 

iSei.  Widistand  me  not !  I  tell  thee  that  m;  aanl, 
Witb  all  it9  passionate  energiea,  is  coua?d 
Unto  that  fearful  sli'ength  wfiich  natst  have  way 
E'en  like  the  eiemenla,  in  their  hour  of  might 
And  master;  o'er  creation, 

Gon.  But  they  wait 

That  hour  in  silence.    O I  be  calm  awhile. 
Thine  ia  not  come.    My  king— 

Se6.  I  am  no  king, 

While  in  the  very  palace  of  my  area. 
Ay,  where  mine  eyea  fiist  drsmk  ^e  glorious  light, 
wEere  my  soul's  thrilling  echoes  hiet  awoke 
To  the  high  sound  of  earth's  immortal  names, 
Th*  usurper  Hves  and  reigns.    I  am  no  king 


When  the  brave  hear  iaeix  chief! 

Gail,  Peace,  Zamor,  peace  1 

Child  of  the  deaert,  wlmt  hast  Ihou  to  do 
With  the  cahn  hour  of  counael  J 

— Monarch,  pause, 
A  kingdom's  destiny  should  not  be  th'  sport 
Of  passion's  recltleM  winds.    There  is  a  time 
When  men,  in  very  wearmess  of  heart 
And  careless  desolation,  tamed  to  yield 
By  misery,  strong  as  death,  will  lay-  their  soula 
E'en  at  the  conqueror's  feet,  as  nstore  smks. 
After  long  torture,  into  cold  and  dull, 
And  heavy  sleep.    But  cumes  there  not  an  hour 
Of  fierce  atonement  ?    Ay,  the  slurabcrer  wakes 
With  eather'd  strength  and  vengeance  ;  and  the  lersa 
And  the  remembrBnce  of  his  agonies 
Are  in  themselves  apower,  wlioss  ieaiftl  path 
Is  like  ihe  path  of  ocean,  when  the  heavens 
Take  off  its  interdict.    Wait  then  jhe  hour 
OfthaC  high  impulse. 

Seb.  t  it  not  the  sun 

Whose  radiant  bursdngthrougli  the  embattled  clouds 
Doth  make  it  mom  i    The  hotur  of  which  thou  speak'st, 
Itself,  with  alt  its  glory,  is  the  woiii 
Of  some  commandmg  nature,  which  doth  bid 
The  sullen  shades  disperse.    Away  ! — e'en  now 
The  land's  high  hearts,  the  fearless  and  the  true, 
Shall  know  they  have  a  leader.    Is  not  this 
The  mansion  of  mine  own,  mine  earliest,  friend 


Oon.  "Ay,  i(B  glittering  lamps  too  well 
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Illume  ihe  statelj'  vestibule  to  len.™ 

Our  Mgiil  a  nionieiil'H  doubt.    He  ever  loved 

Such  pageantries. 

Sell.  His  dwelling  thus  edom'd 

Ou such  B iieht !  iTet  will  lEeek bini  iiere. 
He  mnst  he  fiithful,  and  to  hua  the  lirst 
Mytoleahallbereveal'd.'  A  sudden  chill 
Falls  on  my  heart :  and  yet  I  will  not  wrong 
My  friend  wilh  dull  suspicion.  He  hath  betn 
Ijnli'd  all  too  closely  with  mme  inmost  soul. 
And  what  have  I  to  lose ! 

Gim.  Is  tliwr  blood  noueht 

Wlio  without  hope  will  follow  where  thou  lead'st, 
E'en  unu)  deaths 

Seb.  Was  that  a  brave  man's  voice  1 

Warrior,  and  friend !  how  long  then  hast  thoa  leam'd 
To  hold  Ihy blood  thus  dear! 

Iron.  Of  mine,  mine  own 
Think'Et  thou  I  spoke  1    When  all  is  slied  for  thee 
Tiiou'lt  Itnow  me  better. 

Seb.  (eiiiering  (Aej)o2nce.)  For  a  while  ferewell.  l£xil 

Gon.  Thus  princes  lead  men's  lieaita.    Come,  Follow  rao. 
And  ifa  home  is  left  me  arill,  brave  Zamor, 
There  will  I  bid  thee  welcome.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV. 

A  Hall  within  the  palace. 

SEBasriAM. — SvLVEmA. 

^Ib.  Whence  art  thou,  slianger  1 — what  would'al  thou  wilh 

There  is  a  tieiy  wildness  in  thy  mien, 
StartUng  and  ahnost  fearful. 

Sei.  From  the  stem, 

And  vast,  and  desolate  wilderness,  whose  lord 
la  the  fierce  lion,  and  whoae  gemleat  wind 
Breathes  of  the  tomb,  and  whose  dark  children  make 
The  bow  and  ^esr  their  law,  men  bear  not  bade 
That  smilingness  of  aqieot,  wont  to  maek 
The  seorels  of  their  spirits  "midBt  the  stir 
Of  courla  and  cities.    I  have  lootd  on  scenes 
Boundless,  and  stranga,  and  terrible :  I  have  liuown 
Sufietinjifs  which  are  not  in  the  shadowy  scope 
Of  wild  unaaination  ;  and  these  things 
Have  fllamp^  me  wiUi  their  impress.    Men  of  peace, 
Thou  look  St  on  one  familiar  with  the  extremes 

ranger,  speak 

_._,  ,     .  /,  for  ths  lime 

111  suits  tliese  mysierits.     I  must  hence ;  to-night 
[  feast  the  lords  of  Spain. 
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Seb.  Is  thaS  a  task 

For  King  Sebaalian's  friend  ? 

•iylv.  Sebastian's  friend ! 

That  name  hath  lost  its  meaning.    Will  the  dead 
Rise  [tom  fheir  silent  dwallinga,  U)  upbraid 
The  living  for  their  mirth.    The  grave  aela  bounds 
Unto  all  human  friendship. 

On  the  plain 


Of  Alcaiat  full  many  a  stately  flower, 

■"' — iride  and  crown  of  some  '  ■  '  ' 

n  the  dual  of  Afric ;  but 


The  pride  and  crown  of  some  high  houa 


Sulv.  lamnolakiird 

To  dea!  vrith  men  of  m^'Elery.    Take,  then,  off 
The  Eliange  dark  scrutiny  of  thine  eye  from  mine. 
What  mean'al  thou  !~Spsak ! 

,  Seh.  Sebastian  died  not  there. 

I  read  no  joy  in  thai  cold  douhtini'  mien. 
lanotihynameSylveiraJ 

Sylv.  Ay. 

Seb.  Why,  then, 

Be  glad  !    I  tell  thee  that  Sebastian  lives ! 
Think  thou  on  this-be  lives !    Should  he  return 
—For  he  may  yet  return — and  find  the  friend 
In  whom  he  trusted  with  anch  perfect  (rust 
As  should  be  heaven's  alone — mark'st  thou  my  words  ? 
—Should  he  then  find  thia  man,  not  girt  and  arm'd. 
And  watching  o'er  the  heritage  of  his  lord, 
But,  recklesH  of  high  fame  and  loyal  faith. 
Holding  luiniiious  revela  with  hia  foes, 
How  wouldst  thou  meet  hia  glance  J 

iSj/iu.  As  I  do  thine. 

Keen  though  it  be,  and  prond. 

Seb.  Why,  Ihou  dost  quail 

Before  it,  even  as  if  the  humine  eye 
Of  [he  broad  sun  puraned  Ihy  Arinking  soul 
Through  all  its  depths, 

Sylv.  Away !  he  died  not  thero ! 

He  should  have  died  there,  with  the  chivahy 
And  strength  and  honor  of  hia  kingdom,  loat 
By  his  unpetuoQs  raahiieaa. 

Seb.  Th;a  from  tiee  ? 

Who  hath  given  power  to  falsehood,  that  one  ga2e 
At  its  nmnaak'd  and  withering  mien,  should  blight 
High  aiHiIa  at  once  1    I  wake.    And  this  from  ihee  ! 
There  are,  whose  eyes  discern  the  secret  springs 
Which  he  benea.ai  the  desert,  and  the  gold 
And  gems  within  earth's  eavems,  tar  below 
The  everlasline  hills :  bat  who  hath  dared 
To  dream  that  neavcn's  most  awful  attribute 
Invested  his  mortality,  and  to  boast 
That  through  its  inmost  folds  his  glance  could  read 
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One  he»rl,  one  hurnnii  heart !     Why,  then,  to  love 
And  trual  ie  but  lo  lend  a.  Itoitor  arma 
Of  keeDest  lern|]er  and  unerring  aim. 
Wherewith  to  pierce  our  aoula.    But  thou,  beware ! 
Sebastian  lives! 

Sslv.  If  it  be  BO,  and  Ihon 

Alt  of  bis  tbilowers  Elill,lhen  bid  him  seek 
Far  ui  the  wilds,  which  gase  one  sepulchre 
To  his  proud  hosts,  a  liiiigdom  and  a  home. 
For  none  is  left  him  here. 

Seb.  This  is  to  live 

An  age  of  wisdom  in  an  houi'!    Theman 
Whoc^  empire,  aa  in  acorn,  o'erpaes'd  the  boondB 
E'en  of  the  infinite  deep ;  wtose  orient  tealms 
I«y  iaigbi  beneath  the  morning,  while  the  douda 
Were  brooding  in  theii'  suuaet  mantle  still. 
O'er  hffl  moiestic  regiora  of  the  west ; 
This  heir  of  £ir  dominion  shall  retnm. 
And,  ill  the  very  cily  of  his  bjrth, 
ehall  find  no  home  i    Ay,  I  wiU  lell  him  this, 
And  he  will  answer  that  the  tale  is  ^Ise, 
False  as  a  traitor's  hollow  words  of  love  : 
And  that  the  stately  dwelling,  in  whose  halls 
We  commune  now — a  friend's,  a  monarch's  ^t, 
Unto  the  chosen  of  his  heart,  Sylvetra, 
Should  yield  him  still  a  welcome. 

Sytv.  Fare  thea  well ! 

I  may  not  ponae  to  hear  thea,  for  thy  words 
Are  full  of  dai^ger,  and  of  snares,  perelionce 
Laid  by  some  treacheroi^  Ibe.    But  all  in  vain. 
I  mock  thy  wiles  to  scorn. 

SeJ.  Ha !  ha !    Tha  snake 

Dolh  pride  himself  in  his  distorted  canning, 
Deenung  it  wisdom.    Nay,  thou  go'st  net  thus. 
My  heart  is  bmsting,  and!  toiii  be  heard. 
What !  know'sl  fhou  not  my  spirit  was  bom  lo  hold 
Dominian  over  thine  1    Thou  Shalt  not  cast 
Those  bonds  thus  lightly  from  thee.    Bland  thou  there. 
And  ti'amble  ht  the  presence  of  ihy  lord  ! 

Sglv.  This  b  all  madoeas. 

Seh.  Madness !  no — I  say 

"Tis  Reason  storting  ftom  her  sleep,  to  feel. 
And  see,  and  know,  in  alt  their  cold  distinctness. 
Things  which  come  o'er  her,  as  a  sense  of  paui 
C  th'  sadden  wakes  (he  dreamer.    Stay  thee  yet  i 


n  the  lolnesa  of  a  heart  o  erchorged 
Wilh  loyal  love.    Oh !  never,  never  more 
Lei  tears  or  smiles  be  (rusted !    When  thy  king 
Went  tbrdi  on  his  disastrous  enterprise 
Upon  thy  bed  of  sickness  thon  wast  kid. 
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And  he  stood  o'er  thee  with  the  look  of  one 

Who  leaves  a  dying  brother,  and  bia  eyes 

Were  fill'd  with  teara  like  thine.    No !  noil  IQte  ihhie ; 

His  bosom  knew  no  Cilaehood,  and  he  deem'd 

Ttiine  clear  and  stainless  as  a  wurior's  shield, 

Wherein  high  deeds  and  noble  Ibmis  alone 

Are  brightly  imaged  tbith. 

Sglv.  Wliat  now  avail 

These  recollections ! 

Seb.  WhatI    I  have  seen  thee  shiink, 

Ab  the  murd'rer  from  the  eye  of  light,  before  me : 
I  have  eam'd  Ihow  dearly  and  how  bitleiiy 
It  matters  not,  but  I  have  carn'd  at  last) 
Deep  knowledgfl,  feariiil  wisdom.    Now  begone ! 
Hence  to  thy  guests,  and  fear  not,  thongh  nrraign'iJ 
E'en  of  Sebastian's  friendahip.    Make  Eis  scorn 
(For  he  viill  scorn  thee,  as  a  crouching  slave 
By  all  hi^  hearts  is  scom'd)  thy  light,  thy  chailer 


ToaL  .,     ..  . 

When  ncAle  men  are  crush'd.    And  fear  ihou  m 

'Tis  hilt  the  kingly  cedar  which  the  storm 

Hurls  from  his  mouTitaiu  throne : — th'  ignoble  shrub, 

GroveUng  beneath,  may  live. 

Sslv.  It  is  thy  part 

To  tremble  for  thy  life. 

Seb.  They  that  have  iook'd 

Upon  a  heart  like  thine,  should  Itnow  too  well 
The  worth  of  life  to  tremble.    Such  things  make 
Brave  men,  and  reckless.    Ay,  and  they  whom  fale 
Would  trample  should  be  thus.    It  is  enough — 
Thou  may'st  depart. 

Syh.  And  thou,  if  thou  dost  prize 

Thy  safely,  speed  thee  hence. '  [£xii  SiLvem*. 

iSei.  (aione.)  And  this  is  lie 

Who  was  as  mine  own  soul :  whose  image  rose. 
Shadowine  my  dreams  of  glory  with  the  thought 
That  on  the  sick  man's  weary  couch  he  kiy. 
Pining  to  share  my  battles! 

CHORUS. 
Ye  winds  thot  sweep 

Tiie  conquer'd  billows  of  the  western  deep. 
Or  wander  «heve  the  morn 
'Midst  ^e  resplendent  Indian  heavens  is  borli. 
Waft  o'er  briehl  isles,  and  glorious  worlds  the  ferae 
Of  the  crown°d  Spaniard's  name : 
Till  in  each  glowing  zone 
Its  might  the  nations  own. 
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Seb.  Away — awny !  Ihia  is  no  place  tor  him 
Whoae  iiiiino  lialli  Shus  reaouiidea,  but  is  now 
A  word  of  desolation. 


rilE   DEFEAT  OP  KING  SEBASTIAN   C 
GAL  AND  HIS  ARMY,  IN  AFRICA. 


(Jjigulalied  (TO  the  sual^ned  mnjesly  of  Ihetr  lai^iuige,  llie  IVsnuent 
tecutrease  of  sipreiglaDS  and  images,  derived  appuantly  fh>m  n  fer- 
vent study  of  (he  piophetlc  booki  uf  &0rJptar«,  and  the  loftv  [oue  of 
tiatienaJ  ptidg  m^raJngd  throughouL,  and  Jaatlded  iodeed  by  the 
iialDia  or  the  sulOects  to  TrhLch  Bome  of  these  produetloDs  are  de- 
TDled.  Thii  last  eharaelerltfic  Is  blended  with  a  deep  and  enlliuai- 
uOe  ftellngofreli^n,  which  rather  exalts  than  tempera  the  hatif  h  ty 
coDfldeuce  of  the  poet  In  ctie  high  dBBliojes  of  bis  country.  SpaEq  is 
to  Mm  irhat  Jndea  was  to  Che  bardi  whosnDEbaneathtbeEtiadow 
of  her  pabDrtrees— the  chosen  and  (kvorad  land,  wboie  people,  sev- 
ered ftom  ^1  olhen  by  the  parity  and  devoledoess  of  their  Qiilh,  are 
fwullarly  calied  to  wreak  the  vengeance  of  Heaven  upon  the  inli^el. 
his  trluraplBnt  eonvicaga  la  powarfnily  expressed  In  his  niagnifl- 
eent  Oda  on  the  Battle  of  Lepaoto. 

The  liDpreSBlon  of  deep  Buleuinlty  left  nponlbeiabid  of  [he  Spanish 
reader,  by  enother  of  Herjara's  lyric  eoniposltlona,  will,  11  la  feared, 
be  very  inadequately  conveyed  through  the  mediuni  of  the  fbllow- 
Ing  translation. 

at  of  lament, 

day,  the  day  of  wail 
For  LasilaiiiB'a  Intler  chaatonina  sent ! 
She  who  hath  sean  her  power,  her  fatne  eipire, 
Ahd  mourns  'hem  in  tJie  diifit,  discrown'd  and  pale ! 

And  let  the  sirful  tale 
Wilh  giief  and  horror  every  reahn  o'ershade, 

from  Ajric's  burning  main 
To  the  far  sea,  in  other  hues  atray'd, 
And  the  red  limits  of  the  Onent'a  rfagn. 
Whose  nations,  haughty  though  subdued,  behold 
Christ's  glorious  banner  to  the  winds  untold. 
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Alas!  for  those  ihat  in  emballled  power, 
And  VBin  array  of  cbaiiols  and  ofhoree, 
O  desert  Libya !  sought  thy  fatji]  coast ! 
And  [rusting  not  in  Hinj,  me  eternal  source 
Of  might  arid  glory,  but  in  earthly  force, 
Mating  the  sliengfli  of  moltitudes  their  boast, 

A  fluah'd  anif  crested  host. 
Elate  in  lofty  dreams  of  victory,  trode 
Their  path  of  pride,  as  o'er  a  conqner'd  (and 
Given  for  the  spoil;  nor  raised  their  eyes  to  God; 
And  Israel's  Holy  OnB  wi^dtew  his  hand. 
Their  sole  support  i — and  heavily  and  prone 
They  fell— Uie  car,  the  steed,  the  rider,  all  o'erthrown ! 

It  came,  the  hour  of  wrath,  ths  hoar  of  woe, 
Which  to  deep  solitude  and  tears  conaign'd 
The  peopled  realm,  the  reahn  of  joy  aiw  mirth ; 
A  gloom  was  on  the  heavens,  no  mantUng  giovr 
Announced  the  mom — it  seem'd  as  nature  pined. 
And  boding  clouds  obscured  the  sunbeam's  birtii ; 

While,  Btarthng  lie  palo  earth, 
Bursting  upon  ^e  mighty  and  the  prond 

With  visitation  dread. 
Their  oiesfa  the  Eternal,  in  hia  angsr,  bow'd. 
And  raised  barbarian  nations  o'er  their  head, 
The  inflexible,  the  fierce,  who  seek  not  gold. 
But  vengeance  on  their  Joes,  relentless,  uncontroll'd. 

Then  was  the  sword  let  loose,  the  flaming  aword 

Of  the  strong  intidera  ignoble  hand, 

Amidst  that  host,  the  pride,  the  flov/ev,  the  erowii 

Of  Thy  feir  Imighthoocf;  and  the  insatiate  horde. 

Not  with  fliy  life  content,  0  ruin'd  land '. 

Sad  LusiiBnia !  even  div  blight  renown 

Defeced  and  trampled  down ; 
And  Ecatter'd,  rushing  as  a  torrent  flood. 
Thy  pomp  of  anns  and  banners^ — till  the  sands 
Became  a  lake  of  blood — thy  nobleat  blood ! — 
The  plain  a  mountain  of  thy  slaughter'd  bands. 
Strengtb  on  thy  foes,  resistless  might  vras  shed ; 
On  thy  devoted  sons— amaze,  and  diame,  and  dread. 

Are  thtse  the  conquerors,  (Awe  the  lords  of  fight, 
The  ivariior  men,  the  invincible,  the  fiuned, 
Who  shook  the  earth  with  terror  and  dismay, 
Whose  spoils  were  empires)— They  that  m  theh  niighl 
The  haughty  Btrengtli  of  savage  nations  tamed, 
And  gave  the  spacious  orient  reahns  of  day 

To  desolation's  sway. 
Making  the  cities  of  imperial  name 

E'en  as  the  desert  place  t 
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Once  were  they  in  their  splendor  and  their  pride. 

As  an  impetiaf  cedar  on  the  brow 

Of  tiie  Great  Lebanon!    It  roae,  army'd 

In  itaridi  pomp  of  foliage,  nnd  of  wide 

Majestic  branchea,  leaTing  far  below 

M  children  of  the  forest.    Toilsshade 

The  waters  tribule  paid, 
Foaterina  ibs  beauty.    Bhda  found  Bhalter  there 
Wljose  flight  is  of  the  loflieat  through  the  sky. 
And  the  wild  monntain-oreatures  made  their  lair 
Beneatii ;  and  nations  by  its  CEinopj' 
Were  ehadow'd  o'er.    Supreme  it  stood,  and  ne'er 
Had  earth  beheld  a  tree  so  esceUently  feir. 

By  all  ela.ted,  on  ils  verdant  stem. 
Confiding  solely  ul  ils  i-egal  height, 
It  aoat'd  presumpluous,  as  for  empire  bom ; 
And  God  for  ihia  removed  its  diadem. 
And  oast  it  from  ite  regions  of  delight, 
Forth  to  ihe  spoiler,  as  a  prey  and  acorn, 

By  the  deep  roots  nptom ! 
And  lo  !  encumb'ring  the  ione  hilia  it  lay, 
Shorn  of  ils  leaves,  (BamaDtled  of  its  slale, 
While,  pale  wilh  fear,  men  hurried  fer  away, 
Who  in  ita  ample  shade  had  found  so  late 
Their  bower  of  rest ;  and  nature's  aavage  race 
'Midst  the  g/eat  niin  aonght  then-  dweffmg-plaee. 

But  thou,  haae  Libya,  thou  whose  aiid  sand 
Hath  been  a  kingdom's  dealh-bed,  where  one  fate 
Closed  her  bright  life,  and  her  msjeslic  feme, — 
Though  to  ihy  feeble  and  barbarian  hand 
HathM'n  the  victory,  be  not  thou  elate ! 
Boast  not  thyself,  thoi^h  thine  that  day  of  ahama, 

UnworUiy  of  a  name ! 
Khow,  if  the  Spaniard  in  bis  wrath  advance. 
Aroused  to  vei^ance  by  a  nation's  cry, 

Pierced  bynis  searching  lance, 
Soon  shall  Ihou  expiate  crime  with  agony, 
And  thine  affrighted  streams  to  ocean's  flood 
An  ample  tribute  bear  of  Afric'a  Fayuim  blood. 
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defended,  iD  laH  fbr  SsDcho,  King  of  CasliLfl,  during  the  rebeillon 
ofhisbrollier.DoiiJnan.by  Giiira»n,  smnaipeJ  Out  Good.*  Ths 
Bsconrl  Is  reialed  of  Alonio  Lopes  de  Texeds,  wlio,  unUi  liis  ganison 
lisd  been  ullerl;  disabled  by  peslilence,  mnlnliiiDel  the  city  of  Z&- 
nioca.  for  the  children  of  Don  Fedro  Ilie  Cruel,  aghast  lite  fureei  of 
HenilflUB  of  Ttastamara-t 

inipre£Bive  as  weie  the  drcnrasluices  which  dielingulahed  i>olh 
theae  memomble  sieges,  i(  eppearad  to  the  aiitiior  of  IliB  rolloniag 
pages  tlinladeeper  interest,  12  well  ae  a  etrojiger  color  of  nmionality, 
mi^l  be  Impulsd  lo  (he  acsnes  ia  which  she  has  teebly  anempleil 

gioui  t^ellngmtli  tlie  ntdotisai  and  high-minded  loyaltT'iiSieh  had 
thU2  been  proved  "  MlhfDl  nnU  deadl,"  and  1^  tnmnindlng  her 
ideal  irouutis  pertona  with  recolleerlons  derived  from  Uie  lian^c 
legenda  of  Spanish  chivalry.    She  hm,  fut  Lhia  reason,  empieyed 


Alfhonso,  Cabujs, 

IlGliNSNUEI, 

AEECLLiH, 


Elmina  Wife  to  Gortxatex. 

XiMEMi,  Her  Daughter. 

Theeesa,  Alt  Attendant. 

Citisens,  Soldiers,  Attendants,  ijc. 


lom  in  a  Falace  of  Falenoio.— Ximeka  Staging  to  a  Lule 
Ballad, 
"  Tnon  hast  not  been  wilh  a.  festal  throng 

At  the  pouring  of  the  wine; 
Men  bear  not  from  the  hall  of  Eons 
A  mien  so  dark  as  thine ! 
There's  blood  npon  thy  shield, 
There's  dust  upon  thy  plume, 
Thon  hast  bn)ugh:  from  some  disaalrous  field 
That  brow  of  wmlh  and  gloom !" 

"  And  is  there  blood  upon  my  shield  ! 
Maiden,  it  well  may  be ! 

ir  battle-field, 

'iiidst  t'heu'  woi^s''of  an ,, , 

And  the  groand  is  we  l-— but  not  with  rain. 
Deep  dyed — but  not  with  wins  1 

"  The  ground  it  wet— but  not  vnih  rain— 

We  nave  been  in  war  array, 
And  the  noblest  blood  of  Christian  Spam 
Hath  bathed  her  so!)  to-day. 
1  have  seen  the  strong  man  die, 
And  the  atriphng  meet  hia  &te. 
Where  the  monntflin-wini^  go  Boondine  by. 

In  tlie  Roncesvalles'  Strait. 
"  lit  the  gloomy  Roncesvalles?  Strait 

There  are  helms  and  lances  left ; 
And  they  that  moved  at  mom  elate 
On  a  bed  of  heath  are  lelt '. 
There's  many  a  Mr  young  fees 
Which  the  war-ateedhath  gone  o'er; 
At  many  a  board  there  is  kept  a  place 

For  those  that  come  no  more  1" 
"  Alas  '•  for  love,  for  woman's  breast. 

If  woe  like  this  must  be ! 
Hath  ihon  seon  a  youth  with  an  eagTe  crest. 
And  a  white  jjume  waving  freeT 
With  his  pKJud  qnick-fl^hing  eye, 
And  his  mien  of  luiightly  etats  J 
Doth  he  come  6om  where  the  aworda  flash'd  jnzh 

In  the  Roncesvalles'  Strait?" 
"  In  the  gloomy  Ronceavalles'  Stiait 

1  saw.  and  mark'd  him  well ; 
For  nobly  on  his  steed  he  sate, 
When  the  pride  of  manhood  fell! 


i,'Gl.)t)'^le 


But  it  is  not  yoiith  which  tarna 

Prom  the  field  of  spears  again ; 

Jt  tJia  boy'B  hig^  heart  too  wildly  bu 

Till  it  reslB  adraidat  the  slain!" 


_ jnbisioyons  brow, 

And  think  upon  the  grave  I 

Dark,  dark  perchance  ike  day, 

Hath  been  with  valor's  fate  ; 
But  Ae  is  on  his  homeward  way, 

From  the  Ronoesvalles'  Straitl" 

"  There  is  dust  npon  his  joyous  brow. 

And  o'er  his  graceful  head ; 
And  the  war-horse  will  not  wake  him  now 
Though  it  browse  his  OTeensward  bed ! 
I  have  seen  the  stripling  die. 
And  the  strong;  man  meet  his  &te. 
Where  the  monntain-winds  go  sounding  tiy, 
In  the Roncesvnlles'  Stjait!" 

[EuaiHi  enter* 

Elm.  Your  songs  are  not  M  those  of  other  days, 
Mine  own  Ximeea  I     Where  is  now  the  young 
And  buoyant  spirit  of  the  mom,  which  once 
Breathed  in  your  spring-hke  melodies,  and  wolte 
Joy's  echo  from  all  liesrts  1 

Xim.  My  mother,  this 

Is  not  the  free  air  of  otu  mountain- wilds; 
And  these  are  not  the  halls  wherein  my  voice 
Fiist  poui'd  tliose  gladd'ning  strains. 

Elm.  AIbb  !  fhy  heart 

|I  see  it  well)  dolh  sicken  for  the  pure 
Free-wand'ring  breezes  of  the  joyous  hills. 
Where  thy  young  brothers,  o'er  the  rock  and  heath. 
Bound  in  glsui  boyhood,  e'en  as  torrent  streama 
Leap  biiantly  from  the  heights.    Had  we  not  been 
Within  these  walls,  thus  suddenly  begirt, 
Thou  flhouidst  have  track'd  ere  now,  with  step  as  li(^* 
Their  wild-wood  paths. 

Xim.                         I  would  not  but  have  shared 
These  houiB  of  woe  Snd  pEril,  though  the  deep 
And  solemn  feelings  wr'-'-' ■— ' *-- 


O'  th'  euramer-foreat,  liliing  earth  and  heaven 
With  its  own  awful  music.    An' '''     ""  "  ' 
Should  not  a  hero's  child  be  Irau 
The  trumpet's  blast  ut^tartled,  a 
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In  ihe  Ex'd  face  of  death  without  dismay  t 

Elm.  Wue  i  woe  !  lliat  auelit  ao  geutle  and  bo  you 
Shonld  thus  be  cali'd  to  stand  i'  the  lempest'a  path, 


1.  Wue  i  woe  !  that  aueht  ao  geutle  and 
1  thus  be  cali'd  to  stand  i' the  lemp"''" 
ear  the  token  nnd  the  hue  of  death 

jrightsouisosoon!  Iliad  notshtu 

From  mme  own  lot :  but  ibou,  my  child. 


jGid  bear  the  token  imd  the  hue  of  death 
On  It  bnght  soul  so  soon !  I  had  not  shrunk 
tiw.%>t  ^«»e  own  lot ;  but  thou,  my  ch'i'^  oV»™il 

„_,  breeze  of  heaven,  through  l , 

And  not  o'er  foaming  bDlowe.    We  are  ftill'n 
Uii  dark  and  evil  days  ! 

Xim,  Ay,  days,  that  wake 

All  to  their  taaka ! — Yoniii  may  not  loiter  now 
to  the  green  walks  of  spring:  and  womanhood 

The  lot  of  warrior-souls.  Strength  is  bom 
Id  die  deep  silence  of  long-suHenug  hearts; 
NotairadBtjoy. 

£[m.  Haal  thou  some  secret  woe 

That  IhoB  thou  speak'si ! 

Xim.  What  sorrow  should  be  mine, 

Dnlraown  to  thee ) 

lE^ia.  Alas!  the baleiiil  air 

Wherewith  the  pestilence  in  daTkneca  walka 
Tfarotigh  the  devoted  city,  like  a  bli^t 
Amidst  the  rose-tints  of  dry  cheek  mth  iall'n, 
And  wrought  an  eariy  withering ! — Thou  hast  cross'd 
The  patlu  of  death,  am  ministeF'd  to  those 
O'er  whom  his  ^ladow  repted,  till  thine  eye 
Hadi  (jiBJiged  im  glancing  sunbeam  for  a  still, 
Deep,  solemn  radiSice,  and  thy  brow  ha*  caught 
A  wild  and  high  expressionj  tAui^  at  times 
E^dea  into  desolate  calmness,  moat  unlike 
What  youth's  bright  mien  ehoiild  wear.    My  genfle  child ! 
I  look  on  thee  in  tesi' '. 

Jim.  Thou  hoBl  no  cause 

To  feat  for  me.    When  the  wild  clnah  of  steel, 
And  the  deep  tambour,  and  the  heavy  step 
Of  armed  men,  break  on  our  momma  dreams! 
When,  hour  by  hour,  the  noble  and  ttie  btave 
Are  falling  round  us,  snd  we  deem  it  much 
To  give  iKem  fmieral-rites,  and  call  them  bleat 


For  the  liglil  mien  wTieiewi^,  in  happier  houra. 
We  trode  the  woodland  mazes,  when  young  leansH 
Were  whiap'ring  in  the  gale. — My  fether  cornea — 
Oh!  ^eok  of  me  no  more.    I  wotttd  not  shade 
His  pnncely  aspect  with  a  thought  less  high 
Than  his  proud  duties  claim. 

[UoHZALEz  eitUra, 
Elm.  My  noble  lord ! 

Welcome  from  this  day's  toil ! — It  is  the  hoar 


Whose  BhadowB,  as  they  deepen,  bring  repose 
Unto  ell  weoiy  men !  and  will  not  tliou 
Free  liiv  maii'd  bosom  from  the  ootslel's  weiglit, 
ToreetatfalUfevel 

Gon.  There  niny  be  test 

For  the  tired  peasant,  when  tlie  veaper-beil 
Dodi  eenil  him  to  his  cabin,  and  ben«ath 
Hia  vine  and  olive  he  may  sit  at  eve, 
Watching  his  children's  sport :  but  nnto  him 
Who  keeps  the  wfltch-place  on  the  mounwin-heighl. 
When  Heaven  lets  loose  the  storms  that  chasten  leiJmB 
—Who  speaks  of  test ) 

Xim.  ^^  My  fether,  shall  I  fill 

The  wine-eup  for  thy  hpa,  or  bring  ihe  lute 
Whose  sounds  thoa  lovest  1 

Gail.  If  there  be  strains  of  power 

To  rouse  a  spirit,  which  in  triumphant  scom 
May  cast  off  nature's  feebleness,  and  hold 
lis  proud  career  unshackled,  dashing  down 
Tears  and  fond  thouehls  to  earth ;  give  voice  to  those  t 
I  have  need  of  such,  Xiniena !— we  must  hear 


Xim.  I  Imow  all  high 

ornic  ditties  of  flie  elder-tuno, 

by  the  mountain-Cliristians,'  in  the  holds 
'  everlasting  bilb,  whose  snows  yet  bear 


3UI1B  by 
OftE'  e 


The  print  of  Freedom's  step ;  and  all  wild  el 
Wherein  the  dark  serrano^  teach  the  rocks. 
And  the  pine  forests,  deeply  to  i«9ound 
The  praiae  of  later  champions.     Wouldst  thou  hear 
The  war-song  of  thine  ancestor,  the  Cid? 

Gtm.  Ay,  speak  of  him  ;  for  in  that  name  is  power, 
Such  BBmighti-escua  kingdoms!  Speak  ofhun! 
We  arc  his  children !  They  that  can  look  back 
r  th'  annals  of  their  house  on  such  a  name- 
How  should  (ftes  take  dishonor  by  the  hand. 
And  o'er  the  threshold  of  tiieir  father's  halls 
Llist  lead  her  as  a  guest  ? 

Elm.  Oh,  why  is  this  t 

How  my  heail  *ud!s  1 

Goii.  It  must  not  feil  thee  yet, 

Daughter  of  heroes!— thine  inheritance 
Is  strength  to  meet  all  conflicts.    Thon  canst  number 

In  ^v  long  line  of  glr" — ■■ -•"' 

"'-  '■-1  Bright  ofS- 
md  It  ^^*^° 

^Slidsl  flame  i 

With  its  victorious  inspirauon  gm 

As  with  a  conqueror's  robe,  till  ih'  infidel 
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O'srttwed,  shrank  back  before  ihem! — Ay,  the  earth 
Dolh  call  Ihem  manyrs,  but  their  agonies 
Were  of  a  moment,  lortitrea  whoEe  brief  aim 
Waa  to  destroy,  witliin  whose  powers  and  scope 
Lay  nought  bui  dnst. — And  earth  dolh  call  them  martyrs  ! 
Why,  Heaven  but  elaiin'd  tlieir  blood,  their  lives,  and  not 
The  things  which  grow  as  tendrila  roand  their  hearts ; 
Wo,  not  their  children ! 
£Iin.  Mean'st  thou ! — kiiow'st  tliou  augat  J— 

la  it  of  diem  1-^h !  wouldat  thou  epealc  of  them  1 

Gon.  A  mother's  lieart  divineth  but  too  well ! 

Mm.  Speak,  I  adjure  thee  !-I  can  bear  it  all.— 
Where  are  my  childrea  1 

Gon.  In  the  Moorish  camp 

Whose  lines  have  girl  the  city. 

Xim.  But  they  live  1 

—All  ia  not  lost,  my  mother ! 

Elm.  Say,  they  hve, 

Gon.  Elmjna,  still  Ihey  live. 

Elm.  But  captives:— They 
Whom  mj  fond  lieart  had  imaged  to  itself 
Bounding  ftora  cliff  to  cliif  amidst  ihe  wilda 
Where  me  rock-eagle  eeem'd  not  more  secure 
In  its  iqoidng  freedom  ! — and  my  boys 
Are  captives  with  the  Moor ! — Oh !  how  was  ihisl 

^._    .1.-1  — t Alphonao,  in  llie  pride 


—  And  when  shall  they  be  rnnsom'd  ? 

Gon.  There  is  aak' 

A  ransom  fcr  too  high. 

Mlm  What  I  have  we  wealth 

Which  might  redeem  a  monarch,  and  our  sons 
The  while  wear  tetters  1— Take  thou  all  ibr  ihetn, 
And  we  will  cast  our  wortlilees  mandeur  from  ub. 
As  'twere  a  cmnbrous  robe !— Why  thoa  art  one. 
To  whose  high  nature  pomp  hath  ever  been 
But  as  the  plumage  to  a  warrior's  helm, 
Worn  or  thrown  off  as  lightly.   And  for  me. 
Thou  know'Bt  not  how  serenely  I  could  take 
The  peasanPs  lot  upon  me,  so  my  heart. 
Amidst  its  deep  alections  undisturb'd, 
May  dwell  in  silence, 

Xim,  Father  1  doubt  thou  not 

But  we  will  bind  ouiselves  to  poverty. 
With  glad  devotedness,  if  this,  bnl  this, 
May  win  them  back. — Distruat  us  not,  my  falbet ' 
We  can  hear  all  things. 
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Iron.  Can  ye  bear  disgrace  1 

Xitn.  We  were  iiol  bora  for  thia. 

No,  thou  aay'sl 


Hold  to  that  lofiy  faith.— My  wife,  my  child  1 
Hath  earth  no  treasui-ea  richer  than  the  gen- 
Torn  from  her  aeotet  caverns !— If  by  Ihea 


Chains  may  be  men,  then  let  the  caplive  spring 
Rejoicing  to  the  light !— But  he,  for  whom 
Freedom  and  life  may  but  be  worn  with  shome, 
Hath  noDght  to  do,  save  feaileesly  to  fix 
Hia  Btedfaat  look  on,  the  niEJestic  beavena. 
And  proudly  die ! 

Elm.  Gonzalez,  wAo  mnsl  die ! 

Gon.  ihitrridly.)    They  on  whose  lives  a  feaiiul  p 
But  to  be  paid  by  IreEson ! — Is't  enough  ! 
Or  must  I  yet  seek  worda  1 

Ehn.  That  look  saith  more  !— 

Gan.  I  do  ! — why  dweHa  there  not 
Power  in  a  glance  to  apeak  it  1 — They  must  die ! 
They— must  their  names  be  told— Out  sons  must  dii 
Unless  I  yield  the  city  ! 

Xim.  Oh  !  I-''  —  ' 


Whose  was  the  bleffied  voice  that  spoke  of  hope  ? 
— And  rtiere  is  hope! — I  will  not  be  subdued — 
T  urill  nnt  hear  a  whisper  of  despair  1 

ia  ail-poweriiil,  aiid  her  breath 

wlaJul.l 

Wilt  tell  me  there  is  hop_. 
Gqji.  [sohnmly.)  Hope  but  in 


4.nrongh  the  atill  elouds,  and  on  the  breathlpfs  air 
Commanding  to  withhold !— Earth  has  no  hope : 
It  reals  with  Him, 

Blm.  rioit  canst  not  tell  me  this! 

Thou  fither  of  my  sons,  within  whose  hands 
Doth  lie  thy  cbilifren's  fate. 
■  Gon.  If  there  have  been 

Men  in  whose  bosoma  nature's  voice  hath  made 
Its  Kccents  as  the  sohtaty  sound 
Of  an  o'erpowering  torrent,  silencing 

Th'  austere  and  yet  divine  K ' 

Whisper'd  by  feith  and  hr — 


And,  to  that  heaven  which  ai 


,  GoogjJ ' 
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Proy,  tlial  tlie  father  of  thy  sons  moy  ne'er 
Be  thus  found  wanting ! 

JSlm.  Then  their  doom  ia  seal'd  !— 

Tiiou  will  not  save  thy  children ! 

Gon,  Hast  thou  cause, 

Wiie  of  my  yaalii '.  to  deem  it  lies  within 
The  bonnds  of  possible  things,  that  I  should  Unk 
My  name  to  that  word — traitor  ? — They  that  sleep 
On  iheir  proud  battle-fields,  ihy  sirea  and  mine, 
IHed  not  ibr  this  t 

Elm.  Oh,  cold  and  hnrd  of  heart ! 

Thou  shouldst  he  bom  for  empire,  since  thy  aonl 
ThuB  lightly  irom  ail  human  bonds  can  free 
lis  haughty  flight  I — Men !  men !  too  much  is  yours 
Of  vantage  :  ye  that  with  a  sound,  a  breath, 
A  ^adow,  Uius  can  £11  tbe  desolate  (^ace 
Of  rooted  up  aiTectiona,  o'er  whose  void 
Our  Yeaming  hearts  must  wither !— So  it  is, 
Dommion  must  be  won ! — Way,  leave  me  not — 
My  heart  k  bursling,  »iiiT  I  must  be  heard ! 
Heaven  hath  given  power  to  mortal  agony. 
As  to  the  elements  m  their  hour  of  rsnehl 
And  tnnstery  o'er  creation ! — Whoahall  dare 
To  mock  that  fearful  strength  I — I  must  be  heard  ', 
Give  me  my  sons!  ' 

Gon.                 That  they  may  live  to  hide 
With  covering  hands  th'  indignant  fiueh  of  shame 
On  their  young  brows,  when  men  eIibII  speak  of  hnn 
They  call'd  their  father '. — Was  the  oadi,  whereby. 
On  th'  altar  of  my  kith,  I  bound  myself, 
WithBi    


This  free  and  Chriauan  city  for  my  God, 
And  ibr  my  king,  a  writins  traced  on  sand  ? 
That  pesaianate  teaia  ^ould  wh^  it  from  the  es 


Or  e'en  the  life-dvops  of  a  bleeding  heart 

Efiace  it,  as  a  billow  sweeps  away 

TbB  last  hght  veesel's  wake !— Then  never  more 

Let  man's  deep  vowa  be  ttoMed ! — though  enforced 

By  all  th'  appeals  of  h^  remembrances. 

And  dient  claims  o*  th  eepnlchres,  wherein 


Je  that  hath  given  me  sons  doth  know  the  heart 
Whose  treaanre  he  recalls^Of  diia  no  more. 
'Tis  vain.    I  tell  thee  that  the  inviolate  cross 
Still  Irom  our  ancient  temples,  must  look  up 
Through  the  blue  heavens  of  Spain,  thought  at  its  It 
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I'rora  ita  high  place  of  simbeams,  fbr  Che  Moor 
Id  impionajoy  to  Uample ! 

Elm.  Scorn  me  nol 

In  mine  eitreme  of  miseiy  !^ — Thou  an  strong — 
Thy  liean  is  not  aa  mine,— My  brain  growa  wild ; 
I  know  not  what  I  ask! — Ana  yet  'twere  but 
Anticipating  6te— since  it  must  ftU, 
Thai  cross  iitast  fell  at  last !    There  is  no  power. 
No  hope  within  this  city  of  the  grave. 
To  keep  its  place  On  high.    Hev  sultry  air 
Breathes  heavily  of  death,  her  wartiois  ^nk 
Beneath  their  ancient  banneis,  ere  the  Moor 
Halh  bent  his  bow  agamst  them ;  for  the  ahaft 
Of  pestilence  fiies  more  swiftly  to  ifa  mark, 
Than  the  atrow  of  the  desert.    Even  the  skies 
O'erhang  ihe  deaolate  splendor  of'her  domes 
With  an  ill  omen's  aspect,  shaping  forth, 
From  the  dall  clonds,  wild  menacm^  forma  and  signs 
Foreboding  ruin.    Man  might  be  withstood, 
But  who  shall  cope  with  famine  and  diaease 
When  leagued  with  armed  foes  7— Where  now  the  aid 
Where  the  lone-promised  lances,  of  Castile  1 
— We  are  fotaaken  m  our  utmost  need — 
By  Heaven  and  earth  forsaken  I 

Gon.  If  this  be 

(And  yet  I  vrill  not  deem  it,)  we  must  M 
As  men  that  in  severe  devolednera 
fJave  ehoaen  their  part,  and  bound  themselves  to  death 
Throueh  high  conviction  that  their  suffering  land, 
Bv  the  free  blood  of  martyrdom  alone, 
Shall  call  deliverance  down. 

Blm  Oh!  I  have  stood 

Beside  thee  through  the  beating  storms  of  life. 
With  Ihe  true  heart  of  onrepiiimg  love, 
As  the  poor  peasant's  mate  doth  cheerily, 
In  the  parch  d  vineyard,  or  the  harveat-iield, 
Bearing  her  part,  sustain  with  him  the  heat 
And  burden  of  the  day ; — But  now  (he  hour. 
The  heavy  hour  is  come,  when  human  strength 
Sinks  down,  a  toil-worn  pilgrim,  in  the  dust, 
Ownmg  that  woe  is  mightier ! — Spare  me  yet 
This  bitter  con,  my  husband !— Let  not  her. 
The  mother  of  the  lovely,  at  and  mourn 
In  her  onpeopled  home,  a  broken  stem. 
O'er  its  &llen  roses  dying '. 

Gan.  Urge  me  not, 

Thou  that  through  all  sharp  confiiets  has  been  found 


-<ih,urgem 
lidst  ol  hlint 


0  guilt,  which  through  the  midst  of  hlintiing  tears, 
ita  own  huea  thou  aeesl  not ! — Death  may  scarce 
■ing  aught  Uke  this ! 
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Elm.  AU,  nil  tiy  senile  race. 

The  beauliiul  beings  tlist  aroand  thee  grew, 
Creatures  of  flunshine!   Wilt  Ibou  doom  Ihem  all? 
—She  too,  Shy  daughlet — doth  her  emile  tmmatk'd 
Pubs  ftora  thee,  wifli  its  radiance,  day  by  dayl 
Shadows  are  gatheriiig  round  her — seest  Ihon  not 
The  misty  dimueES  ofthe  spoiler's  breath 
Elau'gB  o'er  her  heauty,  Dnd^e  face  which  made 
The  Bummer  of  our  hearts,  now  doth  but  send, 
Wi&  every  glance,  deep  bodinga  thi'ougli  the  soul, 
TelUng  of  early  fete. 

Gon.  I  see  a  change 

Far  nobler  on  her  brow !— -She  is  as  one. 
Who,  at  the  trumpet's  sudden  call,  hath  risen 
From  the  gay  banquet,  and  in  scorn  cast  down 
The  wine-cup,  and  the  garland,  and  the  lute 
Of  feslal  honis,  for  the  good  spear  and  helm. 
Beseeming  sterner  tasks, — Her  eye  hath  lost 
The  beam  which  Jeugh'd  opon  th'  awakening  heart, 
B'en  as  mom  breaks  o'er  earth.    But  £u'  within 
Itsfiill  dark  oih,  a  light  ho^  spmng,  whose  aoaice 
Lies  deeper  in  the  soul. — And  let  lae  torch 
Which  but  itlmned  the  glittering  pageant,  fade ! 
The  altar-flame,  i'  tb'  sanctuary'a  recera. 
Bums  quenchless,  being  of  heaven ! — She  hath  put  on 
Courage,  and  iai^  End  generous  constancy. 
Even  as  a  breasmlate. — Ay,  men  look  on  her, 
As  ehe  goes  forth,  serenely  to  her  tasks. 
Binding  the  wanior's  wounds,  and  beating  fresh 
Cool  draughts  to  feret'd  hps ;  they  look  on  her. 
Thus  moving  in  her  beantifiil  array 
Of  gentle  Ebrtitvide,  and  bless  the  gdr 
Majeatio  vifflon,  and  unmurmuring  turn 
Unto  iheir  heavy  toils. 

Elm.  And  seest  tbon  not 
In  that  hi^h  faith  and  strong  collectedness, 
A  iearihi  mspiration  t — Th^  have  caase 
To  tremble,  who  behold  th'  unearthly  lighl 
Ofhigh,  and,  it  may  be  prophetic  thought. 
Investing  youth  with  grandeur !— From  the  grave 
It  iTSea,  on  whose  shadowy  brinli  thy  child 
Waits  but  a  father's  hand  to  snatch  Her  back 
Into  the  laughing  sunshine. — Kneel  with  me; 
Ximena,  kneel  beside  me,  and  imdore 
That  which  a  deeper,  more  rrevaSUng  voice 
Than  ours  doth  ask,  and  will  not  be  denied  : 
-His  chUdren'fl  lives! 

Xiin.  Alas!  this  may  nolbe, 

Mollier!—:  cannot.  [Exif. 

Gon.  My  heroic  child ! 

— A  terrible  sacrifice  thou  claim'st,  0  God ! 
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From  cteatDtea  in  whose  agnnijing  hearts 
Nature  k  strong  as  death ! 

Elm.  Is't  thus  in  thine  1 

Away !— what  time  ia  giveu  fhee  to  resolve 
On— what  I  cannot  Httei-  ?— Sp*ak !  thou  know'al 
Too  well  what  I  would  say. 

Gm.  Until— pelt  not ! 

The  time  is  brief. 

Elm.  Thou  said'st— I  heard  not  right— 

Gon.  The  time  ia  biief. 

Elm.  What!  mnst  we  burst  all  ties 
Wherewith  the  thriUing  chords  of  life  are  twined  ; 
And,  for  this  task's  fiilmment,  can  it  be 
That  man  in  his  coM  hearlleasness,  hath  dared, 
To  number  and  to  meto  ua  forth  the  sands 
Of  hours,  nay,  momenta  T— Why,  the  sentenced  wreleh. 
He  on  whoae  aonl  there  rests  a  brodier's  blood 
Pour'd  forth  in  slumber,  ia  allow'd  more  time 
To  wean  his  turbulent  paE^ona  hom  tlie  world 
His  preaenee  doth  pollute !— It  ia  not  thns ! 
We  must  have  Ume  to  school  ua, 

Gon.  We  have  bttt 

To  bow  the  head  in  silence,  when  Heaven's  voice 
Calb  back  [he  things  we  lovo. 

Elm.  Love !  love !— there  are  soft  smiles  and  gentle  wordi 
And  thei-e  are  feces,  skiliul  to  put  on 
I'be  look  we  trust  in — and  'tis  mockery  all '. 
— A  faithless  mist,  a  desert-vapor,  wearing 
The  biightness  of  elear  wateta,  thna  to  cheat 
The  thuBt  that  semblance  kindled  I—There  is  none, 
In  all  thia  cold  and  hollow  world,  no  fount 
Of  deep,  atcong,  deathless  love,  save  that  within 
A  mother's  heart, — It  is  but  piide,  wherewith 
To  his  fair  son  the  father'a  eye  doth  turn, 
Watching  hie  growth.    Ay,  on  the  boy  he  looka, 
The  bright  glad  creature  spiinging  in  Ilia  path, 
But  aa  the  heir  of  his  great  name,  the  young 
And  stately  tree,  whoae  riaing  strength  erelong 
Slioll  bear  his  trophies  well. — And  tuis  is  love! 
Thia  is  man'i  love !— What  marvel  1—yoii  ne'er  made 
Your  breast  the  pUlow  of  his  infancy, 
While  to  the  fulneffl  of  your  heart's  glad  heavinga 
Hie  fair  cheek  rose  and  fell  I  and  hiaTiright  hair 

l-our  breath  I— Fdk  ne'er  kept  waton 

le  last  pale  star  bad  set, 

,  j11  dazzling,  as  in  triuinph,  tooke 

On  your  dim  weary  eye ;  yet  yoara  the  face 
Which,  early  faded  through  fond  care  for  him, 
Hung  o'er  his  sleep,  and,  duly  as  heaven's  light, 
Waa  there  to  greet  hia  wsk'ning !   You  ne'er  smooth  d 
His  couch,  ne'er  aung  him  lo  his  rosy  rest. 
Caught  his  least  whisper,  when  his  voice  from  your. 
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Had  leam'd  soft  ul;fera]x;e ;  pre^'d  yovir  lip  to  his, 
When  foTOt  patch'd  it ;  huah'd  hie  wayward  crieB, 
With  patieM,  vigilant,  never-weflried  love ! 
No !  tWfie  are  vtoman'e  tasks !— In  these  her  youth, 
And  bloom  of  oheek,  and  buoyancy  ot  heart. 
Steal  from  her  all  unmark'd !— My  boys !  my  boja ' 
Hath  vaia  affection  borne  with  oil  for  fliis  T 
— Why  were  ye  given  me  t 

Gait.  Is  there  strength  ill  man 

Thus  to  endui«  1    Thai  thou  eouldat  read,  through  all 
lis  depths  of  eilent  agony,  the  heart 
Thy  voice  of  woe  doth  rend ! 

Eba.  Thy  heart— tIAj  heart !— Away  l  it  feels  not  nou 
Bat  an  hour  cornea  to  tame  tlie  mlahn'  man 
Unto  the  ui&nt'H  wealmess ;  nor  shall  heaven 
Spare  you  that  bitter  chaslenins !— May  you  live 
To  be  alone,  when  lonslineaa  doth  seem 
Most  heavy  to  oislaiii ! — For  me,  my  voice 
01  prayei'  and  fiuitless  weeping  ehall  he  soon 
With  aS  fiirgotten  soimds  j  my  quiet  place 
Low  with  my  lovely  ones,  and  we  shall  sleep, 
Though  kings  lead  arniiea  o'er  us,  we  shall  sleep, 
WiB.pt  in  eiSh'fl  ooveriiig  mantle ! — yon  the  while 
^udl  aX  vritEun  toui  vast,  ibreaken  halla. 
And  hear  the  vmd  and  melancholy  winds 
Moan  through  theii  droopng  banneiB,  never  more 
To  wave  above  your  mce.    Ay,  then  call  up 
Shadows — dim  phantom's  fi-om  ancestral  tombs. 
But  all,  all— gfoi-ioua— conquerorB,  chicKoina,  kings, 
To  psople  tiat  cold  void ! — And  when  the  strength 
From  your  rigjit  arm  hath  melted,  when  the  blast 

Of  the  shrill  dBiion  gives  yotu  heart  ~    

■- '--iJaf- - 


A  fiery  wakening ;  S  at  last  you  p 

For  the  glad  voices  and  the  boanifing  arepa. 

Once  thmugh  your  home  re-echoing,  and  the  cla^ 

Of  twining  arms,  and  all  iha  jovous  light 

Of  eyes  that  laughed  with  youth,  and  made  yonr  board 

A  place  of  sunshme  ;  when  those  days  are  come. 

Then  In  your  utter  desolation,  ttuu 

To  the  cold  world,  the  smiling,  Mddesa  world, 

Which  hath  swept  past  yon  long,  and  bid  it  quench 

Your  soul's  deep  thirat  with  fame .'  immortal  fame  ! 

Fame  to  the  sick  ofheart ! — a  eorgeoua  robe, 

A  erown  of  victory,  unto  him  that  diea 

r  th'  buniing  waste,  for  water '. 

Gon.  This  from  thee  •. 

Now  the  last  drop  of  bitterness  is  pour'd, 
Elmina— I  forpve  thee !  {Exit  Eli 

Aid  me.  Heaven  ! 
From  whom  alone  is  power!— Oh!  thou  hast  set 
Duties  so  stern  of  aspect  in  my  path. 
They  almost,  to  my  startled  gaze,  assume 
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Tho  hne  of  thinga  leaa  hallow'd  !     Men  have  eunk 
Oiihlamed  beneath  such  Irials !     Doth  not  He 
Who  made  us  know  the  lunlta  of  our  slrenglh  ? 
My  wife '.  my  sons  !— Away !  I  must  not  pause 
To  give  my  heart  one  moment's  maatery  thns ! 

[Exit  GoNKir.Ea 

Sr-KSRll— The  Aisle  of  a  Gothic  CJiarcJi. 
Hernahdez,  Gabciss,  and  others. 

Her,  The  rites  ore  closed.    Now,  vahant  men  depart. 
Each  to  his  place — I  may  not  say,  of  i-est — 
Your  failliful  vigils  for  your  boos  maywin 
What  must  not  be  your  own.    Ye  are  as  those 
Who  HOW,  in  peril  and  in  care,  the  seed 
Of  the  fair  tree,  beneath  whose  stately  shade. 
They  may  not  sit.    But  blesa'd  be  those  who  toil 
Por  aflei^days ! — All  high  and  holy  fhoughla 
Be  yiith  yon,  warrioiH,  througb  the  lingering  hours 
Of  themght-watch! 

Gm-.  Ay,  father '.  we  have  need 

Of  high  and  holy  thooghta,  wherewith  to  fence 
Our  hearta  against  despair.    Yet  have  I  been 
From  youth  a  son  of  war.    The  stars  have  look'd 
A  thousand  times  upon  my  couch  of  heath. 
Spread  'midst  the  wild  slenas,  by  some  stream 
Whose  dark-red  waves  look'd  e'en  as  thongiU  their  soutce 
Lay  not  m  rocky  caTems,  but  the  veina 
Of  noble  hearta  ;  while  many  a  luiightly  crest 
RoU'd  with  them  to  the  deeg.    And,  in.  the  years 
Of  my  long  exile  and  captivity. 
With  the  fierce  Arab  I  have  walcli'd  beneath 
The  atill,  pale  shadow  of  some  lonely  palm. 
At  midnight  in  the  desert ;  while  the  wmd 
Sweli'd  with  the  lion's  roar,  and  heavily 
The  fearfulnesa  and  might  of  solitude 
Prefs'd  on  my  weary  heart. 

Her.  (ihoitgUfuUy.)         Thou  little  know'st 
Of  what  is  soTitnde ! — I  tell  liiee,  thoae 
For  whom — in  earfli'a  remotest  nook,  howe'ai: 


Divided  from  their  path  by  chain  oi 
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Of  rolling  seas — there  beats  one  human  heart, 

Their  breathes  one  being,  unto  whom  their  name 

Comes  with  a  tbrillirig  and  a  gladd'ning  sound 

Heard  o'er  the  din  ofilfe,  ore  not  alone ! 

Not  en  the  deep,  nor  in  the  wild,  alone  ; 

For  there  is  that  on  eartli  with  which  they  hold 

A  brotherhood  of  soul !— Call  kim  alone, 

Who  stands  shut  out  from  this! — and  let  not  those 

Whose  homeBnrB  bright  with  sunshine  and  with  love. 
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Put  on  tliB  inBolcDce  of  happiness, 
Glorying  in  that  prond  lot  f— A  lonely  hour 
Ih  on  ita  vpay  to  each,  to  oil ;  for  X>eath 
Knows  no  companionship. 

Cfar.  I  have  look'd  on  Death 

In  field,  and  storm,  and  flood.    Bat  never  yet 
Hnth  aiif^t  weigh'd  doTm  my  apirit  to  a  mood 
Of  sailnesB,  dreaming  o'er  dark  ougurfes, 
Like  this,  our  watch  oy  midnight.    Fearfid  thln^. 
Are  gathering  round  ns.    Death  upon  the  eaifh, 
Omens  m  heayen ! — The  sumrnei  skies  put  forth 
No  deal  bri^t  alara  above  ua,  bat  at  tunes, 
Catdring  aome  comet'a  fiet^  hue  of  wrath, 
MaiBhaltheir  eloada  to  armias,  traversing 
Heaven  with  the  rush  of  meteor-sleeda,  Bi'  a 
Of  meats  and  h 
OfPyreneanfor 
Doth  sweep  Ihe  .  . 

Her.  Ay,  last  night  I  too 

Kepi  vigil,  gazing  on  the  angry  heaycns ; 
And  I  beheld  the  meeting  and  the  ahook 
OfthoHe  wild  hoatsi'  th'  air,  wlien,  os  they  closed, 
A  red  and  anitry  miat,  like  that  which  mantles 
The  thunder's  path,  fell  o'ei-  Ihem.    Then  were  flung 
TTirough  the  dull  glare,  broad  cloudy  banner's  ibrlh, 
And  chariots  seem  d  to  whirl,  and  aleeds  to  sivdt, 
Beating  down  crested  warriors.    But  all  this 
Was  dun  and  shadowy ;— then  Bwifl  daikneES  rush  d 
"  '         earthly  battle,  as  the  deep 

Egyptian's  armament.— I  look'd— 

y  field  of  plumes  and  speara 

Was  blotted  from  heaven  B  (ace  ! — I  look'd  again— 
And  from  the  brooding  mass  of  cloud  leap'd  forth 
One  meteor-sword,  which  o'er  the  reddening  sea 
Shook  with  etran^  motion,  soch  as  earfhquakeE  give 


the  firmest. — Know'el  thou  what  w, 

At  midniditftom  the  walls? — Were  'that  the  deep 
Barbaric  horn,  or  Moorish  tambour's  peal, 
Theuce  might  the  warrior's  heart  catch  impulses 
Qoickening  its  fiery  cmrentEi.    But  our  eara 
Are  pierceU  by  other  tones.    We  hear  the  knell 
For  Dnve  nren  in  their  noon  of  strength  cut  down, 
And  the  ^rill  wail  of  woman,  and  the  dirge 
Faint  awelling  throudi  the  streets.    Tlien  e'en  tlie  air 
Hath  strange  and  filfid  murmnis  of  lament, 
As  if  the  v^wless  watchers  of  the  land 
Sigh'd  on  io  hollow  breeies !— To  my  soul. 
The  torrent  rash  of  battle,  with  its  din 


rGtHJ-lte 


Of  Irampling  Eleeda  ond  ringing  panoptj', 
Were,  after  tbeae  fninc  eouiids  of  drooping  wo£ 
As  ihe  Etee  sky's  glad  mcai:  unta  him 
Who  leaves  acjoudiof  Hicknesa. 

Her,  (.with  goiemmij.)  If  to  plnnge 

In  the  mid-wavee  of  combat,  as  they  hear 
Charters  and  spearmen  onwimis ;  and  to  makt 
A  recklees  bosom's  front  the  buoyant  mark, 
On  that  wild  curreat,  iav  ten  thousand  arrows ; 
If  Ihns  to  dare  were  valor's  noblest  aini, 
Lightly  might  fame  be  won  1    But  tliere  nie  th 
which  ask  a  spirit  of  more  cjslted  pitch, 
And  courage  temper'd  with  a  holier  Era ! 
Well  may'st  ihou  say  that  these  are  fearful  tim 
Therefore  be  firm,  l)e  patient ! — There  is  Mren/ 
And  a  tierce  instinct,  e'en  in  common  eonls. 
To  bear  up  manhood  with  a  stormy  joy. 
When  red  aworda  meet  in  lightning ! — But  out 
fa  more  and  nobler! — ^We  have  to  endure. 
And  to  keep  watch,  and  to  arouse  a  land. 
And  to. defend  an  allar!— If  weM, 
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.  upon  her  bosom,  and  bene 
The  banner  of  her  faith  !— Think  but  on  iMa, 
And  gird  your  hearts  with  silent  fnrtilude, 
Suiiering,  yet  hoping  all  things — Fare  ye  well. 

Gar.  Father,  firewcll. 

[Exeunt  GiRoiAs  and  hit  fitllmeert. 

Her.  These  men  have  earthly  ties 

And  bondage  on  their  natnres !    To  the  cause 
Of  God,  and  Spain's  revenge,  they  bring  but  half 
'Then  energies  and  hopes.    But  he  whom  Heaven 
Hath  cali'd  to  be  th'  awnicener  of  a  land. 
Should  have  his  soul's  aHections  all  absorb'd 
In  that  majestic  purposa,  and  press  on 
To  its  fulfilment,  as  a  monutaSi-bom 
And  mighty  stream,  with  all  its  vaasal-rilla. 
Sweeps  proudly  to  the  ocean,  pausing  not 
To  dally  with  the  flowere.    Hark  !    What  quick  slep 
Comes  hurrymg  through  the  gloom  at  this  dead  hour  1 

Elm.  Are  not  all  houta  aa  one  to  misery !    Why 
Should  she  take  note  of  time,  for  whom  the  day 
AJid  night  have  lost  their  blessed  attributes 
Of  eunBhine  and  repose  1 

.Her.  I  know  thy  griefe ; 

Bnt  there  are  trials  for  the  noble  heart, 
Wherein  its  own  deep  fountains  muat  supply 
All  it  can  hope  of  comfort.    Pity's  voice 
Comes  with  vain  sweetness  to  th'  nnheedmg  ear 
Of  anguish  ^en  as  music  heard  a&r 


i,y  Google 


On  the  green  shore,  by  him  who  perishes 
'Midst  rocks  and  eiidyicg  waters. 

Elm.  Think  ihou  not 

I  eouaht  thee  but  for  pity.     I  am.  coma 
for  that  which  giief  is  priv'leged  to  demand 
With  an  imperious  claim,  from  all  whose  form, 
Whose  human  form,  doth  seal  them  unto  Eui^eiii^a ! 
Father !  I  b^  thine  aid. 

Her.  There  ia  no  aid 

For  tliee  or  for  thy  children,  but  with  Hun 
Whose  presence  is  aroond  us  in  the  cloud, 
Ae  in  she  shining  and  the  glorious  light. 

Mm.    Therelenoaid!— artthonamanofGod 
Art  thou  a  man  of  sorrow !— for  the  world 
Doth  call  thee  sueh — and  hast  thou  not  been  tauRhl 
Bv  God  and  sorrow  1-^nighty  aa  they  are. 
To  own  the  claims  of  misery  f 

Her.  ]s  there  power 

With  me  to  save  thy  sons  1— implore  of  Heaven ! 

Elm.  Doth  not  Heaven  work  its  purposes  by  man  ? 
I  tell  thee  (Sou  canst  save  them !    An  Oiou  not 
Gonxaiez,'  counsellor  ?    Onto  him  thy  worik 
Are  e'en  as  oracles 

Her,  And  therefore  !— Speak ! 

The  noble  daughter  of  Felayo's  line 
Hath  nought  to  ask,  unworUiy  of  the  name 
Which  is  a  nation's  heiitage.    Dost  thoushrinlcl 

£lm.  Have  pity  on  me.Tather  I    I  must  speak 
That,  from  the  thought  of  which  but  yealsrday 
I  had  recoiled  in  scorn ! — ^But  this  is  paal. 
Oh !  we  grow  hunibie  in  our  agonies, 
And  to  the  dust— their  birthplace— bow  the  heads 
That  wore  the  crown  of  giorj' ! — I  Dm  weak— - 


My  chasten 
Her.  Thi 


■.  These  are  no  tunes  for  weakness.  On  our  hil 
i  lie  ancient  cedars,  in  their  gather'd  might, 
Are  ballUng  with  the  tenapeat ;  and  the  Sower 
Which  oaimot  meet  its  dnring  blast  must  die, 
—But  thou  hast  drawn  thy  nnrture  from  e  stem 
0nwanl  to  bend  or  break.— -M  thy  proud  head, 
DanaUtef  of  Spain !— What  wotrid'st  thoa  with  tliy  lor 

£Sn.  Look  not  upon  me  thus ! — I  have  no  power 
To  tell  thee.    Take  thy  keen  diadainibl  eye 
Oiffrom  my  soul!— What'  — ^ — l^- j.,.r. 


On  their  majestic  hne '. — My  sons !  my  sor 
— Now  is  all  eisa  forgollec ! — I  had  once 
A,  bEhe_  that  in  the  eiiriy  sprins-time  lay 
Siokamnit  npon  my  bosom,  till  at  last. 
When  earth's  young  Sowers  were  opening 
Death  sunk  on  his  meek  eyelid,  and  I  deei 
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Of  all  my  cMdren  SBeraa  to  brood  above  me 

In  the  dark  thmider-olouds !— -Oh !  I  have  power 


ie  un&llering  now  to  speak  my  prayer 

J  last  Imgering  hope,  that  thou  shoufd'st 

The  father-to  reTenf 


And  my  last  lingering  hope,  that  thou  shoufd'st 
The  father-to  r3ent,  to  save  his  sons  \ 
Her.  By  yielditig  up  the  city  1 


— Rather  Hay 

By  meedttg  that  which  gatheis  close  upon  ua 
Perchance  one  day  die  sooner ! — Is 't  not  ao  1 
Must  we  not  yield  at  last? — How  long  shall  man 
Array  his  single  breast  against  disease, 
And  famine,  and  the  sword  ? 

Her.  How  lougl— While  ha 

Who  shadows  forth  hia  power  more  gloriously 
!n  the  h^  deeds  and  eufieriogs  of  the  soul. 
Titan  in  me  circling  heavem,  with  all  their  stars, 
Or  the  lar-soiutdigg  despj  doth  send  abroad 
A  spirit,  whidi  tal^  affiiotioQ  Srr  ils  male, 
in  lie  good  cause,  with  Bolemo  joy ! — How  long? 
— And  who  art  thou,  that,  in  the  littleness 
Of  thine  own  selfish  purpose,  would'st  set  boailds 
To  the  free  current  of  all  noble  thought 
And  generous  action,  bidding  ils  bright  waves 
Bestay'd,  and  flow  no  further  ?— But  tiie  Power 
Whose  interdict  is  laid  on  seas  and  orbs, 
To  chain  them  in  from  wandering,  hath  assign'd 
No  limits  unto  that  which  man's  high  strengtn 
Shall,  through  its  lud  achieve  I 

Etnt.  Oh !  there  are  times, 

When  all  that  Iiopeleffi  courage  can  achieve 
Bnl  sheds  a  mournful  beaaly  cPer  the  fete 
Of  those  who  die  in  vain. 

Mer  Who  dies  in  vain 

Upon  his  country's  war-fields,  and  within 
The  shadow  of  her  altars !— Feeble  heart ! 
I  tell  thee  that  the  voice  of  noble  blood, 
Thuspom'd  forlaithandireedom,  hath  a  tone 
Which,  from  the  night  of  ages,  from  the  gulf 
OfdeaUi,  shall  buist,  and  mate  its  high  appeal 
Sound  unto  earth  and  heaven  !   Ay,  lei  the  land. 
Whose  SODS,  through  centories  of  woe  hath  striven. 
And  perish'd  by  her  temples,  sink  awhile, 
Bome  dovm  in  confBot ! — But  imniortai  seed 
Deep,  by  heroic  oifiering,  hatii  been  sown 
On  all  her  andenl  hills ;  and  generous  hope 
ICnows  that  the  soil,  in  its  good  lime,  shall  yet 
Bring  ibrth  a  gloiious  harvest !— Earth  receives 
Not  one  ted  drop  from  fcithful  hearts  in  viun. 

Elm.  Then  it  must  be !— And  je  will  make  those  live». 
Those  young  bright  lives,  an  oSering — to  retard 
Our  doom  one  day ! 
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Her.  The  mantle  of  l]ial  day 

Mot  wTHp  the  file  of  Spain ! 

Mm.  What  led  me  here  I 

Why  did  I  turn  to  thee  in  my  despair  1 
Love  halh  no  ties  upon  thee  ;  what  had  I 
To  hope  ftom  thee,  thon  jone  and  childless  man  I 
Go  to  ihy  silent  home ! — there  no  yonng  voice 
Shall  bid  thee  welcome,  no  light  footstep  spring 
Forth  at  the  sound  of  thine  ! — Whatknoivs  ihj  heart! 

Her.  Woman !  how  dareet  Ihon  taunt  me  with  my  h 
Tky  children  too  ^all  perish,  and  I  Bay 
It  shaU  be  well!— W"-  -'— -  ■'"-  -'---' 
Wearing  thy  heart, ! 

Unto  its  dregs,  and  maiujig  jugui;  my  luue 
Of  care  yet  more  intense,  and  casting  health. 
Unprized,  to  melt  away,  i'  tb'  bitter  cup 
Thou  mingleat  far  thyself !— Why,  what  hath  earth 
■'*   -     ^halltli 


w  back  for  this  %    Shall  they  m 


To  pay -,  -     

Clf  the  Bword  spare  them  now)  to  prove  how  st 

All  love  may  be  forgotten  ! — Yeats  of  thought. 

Long  Mthml  watchinga,  looks  oftendemeEs, 

That  changed  not,  though  to  change  be  this  worid's  law — 

Shall  they  not  flam  thy  cheek  wiin  shame,  whose  blood 

Marks,  e  en  like  branding  iron  1 — to  thy  sick  heart 

Make  deatit  a  want,  as  sleep  to  weariness  ? 

Doth  not  all  hope  end  thu3! — or  e'en  at  beat. 

Will  they  not  leava  thee  3— far  from  thee  seek  room 

For  the  o'erflowings  of  their  Herv  souls, 

On  life's  wide  ocean? — give  the  bounding  steed. 

Or  the  wing'd  Bark  to  youth,  that  his  fiee  course 

May  be  o'er  hills  and  aeas ;  and  weep  lliou  not 

In  thy  fbrsalcen  home,  for  the  b[M;ht  world 

Lies  all  before  him,  and  be  auie'  he  wastes 

No  thought  on  thee  1 

Elm.  Not  so!  it  is  not  sol 

Thou  dost  but  torture  me  '.—My  sons  are  kind. 


_  -  m  he  calm,  and  ^ou  ^all  learn  how  ea._, 
The  fruitful  in  all  agonies,  hath  woea 
Which  for  outweigh  thine  own. 

Elm.  It  may  not  be  ! 

Wltose  grief  is  Uke  a  mother's  for  her  sons  1 

Her.  My  son  lay  slretch'd  upon  his  battle-bier. 
And  there  were  hands  wrung  o'er  him  which  hod  caught 
Their  hue  from  bis  young  blood  '. 

Elm.  Wliattaleisthial 

Her.  Read  you  no  records  in  this  mien,  of  things 
Whose  traces  on  man's  aspect  are  not  such 
As  the  breeze  leaves  on  water  i — Lofty  birth, 
War,  peiil,  power? — AlBiction'a  hand  is  strong. 
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If  it  erase  the  haughty  charaetata 
They  grave  so  deep !  —I  have  not  always  been 
Thai  which  I  am.    The  name  I  bore  is  not 
Of  those  which  petieh ! — I  was  once  a  chief— 


Sim.  Then  thy  heart  can  feel ! 

Thoa  wilt  have  pity  ! 

-Her.  Should  I  pity  thee  ? 
Tkv  sons  will  peiTsh  gloriously — their  blood 

Elm.  Their  blood  T  my  childi-en's  blood  !— Thou  aps 

Of  cBSling  down  a  wine-eup,  in  tire  mirth 
And  wanlonnees  of  feasting ! — My  fair  boys  ! 
— Man  !  hast  tliou  been  a  lathat  f 

Her.  Let  thera  die  ! 

Let  them  die  aow,  thy  children !  so  thy  heart 
Shall  wear  their  beautifol  image  oil  undinun'd 
Within  it,  to  the  Inat !    Nor  shalt  tiiou  learn 
The  hitler  lesson,  of  what  worlhlees  dual 
Are  fiiiraed  the  idols,  whose  false  glory  binds 
Earth's  fetter  on  oar  aoul3?-Thou  Ibink'st  it  much 
To  mourn  the  early  dead ;  but  there  ate  teai^ 
Heavy  with  deeper  anguirfi '.    We  endow 
Those  whom  we  love,  in  oar  fond  pasaouate  blindness, 
With  power  upon  our  souls,  too  absolute 
To  be  a  mortal's  trasi !    Within  their  hands 
We  lay  the  flaming  sword,  whose  stroke  alone 
Can  reach  oar  hearts,  and  they  are  mercifiil. 
As  they  are  strong,  that  wield  il  not  to  pierce  us ! 
— Ay,  fear  thein,  fear  the  loved  ! — Had  I  but  wept 
tVet  my  son's  grave,  or  o'er  a  babe's,  where  tears 
Are  as  apricg  dew-dropa,  glittering  in  the  sun, 
And  brighlenicg  the  young  verdure,  /  might  still 
Eiave  loved  andttusled '. 

Elm.  (.disdainfully.)  Bnthelellinwar! 
And  hath  not  glory  medicine  in  her  cup, 
For  the  brief  pangs  of  nature  1 

Her.  Glory!— Peace, 

And  listen ! — By  my  side  the  slriphng  grew, 
Last  of  my  line.    I  rear'd  him  to  lake  joy 
r  lb'  blaze  of  arms,  as  eagles  train  Iheit  young 
To  look  upon  the  day-iting  I — His  qniek  blood 
Even  to  bis  boyi^  cheek  wonld  mantle  up, 
When  the  heavens  rang  with  trampels,  and  his  eye 
Flash  with  the  spirit  of  a  race  whose  deeds — 
—•But  this  availelh  not  I— Yet  he  lo     ' 


orch^aboye  the  battle-storm, 
'     !ly  crests  bad  . 
— Around  my  steps 
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.     .  'k  had  ventured  ail,  when  m 

He  Beem'd  to  stand  betweea  my  soul  and  heaven, 
— Then  came  the  tfiunder-slrolte ! 
Elm.  'Tisevershus! 

'eI  and  foreboding  ee 

"''  Not  BO ! 

—Death !  Death !— Why,  earth  should  be  a  paradise. 
To  make  that  name  bo  fearful !— Hud  he  died, 
Wilb  bis  young  hme  nbout  hira  for  a  shroud, 
I  had  not  leara'd  the  might  of  agony. 
To  bring  proud  naturee&w  .'—No !  he  feU  oiF- 
— Why  do  1  tell  thee  this  ;■— What  right  hast  thou 
To  learn  how  cafa'd  the  ^ory  from  my  house  7 
Yet  listen !— He  ioisook  me  f— He,  thae  was 
As  mine  own  sonl,  fbraook  me !  trajiuiled  o'er 
The  ashes  of  his  sires ! — ay,  leagued  himBelf 
E'en  with  the  iulidel,  the  cuise  of  Sprun  ; 
And  for  the  dark  eye  of  a  Mooiiah  maid. 
Abjured  his  Eiith,  his  God !— Now,  talk  of  death ! 

Elm.  Oh !  I  can  pity  thee 

Ma-.                                      There's  more  to  hear. 
1  braced  the  corslet  o'er  my  heart's  deep  wound. 
And  cast  my  troubled  spirit  on  the  tide 
Of  war  and  'high  events,  whose  stormy  waves 
Might  bear  it  up  fram  einking ; 

Elm.  And  ye  met 

No  more  I 

Her.     Be  etill  '.—We  did  I— we  met  oacB  more. 
God  had  his  own  high  piiipose  to  fulfil, 
Or  tbink'at  thou  that  the  sun  in  his  bright  heaven 
Had  look'd  upon  such  things  ?— We  met  mice  more. 
That  was  an  hour  to  leave  ita  lightning-mark 
Sear'd  upon  brain  and  bosom !    There  had  been 
Combat  oa  Ebro's  banks,  and  when  the  day 
Saiik  ilk  red  ciouds^  it  &ded  from  a  field 
Still  held  by  Moonsh  lances.    Night  dosed  round— 
A  night  of  sultry  darkness,  in  the  shadow 
(tf  ™ose  broad  wing,  e'ennnto  death,  I  strove 
Long  with  a  turban'd  ofeanipion ;  but  my  sword 
Was  heavy  with  God's  vengeance — and  prevail'd. 
He  iell^-iny  heart  exulted— and  I  stood 
In  gloomy  triumph  o'er  him.    Nature  gave 
No  sign  of  horror,  for  'twas  Heaven's  decree  ! 
He  strove  to  speak— but  I  had  done  the  work 
Of  wrath  too  well ; — yet  in  his  Inst  deep  moan 
A  dreadful  something  of  femilinr  sound 
Csme  o'er  my  shuddering  sense.    The  moon  look'd  forth. 
And  I  beheld— qwak  not ! — 'twas  he— my  son ! 
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My  boy  lay  dying  there '.    He  raised  one  dance. 
And  knew  me— for  he  soughl  witli  feebla  hand 
To  cover  liia  glaied  eyes.    A  darker  yeil 
Sank  o'er  ttiem  soon. — I  will  not  have  thy  look 
llx'd  on  me  thus !— Away  1 

Elm.  Thou  hast  seen  this, 

Thou  liaflt  done  ihiB — and  vet  thou  liv'sl  3 

Ha:  ^  "-  • 


riur  oi  greai  uurhiibra,  wiiii^u  fiiiui  uul 

Aii  eailh,  and  heaven,  and  hope.    I  coat  away 
The  Epear  and  heltn,  and  made  the  cloister's  shade 
The  home  of  my  despair.    But  a  deep  voica 
Game  to^e  through  the  gloom,  and  sent  ilB  (ones 
Far  trough  my  bosom's  depths.    And  I  awoke. 
Ay,  as  the  moimlain-cedar  dolh  shake  off 
lis  weight  of  wmti-y  snow,  e'en  so  I  shook 
DemorSence  from  my  soul,  and  knew  myaell 
Seard  by  that  blood  wherewith  mv  hands  were  dyed, 
And  set  apart,  and  fearfiilly  mark  d  out 
Unto  a  mighty  task !— To  rouse  the  soul 
Of  {Spain  as  from  the  dead  ;  and  (o  lilt  op 
The  cross,  her  sign  oi'viotray,  on  the  hills, 
Gathering  her  aons  fo  battle  I — And  mj;  voice 
Musi  be  as  freedom's  trumpet  on  the  winds. 
From  Roncesvallea  to  the  blue  sea-waves 
Where  Calpe  looks  on  AMc ;  till  the  land 
Have  fill'd  her  cup  of  vengeance ! — Ask  me  now 
To  yield  the  Chnetian  cut;,  that  ifa  lanes 
May  rear  the  minaret  in  the  fece  of  Heaven '. — 
But  death  shall  have  a  bloodier  vintage-feast 
Ere  that  day  come! 

Elm.  I  a^  thee  this  no  more. 

For  r  am  hopeless  now.— Butyee  one  boon- 
Hear  me,  by  all  thy  woes ! — Thy  voice  hath  power 
Through  the  wide  dty — here  I  cannot  test : — 
Aid  me  to  pass  the  gates '. 
Her.  And  wherefore  I 

Blm.  Tbaa, 

Thst  wert  a  fiither,  and  art  now — alone ! 
Canst  thou  ask  "  wherefore  V — Ask  the  wretch  who! 
Have  not  an  hour  to  mn,  whose  failing  limbs 
Have  but  one  earthly  journey  to  perform, 
Why,  on  hispathvroy  to  fhs  place  of  deatii. 
Ay,  when  the  very  ase  is  glistenine  cold 
Upon  his  dizzy  sight,  hisjiale,  pani'd  lip 
Implores  a  oup  of  water  T— Why,  the  stroke 
Which  trembles  o'er  him  in  itself  eliall  bring 
Oblivion  of  all  wants,  yet  who  dejiies 
Nature's  last  prayer?— I  tell  thee  that  the  thirst 
Which  burns  my  spirit  up  is  agony 
To  be  endared  no  more !— And  1  muBl  look 


Upon  my  children's  Sees,  I  must  hfesr 
Their  voices,  ere  they  perish  l — But  hath  Heoven 
Decreed  that  they  must  periah)— Who  fhaU  say 
If  in  yon  Moslem  camp  there  heala  no  heart 
Which  prayers  and  tears  may  melt  ? 

Her.  There '.  with  the  Muor 

Let  him  fill  up  the  mensure  ofhisgnilt! 
— 'TismadneBB  all? — How  would'sl  ihou  pass  th'  snay 
Of  armed  foea  1 

Elm.  Oh  1  free  doth  eorrow  pass, 

Free  and  unquestioned,  through  a  enffering  world !' 

Her.  TliiB  must  not  be.    ESiough  of  woe  is  laid 
E'n  now  upon  thy  lord's  heroic  eoul. 
For  man  to  bear.'unsmking.     Press  thon  not 
Too  heavily  th'  o'erbarthen'd  heart. — Away! 
Bow  down  theltnee,  and  send  thv  prayers  for  strength 
Up  to  Heaven's  gatJ3. — Farewell! 

\Exit  Heknandei. 

Blvt.  Are  nil  men  thus  I 

— Why,  were  'I  not  better  tWey  should  fall  e'n  now 
Than  live  to  shut  their  hearts,  in  haughty  scorn, 
Agauist  the  Buflerei-'s  pleading  ? — But  no,  no ! 
VVho  can  be  like  this  man  that  slew  his  son. 
Yet  weaia  his  Ute  still  proudly,  and  a  soul 
Untamed  upon  his  tirow  1  {After  a  pome. 

There's  one,  whose  arms 
Have  home  my  children  in  their  infancy. 
And  on  whose  knees  they  sported,  and  whose  hand 
Hath  led  them  oft — a  va^al  of  there  sire's; 
And  I  will  seek  him :  he  may  lend  me  aid. 
When  all  bcsde  pass  on. 


Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone, 
High  heart !  and  what  are  we, 
While  o'er  our  heads  the  storm  sweeps  on, 
That  we  should  moum  for  thee  1 

Free  grave  and  peaceful  Mer 
To  the  buried  son  of  Spain ! 

To  those  that  live,  the  lanee  and  spear. 
And  well  if  not  the  chain ! 
Be  ifteirs  10  weep  the  dead, 
As  they  sit  beneath  their  vines, 

Whose  flowery  larid  hath  home  no  tread 
Of  spoilers  "'■"  ■'"  -!■""— ' 
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slow  knell,  and  chaunled  strain. 

—For  thoBo  that  fall  to-movrow  night. 

May  be  left  no  funeral-lraiu. 

AgJiin,  when  tmnipets  wajce. 
We  must  brace  our  armor  on  1 
But  a  deeper  note  thy  sleep  mnst  hreak- 
Thou  to  thy  rest  art  gone  ! 

[£appierin  this  than  all. 


Elm,  "Thy  work  hatn  well  been  done  !"— so  ihou  may's: 

-There  ia  a  solemn  lesson  in  those  words— 
Bui  now  I  may  not  pause.  [Exit  Elmiha. 

Scene  III.— ^  Street  in  the  City. 

HeBNABEEI — GOHIiLEI. 

Her.  Would  they  not  heai- ! 

Gon.  .  Tlicy  heard,  as  one  that  stands 

Bv  the  cold  grove  which  lialh  hut  newly  closed 
O  er  his  last  liiend  doth  hear  some  pa^er-hy 
Bid  him  be  comforted ! — Their  hcarls  have  died 
Within  them ! — We  must  periah,  not  aa  those 
That  ikli  when  battle's  voice  dolfi  shake  the  hills. 
And  peal  through  heaven's  great  nicli,  but  silently. 


I  sliall  yield ! 
jier.  Breathe  not  the  word, 

Save  in  proud  scorn !— Each  bitter  day  o'etpass'd 
By  slow  endurance,  is  a  triumph  won 
For  Spain's  red  orofs.    And  be  of  trusting  heart ! 
A  few  brief  honta,  and  thow  that  tum'd  away 
In  cold  deqiondence,  shrinking  from  your  voice, 
May  crowd  around  their  leader,  and  demand 
To  be  array'd  for  battle.    We  tnuat  watch 
For  the  swift  impulse,  and  awai!  ilfi  time. 
As  the  bark  waits  the  ocean's.    Ton  have  chosen 
To  kindle  up  their  souls,  an  hour,  perchance. 
When  they  wei-e  weuiy ;  Ihev  had  cast  aside 
Their  arms  to  slumber ;  or  a  knell,  just  then, 
With  its  deep  hollow  tone,  had  made  the  blood 
Creep  shuddering  thi-ough  their  veins ;  or  they  had  cs 
A  ghmpae  of  some  new  meteor,  and  ^ped  forth 
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Strange  omens  from  its  blaze. 

Hon.  Alns !  the  cause 

Lies  deeper  in  their  misery ! — I  have  seen, 
In  my  nieht's  conrse  through  lliia  beleaguer'd  city. 
Things  whose  lemembronce  doth  not  paaa  away 
As  vapois  from  (he  mountains. — There  were  some, 
'ITiat  eat  beside  ^ir  dead,  with  eyes  wlierein 
Grief  bad  (a'en  place  of  eight,  and  shut  out  all 
But  its  own  ghastly  object.    To  my  voice 
Some  answerd  with  a  fierce  and  bittec  laugh. 
As  men  whose  agonies  were  maAe  to  msa 
The  boumlsofsuSBrEi]ce,by  some  reckjees  word 
Dropt  ftom  the  light  of  epirit— Olliers  lay— 
— Why  Bhunid  Itell  thee,  father!  how  despair 
Can  bring  the  lofty  brow  of  manhood  down 
Unto  the  very  duet  1 — And  yet  for  Has, 
Fear  not  that  I  embiBce  my  doom — Oh  God ! 
That  'twere  toy  doom  alone!— with  lessoffix'd 
And  solemn  fcrtitude. — Lead  on,  prepare 
The  hoUest  rites  of  fiiith,  that  I  by  them 
Otice  more  may  eoneecrate  my  sword,  my  Ufe ; 
—But  what  ore  these  !— Who  hotli  not  dearer  lives 
Twined  with  hia  own) — I  ahall  be  lonely  soon — 
Childless ! — Heaven  wills  it  so.    Lot  us  begone. 
Perchance  before  the  shrine  my  heart  may  beat 
With  a  lees  troubled  motion. 

lExeunt  Gos'iAZfz  and  Hernandez. 

Sceue  IV.— .d  Tent  in  the  Moorish  Camp. 

ABIIOt,I.iH — AlPHONEO — CiBXOS. 

jl6d.  These  are  hold  words :  but  host  thou  look'd  on  death. 
Fair  stripUng) — On  thy  cheek  and  sunny  brow 
Scarce  fafleen  summeis  of  their  lanehing  course 
Have  iefllight  traces.    If  thv  shaflnath  piereed 
The  ibex  of  the  mountajns,  if  thy  step 
Hath  ciimb'd  some  eagle's  neat,  and  thou  hast  mode 
His  nest  thy  spoil,  'tis  much ! — And  fear'st  thou  not 
The  leader  ol  the  mighty  1 

Alph.  1  have  been 

Rear'd  amongst  fearless  men,  and  'midst  the  rocks 
And  the  wildhills,  whereon  my  falbere  fought 
And  won  their  battles.     There  are  glorious  tales 
Told  of  their  deeds,  and  I  have  leam'd  them  all. 
How  should  I  fear  thee,  Moor? 

Abd.  So,  thoQ  hast  seen 

Fields,  where  the  combat's  roar  hath  died  away 
Into  the  whiapering  bKeze,  and  where  wild  flowers 
Bloom  o'er  forgotten  graTcs!— But  know 'st  thou  auebt 
Of  those,  where  sword  fmm  crossing  sword  atrites  me, 
And  leaders  are  horne  down,  and  rushing  steeds 
Trample  the  Ufe  from  out  the  mighty  hearts 
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That  rated  Ihe  storm  so  !ale  ?— Speak  not  of  denth 
Till  thou  boat  look'd  on  Euch. 

Alph.  I  waa  not  botn 

A  shepherd's  son,  to  dwell  with  pipe  and  cix>ok, 
Aud  peasant  men,  amidst  the  lowly  voles ; 
Instead  of  ringiiiff  tlarions,  and  hright  spears. 
And  crested  Knights ! — I  am  of  princely  race ; 
And,  if  my  father  would  have  heard  my  suit, 
I  tell  thee,  infidel,  that  long  eie  now, 
I  should  hare  seen  how  lances  meet,  and  swords 
Do  the  field's  work> 

Abd.  Boy !— know'st  thou  there  are  sigl 

A  thousand  times  more  fearful  1 — Men  may  die 
Full  proudly,  when  the  skies  and  m 


'Midst  the  dead  silence  of  |>Ble  multitudes. 
Led  forth  in  fettets — dost  flion  mark  me,  boy  1 
To  take  their  last  look  of  th'  all  aladdeniiig  sun, 
And  bow,  perchance,  the  stately  nead  of  youth. 
Unto  the  death  of  shame! — Hadst  thou  seen  this 

Alpk.  ((0  Carlos.)  Sweet  brother,  God  is  with  ua,  fi 
We  have  had  heroes  for  our  area :— this  man 
Should  not  behold  us  tremble. 

Abd.  There  are  means 

To  tame  the  loftiest  natures.    Yet,  again 
I  ask  thee,  wilt  then,  from  beneath  the  waits 
Sue  to  thy  are  for  life  ?— or  woald'et  thoa  die 
With  this  thy  brother? 

Alph.  Moslem  '—on  the  hills,     . 

Around  my  father's  eastle,  I  have  heard 
The  moantain-peasants,  as  lliey  dre^d  the  vines, 
Or  drove  the  goats,  by  rock  and  torrent,  home. 
Singing  their  ancient  songs :  and  these  were  all 
Of  the  Ciii  Campeador ;  and  how  Me  sword 
Tiiona,'  clear'd  its  waj[  through  turbau'd  hosts, 
And  captured  Afrie's  kings,  and  how  he  won 
Valencia  from  the  Moor  *— I  will  not  shame 
The  blood  we  draw  from  him !       lA  Meansh  aoldiei 


Conduct  them  liidier. 

[The  soldier  goes  out  and  re-enters  tnith 
EiwiNA,  disguised,  and  an  attendant. 
Car.  ispi-iiiging  forward  to  the  attendant.)  Oh !  take  mo 
hence,  Diego !  talte  me  hence 
With  thee,  that  I  may  see  my  mother's  face 
At  morning  when  I  wake.    Here,  dark-brow'd  men 
EVwn  strangely,  with  their  cruel  eyes,  upon  us. 
Take  me  with  uiee,  fcr  tliou  art  good  and  kind, 
And  well  I  know  thou  lov'sl  me,  my  Diego  ! 
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Abd.  Peace,  boy  !— What  tidinga,  Clirielian,  from  lliy  lord  ' 
Is  be  grown  humbler  1— doth  he  set  the  livea 
Of  ihraa  feit  nurslings  at  a  oity's  worth  ? 

Alpk.  irushmgjonnard  impatiently.)  Bay  not  he  doth  !- 
Yet  wherefore  art  thou  here  1 
If  it  he  BO,  I  could  weep  huming  teaia 
For  very  shame !    EthiH  can  be,  return ! 
Tell  him,  of  sU  his  wealth,  his  battle-gioilB, 
1  will  hut  ask  a  war-hotse  and  a  sword. 
And  that  beside  him  in  the  mounlain-diase, 
And  in  his  halls,  and  at  his  stately  feasts, 
My  place  shall  be  no  mote  1— but,  no !— I  wrong, 
I  wrong  my  father !    Moor,  believe  it  not, 
He  is  a  champion  of  the  croaa  and  Spain, 
Sprung  &om  the  Cid  !— and  I,  too,  I  can  die 
As  a  Warner's  high-born  child ! 

Elm.  Alas,  alas ! 

4ndwould'st  thou  die,  Ihua  early  die,  fair  boy  1 
What  hath  Ufe  done  to  thee  that  thou  should'et  cos 
Its  flower  away,  in  very  acorn  of  heart, 
Ere  yet  the  blight  be  come  t 

Alph.  That  voice  doth  sound 

Aid,  Stranger,  who  art  thonl — this  is  mockery  !  speak. 

Ebit.  UliTowing  of  a  mantle  and  Mmet,and  eiuhracijis  kei 
sons.)  My  bcye !  whom  I  have  rear'd  uirough  many  honra 
Of  silent  OTB  and  sorrows,  and  deep  thoughts 
Untold  and  imimagined ;  let  me  die 
With  you,  now  I  Mve  held  you  to  laj  hetut. 
And  seen  once  more  the  iaoes,  in  whose  light 
My  Honihath  lived  lor  yeaia! 

Cia:  Sweet  mother  I  now 

Thoa  shalt  not  leave  us 


i.  Thitik'st  thou  there  dwells  no  courage  but  in  breasts 
That  set  their  mail  against  the  rinatig  spears, 
Wlien  helmets  are  struck  down  1     Thou  little  know'st 
Of  nature's  marvels.  ~  Chief,  my  heart  is  nerved 
i  0  make  its  way  throng  thinm  which  warrior  men, 
Ay,  Ibey  that  master  death  bytield  or  flood, 
Wnald  look  on,  ere  they  braved !— I  have  no  ibougnt, 
leoffear!    Tbon'rt  mighty !  bntasoul 


Wound  up  like  mine  is  luighder,  m  the  power 
Ctf  that  one  feeUng  pout'd  through  ait  its  depths. 
Than  monarcte  with  their  boats !    Am  I  not  eomi 
To  die  with  these  my  children? 

Abd.  Doth  thy  feith 

Bid  thee  do  this,  fond  Christian  '.    Hast  thou  not 
The  means  to  save  iheinl 

Elm.  I  have  prayers,  and  tears 

And  agonies  1 — and  he,  my  God  ,  the  God 
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Whose  hand,  or  soon  oi 

To  bow  the  oreEled  head— Mth  i 

Most  powerful  in  a  world  where 

That  one  deep  language,  by  the  atorni  eall'd  fotlh 

From  the  bruia'd  reeda  of  earth !    For  thee,  perchance, 

AfHiclion'a  chaalening  lesson  halh  not  yet 

Been  laid  upon  Ihy  heart,  and  Ihou  may'st  love 

To  see  the  creatures,  hy  its  might  brought  low, 

Humbled  before  thee.  [She  throws  herself  at  Me  feet. 

Conqueror,  I  can  kneel ! 
L  that  drew  birth  from  piinces,  bow  myself 
E'en  to  thy  feet !    Call  m  thy  chiefs,  thy  slaves 
If  this  will  swell  tiiy  triompli,  to  behold 
The  blood  of  kings,  of  heroes,  thiis  abased! 
Do  this,  but  spare  my  sons ! 

Mph.  {attaaptingto  raise  her.)  Thou  should'st  not  kneel 
Unto  this  infidel !     Rise.riae,  my  mother! 
This  sight  doth  shame  our  house  ', 

Aid.  Than  dating  lioy ! 

They  that  in  arms  have  taught  thy  father's  land 
How  chains  are  worn,  shall  school  thai  haughty  mien 
Unto  another  language. 

Elm.                         Peace,  my  son ! 
Have  pity  on  my  heart !— Oh,  pardon,  chief! 
He  is  of  noble  blood.    Hear,  hear  me  yet ! 
Are  there  no  lives  through  which  the  shalte  of  Heaven 
May  reach  your  soul  ?    He  that  loves  aught  on  earili, 
Dares  (ar  too  much,  if  he  be  merciless ! 
la  it  for  those,  whose  frail  morlaiity 
Must  one  day  strive  alone  with  God  and  death, 
To  shut  their  aouls  against  th'  appealing  voice 
Of  nature  '- ' ■-■- '    '"     


And  your  strong  armor  on,  shall  come  that  stroke 
Which  the  lance  wards  not !— where  shall  your  high  hear! 
Find  refuge  then,  if  in  the  day  of  might 
Woe  hatii  lain  prostrate,  bleeding  at  your  fest. 
And  you  have  pitied  not  i 

Ahd.  Thpse  are  vain  words. 

Elm.  Have  yon  no  children  i — fear  you  not  to  biijig 
The  lightnms  on  their  heads.— In  your  own  land 
Doth  no  fond  mother,  fiom  the  tents  beneath 
Your  native  palms,  look  o'er  the  deaerla  out. 
To  gi-eel  your  homeward  step  7 — You  have  not  yet 
Forsot  ao  utte.-ly  her  patient  love  ; — 
For  la  not  woman's  in  all  cljmea  the  aame  ? 
That  you  should  scorn  my  prayer ! — 0  Heaven !  his  eya 
Dotli  wear  no  mercy ! 

Abd,  Then  it  mocks  you  not. 

I  have  swept  o'er  mountams  of  your  land, 
Leaving  my  traces,  as  the  riaitrngs 
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Of  Moima  upon  them  !     Shall  I  now  lie  slay'd  ! 
Know,  unto  me  it  were  as  light  a  thins 
Xn  this  my  course,  to  quench  your  chiMren's  lives. 
As  joumej'ing  ihpougn  a  foresl,  to  break  off 
The  young  wild  branchea  that  obstruct  the  way 
With  their  green  sprays  and  leaves- 
Elm.  Are  there  such  hearlB 
Amongst  thy  worlw,  O  God  ! 

Ab£  Kneel  not  lo  me. 

Kneel  to  your  lord  1  on  his  resolves  doth  hang 
His  children's  doom.  He  may  be  lightly  won 
By  a  iew  bursts  of  pasaoiate  tears  and  words.       Ibeara  a.  so 

Sm.  Crwiiw  indignantly.)  Speak  not  of  noble  men  I— t 
Stronger  Aanlove  or  death. 

jii&jft.  (.with  exidtation.)  I  knew  'twoa  thus  I 
He  could  not  fail ! 

Elm,  There  is  no  mercy,  none. 

On  this  cold  earth  I — To  strive  with  such  a  world, 
Hearts  should  be  void  of  love ! — We  will  go  hence. 
My  cluldren  I  we  ore  sninmon'd.    Lay  your  heads, 
In  liieir  young  radiant  beauR',  once  again 
To  rest  upon  tins  bosom.    He  that  dwells 
Beyond  the  clouds  which  press  us  darkly  »und. 
Will  yet  have  pity,  and  before  his  filce 
We  three  will  stand  together '.    Moslem  !  now 
Let  the  stroke  tall  at  once  I 

Md.  'Tis  thme  own  will. 

These  might  e'ett  yet  be  spared. 

Eba,  Thoa  wilt  not  spare ! 

And  he  beneath  whose  eye  their  childhood  giew. 
And  in  whose  paAs  they  sported,  and  whose  ear 
From  their  litst  lisping  accents  caugjit  the  soimd 
Of  that  word — Pa(Aer-— once  a  name  of  love — 
1b Men  shall  call  him  ateadfaat. 

Abd.  Hath  the  blast 

Of  sudden  trampets  ne'er  at  dead  of  night, 
When  the  land's  watchers  fear'd  no  hostile  step. 
Startled  the  slumberera  from  their  dreamy  world. 
In  cities,  whose  heroic  lords  have  been 
Sledfast  as  thine  t 

Elm.  There's  meaning  in  thine  eye. 

More  than  thy  words. 

jilid.  IpoitOins  to  the  city.)  Look  Co  yon  lowers  and  widli 
Think  you  no  hearts  within  their  limits  pme, 
Weary  of  hopeless  warfere,  and  preparM 
To  burst  the  feeble  linlH  which  bind  them  still 
Unto  endmanee  1 

Elm.  Thou  hast  said  too  well. 

But  what  of  this  3 

Ahd,  Then  there  ate  those,  to  whom 

Tlie  prophet's  armies  not  as  foes  would  pass 
Yon  gates,  but  as  deliverers.    Might  they  not 
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Alpk.  liniiisnonWjf.)  Thou  treacherous  Moor  ! 

Elm.  Let  me  uot  thus  be  tried 

Beyond  all  Blreiigth,  oh,  Heaven ! 

Abd.  Now,  'iia  for  tkee. 

Thou  Christian  mother !  on  thy  sona  to  paas 
The  aentenoe— life  or  deothl— the  price  it  set 
On  their  young  blood,  and  reals  within  thy  handa. 

Alph.  Mother;  thou  ttemblest! 

Aid.  Hath  thy  heart  reaolved  ! 

Elm.  (covering  her  face  initk  her  hands.)  My  boy's  prouii 


eye  is  on  rae,  and  the^lhings 


Which  rueh  in  stormy  darkness  through  my  soal, 
Shrint  from  his  glance.    I  cannot  answer  here. 

Abd.  Come  forth.    We'll  commune  elsewhere. 

Cor.  (ioAismot^ej-.)  Wiltth 

Oh!  let  me  follow  ihee ! 

Mm.  Mine  own  fair  child  I 

Now  that  thine  eyea  have  pour'd  onee  more  on  mini 
Tlieligiitoftheir  young  emile,  and  thy  sweet  voice 
Hath  sent  its  gentle  music  throuob  my  eoul. 
And  I  have  felt  the  twining  of  thine  nrms — 
How  shall  I  leave  thee ! 

Abd.  Iieave  him,  as  'twere  but 

For  a  brief  elmnber,  to  behold  his  face 
At  morning,  with  tlie  sun's. 

Alph.  Thou  hast  no  look 

For  me,  my  mother  \ 

Elm.  Oh '.  that  I  should  live 

To  say,  I  dare  not  loolt  on  thee !— Farewell. 
My  firat  bom,  fere  thee  well ! 

Mph.                                Yet,  yet  beware ! 
It  were  a  grief  more  heavy  on  thy  soul. 
That  I  should  blush  for  tliee,  than  o'er  my  grave 
That  thou  sbould'r -" ' 

Ahd.  Away!  w 
Come  forth ! 

Elm.  Once  more  embrace !    My  sons,  farewell ! 

[Bxeytni  ABDumH  leiik  Blmiha  and  her  attendaat. 

Alpk.  Hear  me  yet  once,  my  mother !— Art  thou  eone  '. 
Bui  one  word  more  !    [He  rushes  out,  joUowed  hi  Cshlos.. 

SoENT!  v.— The  Garden  of  a  Falace  in  Valencia, 

XlMENA,  THEKESi. 

Ther.  Stay  yet  awhile.    A  pmer  nir  doth  rove 
Here  through  the  myrtles  whispering,  and  the  hmea. 
And  ehaiing  sweetnesa  from  the  orange  boughs. 
Than  waits  you  in  the  city. 
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Ill  their  last  need,  and  on  their  bed  of  deaft, 
At  which  no  hand  Aoih  minister  but  mine 
That  wait  me  in  the  city.    Let  us  hence. 

Ther.  Yijtt  have  been  wont  to  love  the  niusie  miide 
By  fcrnnta,  and  ruslHng  foliage,  and  Eoft  winds. 
Breathing  of  citron-grovea.    And  will  you  turn 
From  these  to  scenea  of  death  i 

Xim.  To  me  the  voice 

Of  summer,  whispering  through  young  flowers  and  leairtt. 
Now  speal^  too  deep  a  language !  aud  of  al! 
Its  dreiuny  and  mysteiioua  melodiea. 
The  breathine  soiB.  is  BadoeBS  !~-I  have  felt 
That  eammona  ^irough  my  spirit,  aftei  which 
The  hues  of  earth  are  changed,  and  all  her  sounds 
Seem  fiangfat  with  secret  waminga.— There  is  cause 
That  J  eboiM  bend  my  foofst«pa  to  the  scenes 
Where  Death  is  buaj',  taming  warrior-hearfs. 
And  pouring  winter  ihroogh  tlie  fieiy  blood, 
And  ietftme  the  Btrong  arm  !— For  now  no  sigh 
Li  the  dull  St,  nor  floalmg  eloud  in  heaven, 
No,  not  the  Ughtest  murmur  of  a  leaf, 
But  of  his  angel's  silent  comiog  bears 
Some  token  lomy  aonl. — But  nought  of  this 
Unto  my  raolhetl— These  are  awfiil  hours ! 
And  on  their  heavy  steps  afflictions  crowd 
With  such  dark  preaauie,  there  is  leii  no  room 
For  one  grief  more. 

Ther.  Sweet  lady,  talk  not  thus ! 

Yoar  eye  lh!a  mom  doth  wear  a  calmer  li^^ 
There's  mora  of  life  in  its  clear  trem'lous  ray 
Than  I  have  mark'd  of  late.    Hay,  go  not  yet ; 
Rest  by  this  feuntam,  where  the  laurels  dip 
Their  doEsy  leaves.    A  fresher  gale  doth  spring 
fVom  the  transparent  waters,  dfahing  round 
Their  silvery  spray,  with  a  sweet  voice  of  coolness. 


The  mdody  you  love. 

Why  is  the  Spanish  maiden's  grave 

So  far  from  her  own  blight  land ! 
The  aunny  llowei-s  that  o'er  it  wave 

Were  sown  by  no  kindred  hand. 
'Tia  not  the  orange-boagh  that  sends 

Its  breath  on  the  sultry  air, 
'Tis  not  the  rayrlle-etem  that  bends 

To  the  breeze  of  evening  there  '. 
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The  lowly  Croas,  wiih  flowera  o'etgrown, 

Marks  well  that  place  of  rest ; 
Bnt  who  halh  graved,  on  ita  raosa)'  stone, 

A  sword,  a  helm,  a  crest '! 

These  niB  the  trophies  of  a  chief, 

A  lord  of  the  axe  and  apeat ! 
— Some  hloasom  pluck'd,  some  faded  leaf, 

Should  grace  a  maiden's  bier  I 

Scom  not  her  tomb — deny  not  her 

The  honors  of  Ihe  brave ! 
O'er  that  fbreaken  sepulchre, 

Banner  and  plume  might  wave. 

She  bound  the  sfeel,  in  balde  tried. 

Her  feorlera  heart  above, 
And  stood  with  brave  meii,  side  hy  side, 

In  the  strength  and  feith  of  love  ! 

That  strength  prevail'd — that  failh  was  bles: 

True  was  the  javelin  thrown, 
Yet  pierced  it  not  her  wonioi's  breast: 

She  met  it  with  her  own  '. 
And  nobly  won,  where  heroes  feU 

In  arms  for  the  holy  shrine, 
A  death  which  saved  what  sho  loved  so  well 

And  a  grave  in  Palestine. 
Then  let  the  rose  of  Sliaron  ^read 

Ite  bi-east  to  the  glowing  air,  , 
And  the  palm  of  Judah  hit  its  head. 

Green  and  immortal  there '. 
And  let  yon  grey  stone,  undefaced, 

TolliSi) 
Wh. 

Xhn.  Those  notes  were  wont  to  make  my  hsait  beat  ^ok, 
As  at  a  voice  of  vieloiy ;  but  to-day 
The  spirit  of  the  song  is  changed,  and  seems 
AH  mournful.    Oh !  that,  ere  my  early  grave 
Shuts  out  the  sunbeam,  I  might  hear  one  peal 
Of  the  Caslilian  trumpet,  rin0ng  forth 
Beneath  my  father's  banner !— In  that  sound 
Were  life  to  yon,  sweet  brothers ! — But  forme — 
Come  on — our  tasks  await  us.    They  who  know 
Their  hours  are  number'd  out,  have  little  time 
To  give  the  vagie  and  slumberons  languor  way, 
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Which  doth  Bteal  o'er  them  in  the  breath  of  fioweia, 
And  iwhisper  ol'  soft  winds. 

[EtMMA  enicj-s  hurriedly. 
Elm,  The  air  will  calm  my  spirit,  ere  yet  I  meet 
His  eye,  which  must  bo  met. — Thou  here,  Ximena ! 
[^.  .*„,.  ...1. ^ 

Xim.  Alas  I  my  mother !  I 
And  troobled  glance  I  read — 

Etm.  iwiid^.)                    Thou  read'st 
Why,  who  would  live,  if  ur '  — 


I  ny,  dioa  camC  not !— Theie^  IK .    ._. 

Shsll  ktunv  the  thonghta,  which  for  themselves  have  niai 

And  kepi  daik  places  in  the  very  breast 

Whereon  he  hath  leid  hia  shimber,  till  the  hour 

Whrai  the  graves  o[ 

Flush'tf.'na  with7ever  r"To°your'w( 
Hath  brought  no  rest. 

Blm.  Rest ! — whi>  should  rest  1 — not  he 

That  holds  one  earthly  blessing  tc  his  heart 
Nearer  than  Ufe  '—No  1  if  tiis  world  have  aught 
Of  blight  or  precious,  let  not  him  who  calls 
Such  ihinga  hia  own,  take  rest '. — Dark  spiritB  keep  watch. 
And  they  to  whom  lair  honor,  cMvahona  fame, 
Were  as  heaven's  air,  the  vital  element 
Wherein  they  breathed,  may  wake,  and  find  their  souls 
Msde  marks  fiji  human  scorn  ! — Will  they  bear  on 
Witii  life  struck  down,  and  thus  disrobed  of  all 
Its  gloiious  drapery  T — Who  shall  tell  nstbisl 
—WiUfteSobearltJ 

Xim.  Mother  I  let  us  kneel 

And  blend  our  hearts  in  uroyer ! — What  else  is  left 
To  mortals  when  the  dark  hoar's  might  is  on  them ! 
—Leave  us,  Theresa.— Grief  like  this  doth  find 
Its  balm  m  solitnde.  [Exit  TheBEsa. 

My  mother !  pence 
la  heaven's  benignant  answer  to  me  cry 
Of  wounded  apinlB,    Wilt  thou  kneei  with  me  ! 

Elm.  Away !  'tis  but  Kir  souls  urstain'd,  to  wear 
Heavei^s  tranquil  image  on  their  deptlis.    The  stream 
Of  my  daric  thoadils,  all  broken  by  the  storm, 
Refiects  but  clouds  and  lightnings!    Dicist  thou  speak 
Of  peace  1     '^  fled  &om  earth  1    but  there  is  joyl 
Wild,  ■ftwihled  joy !    And  who  shall  know,  my  child '. 
It  is  not  happmess  !    Why,  our  own  hearts 
Will  keep  the  secret  close !    Joy.joy!  ifbut 
To  leave  this  desolate  city,  mth  its  dall 


Slow  knells  and  dirges,  and  to  breathe  at 

Th'  untainted  mountain-air !    But  himh  T  the  trees. 
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fill!  of  voices,  and  wUl  whisper  things 

'U  speak  of  it  no  more. 
Xim.  Oh  I  pitying  Heaven! 

rhia  gdef  doth  shaka  her  i-eaaon ! 

Elm.  istartitie.)  Hark  !  a  step ! 

'Tie — 'tis  thy  lallier's ! — come  away — not  now — 

Xint.  Why  ehould  this  be  1 

[Gonzalez  enters  and  detainr  Elmihi. 

Gun.  Elmina,  dost  thou  shun  me  1 — Haie  we  not, 
K'en  fiom  the  hopeful  and  ihe  sunny  time 
When  youth  was  as  a  gloiy  roand  oiu-  brows, 
Held  on  through  life  together  J— And  is  this. 
When  eve  is  gathering  round  ds,  with  the  gloom 
Of  stormy  clouds,  a  time  to  part  our  steos 
Upon  the  darkening  wild ! 


I.  (coldly.)    '  There  needs  ni 

ehould'st  thou 


Why  ehould'st  thou  thinlc  I  shunn'd  th.  _  . 
Gm.  Should  the  lovo 

'  "  th'  un&duie  love, 

n  ftom  gladd'ning  Bmilea 

Thus  lightly  be  forgotten  1 

Elm.  Speak'sC  thou  thus? 

— I  have  knelt  before  tliee  with  that  very  plea. 
When  it  avail'd  me  not ! — But  there  are  things 
Whose  very  breathings  from  the  soul  erase 
All  record  of  past  love,  save  the  chill  sense, 
Th'  unquiet  memory  of  its  wasted  faith, 
And  vamdevotedness!— Ay!  they  that  fix 
A-ffection's  perfect  trust  on  aught  of  earth. 
Have  many  a  di«am  to  start  Ironi '. 

Goii.  This  is  but 

The  wildneaa  and  the  biltemeBa  of  grief. 
Ere  yet  the  unsettled  heart  hath  closed  its  long 
Impatient  conflicls  with  a  mightier  power. 
Which  makes  all  coniliot  vain. 

Hark!  was  thei«  not 

A  sound  of  distant  trumpets,  far  beyond 
Tlie  Moorish  tents,  and  of  another  tone 
Than  th'  Afrfc  horn,  Ximena  7 

^  Oh,  my  father ! 


O'er  the  fir  hdls. 


-'Tis  but  the  1 

... Jg,  hears  ila  deep 

te  from  us,  waiting  it 


I  do  not  shako  my  spirit  bam  its  height, 
So  startling  it  wiUi  hope  !— But  the  dread  hour 
Shall  be  met  bravely  still.    I  can  Iteep  down 
Yet  for  a  little  while — and  Heaven  will  ask 
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— And  thine — Elmiiia  ! 

Elm.  °Tis — I  am  prepared. 

I  have  prepared  for  nil. 

Gon.  Oh,  well  I  knew 

Thou  would'st  not  ftil  me  !— Not  in  Toiii  my  soul, 
Vpaa  thy  &ilh  and  couiBge,  bath  built  up 
Unshaken  trust. 

Efen.  (utiWii),)  Away !— thou  know'st  me  not. 
Man  darea  loo  fer,  his  rashness  would  invest 
This  our  mortality  with  an  atftibule 
Too  high  and  swtiil,  boastine  that  he  knows 
One  human  heart  i 

Gan.  These  are  wild  words,  but  yet 

I  will  not  doubt  thee  !-^Hast  thon  not  been  found 
"" "'a  K.- 

, -,      .'f  ' 

P  th'  leoocd  of  a  warrior's  life,  shall  fii 

Its  place  of  stamlese  honor. — By  his  side — 

JBlm.  May  ihifl  be  borne?— Sow  much  of  agony 
Hath  the  heart  room  fori — Speak  to  me  in  wrath 
— I  can  endure  it ! — But  no  gentle  words ! 
No  words  of  love  !  no  praise! — Thy  sivord  might  slay. 
And  be  mote  merciful ' 

Gon,  Wherefore  art  thou  thus! 

Ellmina,  my  beloved ! 

Elm.  No  mote  of  love! 

— Have  I  not  sold  there's  that  within  my  heart. 
Whereon  it  fells  as  living  fire  would  Ml 
Upon  an  unclosed  wound  1 

Gon.  Nay,  lifl  thine  eyes. 

That  I  may  read  their  meaning ! 

Elm.  Never  more 

With  a  free  soul— What  hove  1  said  ?— 'twas  nought ! 
Take  thou  no  heed !    The  words  of  wretchedness 
Admit  not  scrutiny.    Wonld'st  thou  mark  the  speech 
Of  troubled  dreamsl 

Gon.  I  have  seen  thee  in  the  hour 

Of  thy  deep  spirit'sjoy,  and  when  the  breath 
Of  gnef  hung  chilling  round  thee;  in  all  change. 
Bright  health  and  drooping  sickneai ;  hope  and  fear : 
Youlh  and  decline ;  but  never  yet,  Elmina, 
Ne'er  hath  thine  eye  till  now  shrunk  back  perturb'd 
With  shame  or  dread,  from  muie  I 

Ehn.  Thy  glance  doth  search 

A  virounded  heart  too  deeply. 

Gon.  Host  thou  there 

Aught  to  conceal? 

Mlm.  Who  hath  nut? 

Gob.  Till  this  hour 

TMu  never  hadst !— Tet  hear  me  !— by  the  fiee 
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The  grave's  most  awful  ^nrita,  they  would  aCand 
Powerless,  before  my  anguish ! 

Gfm.  Then,  by  her. 

Who  there  looka  on  thee  ui  the  parity 
Of  her  demoted  youth,  and  o'er  whose  noine 
No  blight  moal  tall,  and  nhose  pale  cheek  must  iie'et 
Bum  with  liist  deBper  tinge,  caught  piunfully 
From  the  quick  leeling  ofdishonor.— Speak  1 
Unfold  this  mystery? — By  thy  aona— 

Eivt.  My  sons' 

And  canst  thoit  name  ^em  ? 

Gaa.  Proudly !— Better  fer 

Ttiey  died  with  all  the  promise  of  tbeir  youth, 
And  tlie  fiur  honor  of  their  house  upon  ihera, 
Than  that,  with  manhood's  high  and  passionate  soul, 
To  fearitil  strensth  unfolded,  ihey  shootd  live, 
Barr'd  ftran  theUsla  of  cresled  chivsliy. 
And  pining,  in  the  silence  of  a  woe. 
Which  from  the  heart  shuts  dnyligiit—o'er  the  shame 
Of  those  who  give  them  birth !— But  thou  could'at  ne'er 
Fcngel  their  Imty  claims ! 

Ehn.  (ifliMii).)  'Twas  but  for  them  ! 

'Twaa  for  them  only ! — Who  shall  date  aiiaign 
Madnes  of  crime  1 — And  He  who  made  us  Eiows 
There  are  dark  moments  ofall  hearts  and  Uves, 
Which  bear  down  reason ! 

Son,  Thou,  whom  I  have  loved 

With  such  high  trust  as  o'er  our  nature  threw 
A  glory  Boarce  allow'd  ; — what  hast  thou  done  ? 
— Ximena,  go  tHou  hence  ! 

Elia.  No,  no  !  my  child  ! 

There's  pity  in  thy  look !— All  other  eyea 
Are  lull  of  wrath  and  scorn  ! — Oh!  leave  me  not! 

Gnu.  That  I  should  hve  to  see  thee  thus  abased  I 
—Yet  speak )— What  hast  thou  done  ? 

Sim.  Look  to  the  gale! 

Thon  art  worn  with  toil— but  take  no  rest  lo-nighlT 
The  western  gate  I — lis  watchers  have  been  won — 
The  Cbrisdan  city  hath  been  bought  and  sold  ! — 
ITiey  will  admit  the  Moor ! 

Gob.  Tliey  have  been  won ! 

Brave  men  and  tried  so  long  1— Whose  work  was  this  1 

Elm.    Think'at  thou  all  hearts  like   thine  7— Can  mothani 

To  see  their  children  perish ! 
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Goo.  Then  the  guilt 


£bR.       Shall  mortal  doi^  to  call  it  guile! 

I  tell  thee.  Heaven,  which  made  bII  hoW  things. 

Hade  nought  more  holy  than  the  boundless  love 


Which  filla  a  mothet'e  heart  I — I  sa^ ,  _     _  _ 
Enough,  with  such  an  aching  lendemeaa. 
To  love  aaght  earthly ! — andin  vain !  in  vain ! 
— We  ai«  press'd  down  too  Eorely ! 

Gon.  (In  a  kio  desponding  voice.)  Now  mj  life 
is  struck  to  worthless  oshea !— In  my  aoni 
Suspicion  hath  ta'en  raol.    The  noblenesa 
HenceforUi  ia  blotted  from  nil  human  brows ; 
And  fearful  power,  a.  dark  and  troublous  gift. 
Almost  lika  prmhecy.  is  pour'd  open  ma. 
To  read  the  guilty  secrela  in  each  eye 
That  once  look'd  bright  with  truth! 

— Why,  then,  I  have  gajn'd 
What  men  call  wisdom  !— A  new  sense,  to  which 
All  tales  that  speak  of  high  fiddity. 
And  holy  courage,  and  prond  honor,  tried, 
Seaich'd,  and  found  steadlitst,  even  to  martyrdom. 
Are  food  for  mockery ! — Why  should  I  n<"     "" 


From  my  thinn'd  locks  the  wearing  hehn  a.t  once. 

And  in  the  heavy  Mckness  of  ray  aoul 

Throw  the  sword  down  for  ever  i— b  there  anglU 


In  all  this  world  of  gilded  hollowr 

Now  the  bri^t  hues  drop  offila  loveljest  things, 

Worth  striving  for  again  1 

Xim  Father !  look  up  ! 

Turn  unto  me,  thy  child ! 

Gon.  Thy  face  is  fair ; 

And  hath  been  tmto  me,  in  other  days, 
Ah  morning-  to  the  jonrneyer  of  the  deep  i 
But  now— 'tis  too  hke  hers ! 

Hm.  (falling  at  his  feet.)  Woe,  shiime  and  woe. 
Are  on  me  in  their  mlAt ! — forgive,  forgive  ! 

Gon.  (starting  ap.)  Doth  the  Moor  deem  tliat  1  have  part, 

Or  connaoiin  this  vilenes?  1 — Stay  me  not '. 

Let  go  thy  hold — ^^s  powerles?  on  me  now — 

I  linger  here,  while  treason  ia  at  work !         [Exit  Gonzales. 
Eim,  Xunena,  dast  thou  scorn  me  ] 
Xim.  I  have  found 

In  mine  own  beart  too  much  of  feebleness, 

Hid,  beneath  many  foldings,  from  all  eyes 

But  His  whom  nought  caji  blind,  to  dare  do  aught 

But  pity  thee,  dear  mother ! 
Em.  BlesEJngs  light 

On  thy  lair  head,  my  gentle  child,  for  this ! 

Thou  kind  and  merciful ! — My  soul  is  feint — 

Worn  with  long  strife ! — Is  there  aught  else  to  do. 
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Or  Bufler,  ere  we  ctie  1— Oil  God  !  my  sons ! 
— I  have  bRitayed  them! — All  their  iiuioceiit  1 
Is  on  lay  soul  I 

Xim,  How  shall  I  comfort  liiee  '. 

— Oil !  hark !  whal  sounds  come  deepening  oi 
■\i  fall  of  solemn  hope ! 


A  sword  is  on  the  land ! 
Ho  that  bears  down  Foung  ti-ee  and  glorions  flower. 
Death  ia  gone  forth,  he  walks  the  wind  in  power ! 

Where  ia  Ihe  wanior'eliaiui ! 
Our  steps  are  in  the  ehadowH  of  the  grave, 
Hear  us,  we  perish  !    Father,  hear  aiid  save . 


n  the  days  of  so 

.8  01  -''  ' -"-  "— 

When  in 


The  days  of  gledness,  we  have  call 
"" lirlMul  Toices  rang  irom  se 


And  joyons  hearts  w 
Now  that  alike  ihe  feeble  and  the  brave 
Must  cry,  "We  perish!" — Fatlier,  hear  and  » 


The  days  of  song  at 
■inds  come  toade  ■■  — ' 
itthey  that  Imgerso 


The  winds  come  loaded,  wafting  dirge-nod 


The  dead  weep  not  the  dead  !- 

Wilt  thou  fotsalte  us  'midst  the  stormy  wave  T 

We  ink,  we  perish  I — Father,  hear  and  save  ! 

Helmet  and  lance  are  dust ! 

Is  not  the  strong  man  wither'd  from  our  eye  I 

The  arm  struck  down  tlial  held  our  banners  high  1 — 

Thine  is  our  spirils'  trust '. 

L>»ik  llirough  the  galh'ring  fhadowa  of  the  grave ! 

Do  we  not  perish  ?— Father,  hear  aud  save ! 

[HEEiijNDEZ  enters. 

Elm.  Why  com'at  thou,  man  of  vengeance !— What  have  1 
To  do  with  thee  1 — Am  I  not  bow'd  enough  t— 
Thon  art  no  mourner's  comforter  ! 

Her.  Thy  lottJ 

Hath  sent  me  unio  thee.    Till  this  day's  task 
Be  closed,  thou  daughter  of  the  feeble  heart ! 
He  bids  thee  seek  bun  not,  but  lay  thy  ways 
Before  Heaven's  altar,  and  in  penitence 
Make  thy  soul's  peace  witli  God. 

Elm.  Till  this  day's  task 

Be  closed  !— there  is  strange  triumph  in  thine  eyes- 
Is  it  that  I  have  &ll'n  from  that  high  place 
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Wheieon  I  stood  in  fame!~Bul 
A.  Willi  and  bitter  piide  in  thus  hi 
The  power  of  thy  dark  gli 


hath  lost  ils  sling.    T^hou  maj-'et  reproach—  ^ 
iy  many  agencies ;  i 


Is  wound  abont  by  one  sole  mighty  grief; 
~hy  scorn  hath  lost  ils  sling.    Thou  may'i 

Her.  I  come  not  to  reppach  thee.    Hei 
nd  in  ila  hour 

ich  the  anmmer  breeze 

From  the  gteen  leaf  shakes  trembling,  but  may  eerve 

ItB  deep  unsearchable  purposes,  as  well 

As  the  great  ocean,  or  tli'  etenial  fires 

Pent  in  earth's  oavea ! — Thou  hast  bnt  speeded  thai. 

Which,  in  th'  in&tuate  blindness  of  thy  heart, 

Thoa  wonld'st  hove  trampled  o'er  all  holy  tiea 

But  to  overt  one  day ! 

Elm.  My  senses  foil — 

Thou  said'st—^ak  yet  again— I  could  not  catch 
The  meaning  of  thy  words. 

Her.  E'en  now  thy  lord 

Hafli  sent  our  foes  defiance.    On  the  woUs 
He  stands  in  conference  with  the  boastful  Moor, 
And  awfirl  strength  is  with  him.    Through  llie  blood 
Which  this  day  must  be  pour'd  in  sacrifice 
Shflli  Spam  be  free.    On  aU  her  olive-hilb 
ShaU  men  aet  up  Uie  battle-sign  of  jire, 
And  luund  its  blaze,  at  midnight,  keep  the  sense 
Of  vengeance  wakeM  in  each  other's  neajls 
E'en  with  thy  childi'en's  tale  ! 


;r  hence.  {Tkey  lead  her  atuaj. 

ScENB  yl'—A  Street  in  Valencia.    Ssi>eral  Groupa  of  Citi- 
zens and  Soldiers,  maim  of  tlwm  lying  on  the  steps  of  a 
church.    Arms  scattered  on  the  eround  around  them. 
An,  Old  Cit.  The  air  is  sultry,  aa  with  thunder-clouds. 
I  left  my  desolate  home,  that  I  might  breatiie 
More  freely  in  heaven's  face,  but  my  heart  leels 
With  tliis  hot  gloom  o'erburdea'd.    1  have  now 
No  sons  to  tenu  me.    Which  of  you,  kind  friends, 
Will  brbg  the  old  man  water  from  the  fount, 
To  moisten  hie  parch'd  Ivp  f  [A  dtiten  goes  out 

%dCit,  This  WBSling  siege, 
Good  Father  Lopez,  hath  gone  hoi\l  with  you ! 
'Tis  sad  to  hear  no  voices  through  the  house- 
Once  peopled  with  fail-  sons ! 

ad  Cit.  Why,  belter  thus. 

Than  to  be  haunted  with  their  famish'd  cries. 
E'en  in  your  very  dreane ! 

Old  at.  Heaven's  will  be  done ! 

These  are  dark  limes !    I  have  not  been  alone 
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In  my  afilictioii. 

3d  Cit.  (with  bitterness.)  Why  we  have  but  Ihia  thonglit 
Left  fot  our  gloomy  comfort !— And  'tis  well ! 
Ay,  let  the  balance  be  awhile  airuck  even 
Between  the  noble's  palace  and  the  hnt, 
Whet's  the  worn.  peaBsnt  dckens ! — They  that  beer 
Tbe  humble  dead  unhonor'd  to  their  homes, 
lordly  bridal  ti 


With  its  eimldng  music ;  and  llie  wretch 
nnrble  Btepe  of  BOme  pi-oui  " 
Flinea  himself  down  to  die,  in  his  last  i 


the  mnmie  steps  of  some  pi-oud  halt 
_  _  .  imself  down  to  die,  in  his  Us'  --' 

Ana  agony  of  femine,  doth  behold 

No  BcoraM  guests,  with  their  It 

To  the  banquet  sweeping  by. 


No  Bcoraftil  guests,  with  their  long  purale  robes, 
To  the  banquet  sweeping  by.  Why,  tnisisjusl! 
Thfse  ate  the  days  when  pomp  is  made  to  feel 


ith  cat.  Heard  ye  last  night  the  sound 

Of  Saint  logo's  bell  ?— How  sullenly 
Fiom  the  great  tower  it  peal'd  ! 

5th  Cit.  Ay,  and  'tis  said 

No  mortal  hand  was  near  when  so  it  seem'd 
To  shake  the  midnight  BfaBela. 

Old  Cit.  Too  well  I  know 

The  sound  of  coming  &te  I — 'Tis  ever  thna 
WhenDeatfiia  on  his  way  tomake  it  night 
In  ihe  Cid'a  ancient  house.' — Oh !  there  are  things 
In  this  Btrange  world  of  which  we've  all  to  learn 
When  its  daflt  bounds  are  pasrfd. — Yon  bell,  nntonchy 
(Save  1^  the  hands  we  see  not,)  still  doth  speak- 
When  of  that  line  some  stalely  head  is  mark'd — 
With  a  wild  hollow  peal,  at  dead  of  nigbt. 
Rocking  Valencia's  toweia.    Tve  heard  it  oft, 
Nor  known  its  warning  false. 

ith  Cit.  And  will  our  chief 

Buy  witii  the  price  of  his  lair  children's  blood 
A  few  more  days  of  pining  wretdiednes 
For  this  forsaken  city  t 

Old  at.  Doubt  it  not  • 

— But  with  that  ransom  he  may  purchase  still 
Deliverance  for  the  land ! — And  yet  'tis  sad 
To  think  that  such  a  race,  with  all  its  tame. 
Should  pass  away !— For  she,  his  daughter  too. 
Moves  upon  earth  as  some  bright  thing  whose  lime 
To  sojourn  there  ia  short. 

5th  Ca.  Then  woe  for  us 

When  she  is  gone !— Her  voice— the  very  soand 
Of  her  soft  atep  was  comfort,  as  she  moved 
Through  the  still  honse  of  mourning ! — Who  hite  lier 
Shail  give  us  hope  again  ? 

Ola  Cit.  Be  still  I— flha  comes, 

Atid  with  a  mien  how  changed !— A  hurrying  step. 
And  a  flnah'd  cheek !— What  may  this  bode  .'—Be  still ! 


XiHEBA  enters,  with  Attendants  carrying  a  Batmtr 
Xim.  Men  of  Valencia !  in  an  hoar  lite  lliis, 
What  do  ye  here ! 
A  at.  We  die  r 

Xim.  Brave  men  die  noiu 

Girt  for  the  foil,  as  travelleiB  suddenly 
By  the  dark  night  o'ertaken  on  their  way  ! 
TTiese  days  require  such  death ! — It  is  too  much 
Of  lusury  for  our  wild  and  angry  tinies. 
To  fold  the  mantle  round  us,  and  to  ^nk 
From  life,  as  flowers  that  drat  up  silently. 
When  the  sun'a  heat  doih  ecorch  them !    Hear  ye  not  ? 

A  Cit.  Lady  I  what  would'at  thou  with  tis  1 

Xitn,  Rise  Jiid  arm 

E'en  now  the  cMldreii  of  your  chief  are  led 
Forth  ay  the  Moor  to  peiiah !— Shall  this  be, 
Slinlt  ll^  hi^  Bound  of  such  a  name  be  ht^'d, 
I'  th'  land  to  which  for  egeB  it  hath  been 
A  battle-word,  as  'twere  some  passing  note 
Of  shepherd-muaio  1 — Must  this  worlt  he  done. 
And  ye  lie  pining  here,  as  men  in  whom 
The  ptdee  which  God  hath  made  for  noble  bought 
Con  so  be  thrill'd  no  longer ! 

Cit.  'Tis  e'en  so! 

Sicknefs  and  toil,  end  grief,  have  brea^d  upon  OB, 
Our  hearts  beat  laint  and  low. 

Xim.  Are  ye  so  poor 

Of  soul,  my  countrymen !  that  ye  can  draw 
Strengdi  fiiim  no  deeper  source  than  that  which  sends 
The  red  blood  mantling  diiough  the  joyous 


TbrOHgli  ptingB  of  searching  fire,  in  some  proud  cause, 

Bleaaine;  that  agony  1    Think  ye  the  Power 

WMchBorB  them  nobly  up,  as  if  to  teach 

The  torturer  where  eternal  Heaven  hud  set 

Bounds  to  his  sway,  was  earthy,  of  thia  earth — 

This  dull  mortality  1— Nay,  then  look  on  me ! 

Death's  touch  hath  mark'd  me,  and  1  stand  amongst  you. 

As  one  whose  place,  i'  th'  Eunshine  of  your  world, 

Shall  soon  be  left  to  fill !— I  snv,  the  breath 

Of  th'  incense,  floating  throttgh  yon  lane,  ^all  scarce 

Pass  from  your  path  bSore  me !    But  e«n  now, 

I've  that  within  me,  kindling  through  the  dust. 

Which  &oni  all  time  both  made  hi^  deeds  its  voice 

And  token  to  the  natlonB  f — Look  on  me ! 

Why  hath  Heaven  pouted  forth  courage,  as  a  flame 

Wasting  the  womanieh  heart,  which  must  be  stilt'd 


swift  consuming  bi'ighti 

If  not  to  shams  your  doubt  and  your  desr 
And  your  soul's  torpor  1 — Yet,  arise  and  i 
It  may  not  be  too  late. 
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A  at.  Why.whnlnrewe, 

To  cope  with  hosts  ?— Thus  faint,  and  worn  and  f 
O'emumbec'd  and  fbrEaken,  is'l  for  us 
To  stand  against  the  mighty  1 

Xim.  And  for  whom 

Hath  Hp,  who  shakes  the  inighly  with  a  breath 
From  their  high  plaees,  made  the  fearfultiees. 
And  ever-waEeful  ores 


Tliat _.  .. 

As  a  till  parted  !- „ 

To  witlier  u^  the  sttength  of  kings  with  death ! 
— I  tell  you,  if  Iheae  marvels  have  been  done, 
'Twasfor  the  wBBiied  and  tW  oppreea'd  of  men. 
They  needed  anch !— And  generous  iailh  hath  power 
By  her  prevailing  apiiit,  eV-  —  — '- 
Deliverances,  whose  tnle  s 


Of  the  OTeat  elder-time !— Be  of  good  of  heart ! 
Who isfoisaken  1— He  that  gives  the  thought 
A  place  within  his  breast! — 'Tis  not  for  you. 


w  ye  this  banner  . 

Cits,  [muraittrfng  to  each  otjia:)  Is  she  not  in^ired  1 
Doth  not  Heaven  call  us  by  her  fervent  voice  7 

Xim.  Know  ye  this  barmei'  1 

at.  'Tis  the  Cid's. 

Xim.  Tlie  Cid's  i 

W!io  breathes  that  name  but  iti  th'  exulting  tone 
Which  the  heart  tings  to  1 — Why,  the  very  wmd, 
4a  it  swells  onl  the  noble  staiidai-d's  fold. 
Hath  o  triumphant  sound  '. — The  Cid'a ! — it  moved 
Even  ^  a  Eogn  of  victory  through  the  land. 
From  the  free  skies  ne'er  etoopmg  eo  it  foe  1 

OtdCHt,  Can  ye  sUU^iaiiBB,  my  brethren  1  Oh!  that  youth 
Through  tbJs  worn  fiaine  were  kmdling  once  again ! 

Xim.  Ye  linger  sdll  1    Upon  this  very  air. 
He  that  was  hinii  in  hsppy  hour  for  Swiin,' 
Pour'd  icrlh  his  eonquermg  spiiit '.    'Twas  the  breeze 
From  yont  own  mountains  wnich  came  down  to  wave 
This  banner  of  bis  battles,  as  it  droop'd 
Above  the  champion's  deathbed.    Nor  even  then 


Its  tale  of  glorv  dosed.  They  ni 
O'er  the  dead  hero,  and  no  dirge  w 
But  the  deep  tambor  and  shrilihon 


Told  when  the  m^ty  pata'd !    They  wrapt  him  nr 

With  the  pale  shroud,  hut  braced  tlie  warrior's  Ibrm 

In  war  array,  and  on  his  barbed  steed. 

As  for  a  triumph,  rear'd  him  ;  marching  forth 

In  the  hush'd  midnight  from  Valencia's  walla, 

Beleagur  d  then  as  now.    All  silently 

"Hie  stately  funeral  moved.    But  who  was  he 

That  follow'd  chargioH  on  the  tall  white  hoise. 
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And  with  the  solemn  atandatd,  biirad  and  pa 
Wsvlug  in  aheetB  of  mowlight  i  And  ihe  c 
The  blobdy  ctoas,  fiir-biaiina  from  hia  ahiald, 


Were  dust  in  hia  rek  path.    The  so 

Was  ahivet'd  as  a  reed  ^-for  in  Iha.  uuui 

The  warrior-saint  that  keeps  the  watch  for  Spnin, 

Was  aim'd  betimes.    And  o'er  that  fiery  field 

The  Cid's  high  banner  streani'd  all  joyouslj', 

For  stai  its  lord  was  there. 

Cita.  {  rising-  tvmaltuously.)  Even  unto  death 
A^in  it  (diall  be  ibllow'd ! 

JKm.  Will  he  see 

The  aoble  stem  hewn  down,  [he  beaooii-lighl 
Which  fiom  hia  house  for  ages  o'er  the  kii3 
Hath  ahone  through  cloud  and  slorm,  thus  quencli'd  at  once  ? 
Will  he  not  aid  his  children  ia  the  hour 
Of  tiuH  Ibeitutmost  peril  1— Awfiii  power 
h  with  the  hoir  dsiid,  and  liiere  ate  timea 
When  the  tomb  hath  no  chain  they  cannot  burst ! 
Ia  it  a  thing  forgotten  how  he  woke 
From  its  deep  rest  of  old  ;  remembering  Spain 
In  her  great  danger  1    At  the  night's  mid-watch 
How  &>a  Btarled,  when  the  sound  was  heard 
That  shook  her  dark  and  hollow-eehoiiig  streets. 
As  with  the  heavy  tramp  of  ateel-clad  men, 
Bv  thoL^anda  marching  through.    For  he  had  nsen ! 
The  Campeador  was  on  his  march  again. 
And  in  his  arms,  and  foUow'd  by  hisTiosts 
Ctf  shadowy  speannen.    He  had  left  the  world 
From  which  we  are  dimly  parted,  and  gone  fbr^. 
And  cail'd  his  buried  watriois  from  their  sleep, 
Gathering  them  round  him  to  deliver  Soajn ; 
For  Afric  whs  upon  her.    Morning  broke. 
Day  msh'd  through  clouds  of  battle;  butateve 
Our  God  had  triumph'd,  and  the  i-esoued  land 
Sent  up  a.  shout  of  victory  from  the  field. 
That  roek'd  har  ancient  mountains. 

The  Cits.  Arm  !  to  arms ! 

On  to  om-  chief!  We  have  strenMh  wilhiii  us  yet 
To  die  with  our  blood  roused !  Now,  be  the  word 
For  the  Cid's  house  !  [Thei/  beghi  to  arm  themseivea. 

Xim.  Ye  know  his  battle  song  t 

The  old  rude  strain  wherewith  his  bands  went  forth 
To  strike  down  Paynira  swords !  [She  atngs. 

The  Moor  is  on.  his  way. 
With  the  tambour  peal  and  the  tccbir-shont. 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  bine  seaa  ringing  out. 

He  hath  marahail'd  his  dark  array  ! 
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Shout  through  the  vine-clad  land ! 
That  her  sons  on  all  their  liiJls  niay  iiear. 
And  shaipeii  the  point  of  ihe  ted  woli^twa 

And  the  swoi-d  for  the  biave  nuui's  hai 


'/a  tilt  song,  while  tliey  continai 


The  chief  must  liae  from  his  joyoua  boaid, 
And  torn  from  Ihe  leaat  ere  ilie  wine  be  poiir'd, 
And  take  up  bis  father's  shield  '. 

The  Moor  is  on  hia  way  ! 
Lot  the  pcDBanl  leave  hia  olive -groaiid, 
And  the  goata  roam  wild  through  the  pine-woods  round ! 

There  is  nobler  wotk  lo-dny ! 


_..  .._.  „.    .._  .   ..  .le  flobli 

And  the  maiimge-rohe,  and  the  i      .,  , 

And  ann  in  the  banquel-hall  1 

And  Elay  the  fimerol  ttniB : 
Bid  the  chanted  mots  be  huah'd  Ewhile, 
j^id  the  bier  laid  down  in  the  holy  aiale, 

And  ^s  nioumeiB  gitl  for  Spain. 
[TA™  take  ap  the  ianner  and  foltow  Ximeka  oat.    Then 
vorsea  are  heaid gradually  dying  amay  at  a  distance. 
_  Ereni 

jt  6r  hel , 

To-morrow  for  the  dead ! 

TheCidieinartav! 
His  steed  is  baiiled,'  his  plume  waves  high, 
His  banner  is  up  in  the  sunny  aky, 

Now  joy  lor  tlie  Cross  to-day ! 

CKlE  VIL— TS;  Wfflils  of  the  Cilu.    The  Plains  beiieatk 
wUh  t?ie  Moorish  Camp  and  Army 

GOHZALEB — GAKOIiS — HeBNAKDEK. 

(J  wildeoiind  of  Moorish  Music  heard  from  below.} 
Her.  What  notes  ore  these  in  their  deep  moiunfiiinesB 
Bo  etrangely  wild! 

Gar.  'Tis  the  dirill  melody 

Of  the  Moor's  ancient  dealh-song.    Well  I  know 
The  mde  bsrbmie  aound ;  hut,  all  this  hour. 
It  aeejn'd  not  tearlul.— Now,  a  shuddering  (dull 
*  Barded,  capatlBoned  fbr  battle. 
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Cornea  o'er  me  with  fe  tones.— Lo  !  from  yon  tenl 
They  lead  the  niAile  boys ! 

Hsr.  The  yonng,  snd  pare, 

And  beantiftil  victims !— "ris  on  thiEga  lite  these 
We  cael  our  heorls  in  wild  idolaUy, 
Sowing  the  winds  with  hope ! — Yet  this  is  well, 
"rhnfl  fiightly  orown'd  witli  life's  most  gorgeous  flower*. 
And  aJl  nnblemJBh'd,  earth  should  oiler  up 
Her  b-easnrea  unto  Heaven ! 

Gar.  (to  Gobhalei.)  My  chief,  the  Moor 

Hath  led  yoar  children  forth. 

Gon.  (starting'.)  Are  my  sons  there  ? 

I  knew  tiiey  could  not  perish ;  for  yon  Heaven 
Wonld  ne'er  behold  it ! — Where  is  he  that  said 
Lomore  a&therl — They  look  changed — 


Pallid  and  w 


mly  f— But  theu'  Hiepa 
■■"      ^  ' ''■■;  clank — 


Seem  heavy,  as  with  pain. — I  hear  the  clank- 
Oh  God  !  their  limbs  ate  fetter'd ! 

Abd.  (.caiaing  forward  beneath  the  waUa.)  Christian     ook 
Once  more  upon  thy  children.    There  is  yet 
One  moment  for  the  trembling  of  the  sword  ; 
"Their  doom  is  atill  with  thee. 

Gon.  Why  thonld  thia  man 

So  mock  us  witli  the  semblance  of  our  kind  } 
--Moor !  Moor !  thou  dost  too  daiingly  provoke. 
In  thy  bold  craelty,  Ih'  all-judfune  One, 
Who  viailB  for  such  tiimgs  !~Hflat  thon  no  Bensa 
Of  lliy  ftail  natmel— 'Twill  be  taught  thee  yet. 
And  darkly  shall  tlie  angoieh  of  my  soul. 
Darkly  and  heavily,  pour  itself  on  thine. 
When  thon  dialt  atj  for  mercy  from  the  dnai. 
And  be  denied  1 

AU.  Nay,  is  it  not  thyself. 

That  hast  no  mercy  and  no  love  within  thee  ? 
These  are  thy  eons,  the  nuralings  of  tiiy  house  ; 
Speak !  must  they  live  or  die  5 

Gon.  (in  moient  emotion.)    Is  it  Heoven'a  will 
To  try  the  dost  it  Idndies  for  a  day, 
With  infinite  agony  !— How  have  1  drawn 
This  chastening  on  my  head ! — They  bloom'd  around  me. 
And  my  heart  grew  too  fearieas  in  its  joy. 
Glorying  in  their  bright  promise  1— If  we  fell. 
Is  there  no  pardon  for  our  feebleness  1 

\Bis.s\-SDst,iriitlunitaBeaMRg,1uilda  una  cross  before  htm. 

Abd.  Speak! 

Gon.  {matching  the  cross,  and  lifting  it  op.)  Let  the  earth 


^aketi  through  its  depths, 
■     -      pTi ! 


But  thia  must 

Abd.  {coldly.) 

— Unsheath  iJie  sdraili 

Gar.  1(0  GoNKAriK.) 
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This  is  your  place  no  longer.  There  are  Ihinga 
No  liuman  heart,  IhcuglilMUlle-proof  as  yoiu-a, 
Unmaddeii'd  may  sustain. 

Gob.  Be  still !  I  have  now 

No  nloce  on  earth  but  this ! 
Alph.  ifnfat  leneat/i.)    Men  1  mve  me  way. 
That  I  may  speak  forth  once  belore  I  die ! 

Got.  TliB  princely  boy  !~how  galiantly  his  brow 
Wears  its  hi^  nature  in  ths  face  of  de^th ! 

Alph.    Father! 

Grni.    My  son !  my  son  !~Mine  eldest-bom  1 

Alpi,  Stay  but  upon  the  ramparts !  Fear  thou  not 
—There  is  good  oounige  in  me :  oh  !  my  father ! 
I  will  not  shame  ihee  P-only  let  me  fall 
Knowing  Ihine  eye  loolts  proudly  on  thy  cHJd, 
So  shall  my  heart  have  strength. 

Gan.  Would,  would  to  God, 

That  I  might  die  for  thee,  my  noble  boy ! 
Alphonso,  my  tliir  son ! 

Alph.  Could  Ihave  lived, 

I  might  have  been  a  warrior !— Now,  farewell  J 
But  look  upon  me  still  i— I  will  not  blench 
When  the  keen  sabre  iiashes— Mark  me  well ! 
Mine  eyelids  ^11  not  quiver  as  it  fells. 
So  tiion  wilt  look  upon  me ! 

Gar.  ((0  GfoHziLEZ.)         Nay,  my  lord ! 
We  must  begone ! — Thou  canst  not  bear  it .' 

Gon.  Peace ! 

— Who  hath  lold  thee  how  much  man's  heart  can  beat  I 
— Lend  nie  thine  arm — my  brain  whirls  fearfiiUy — 
How  thick  the  shades  close  round ! — mj  hoy !  my  boy ! 
Where  ait  thou  in  this  gloom ! 

Gar.  Let  us  go  hence ! 

This  is  a  dreadful  moment '. 

Gon.  Hush !— what  Saidst  thou ! 

Now  let  me  look  on  him ! — Dost  thou  see  aught 
Through  the  dull  mist  which  wraps  us  ? 

Gar.  I  behold— 

0 !  lor  a  thousand  Spaniurds !  to  rush  down— 

Gon.  Thou  see?t— My  heart  stands  still  to  hear  ihee  speak ! 
—There  seems  a  fearful  hush  upon  the  air. 
As  'twere  the  dead  of  night! 

Gar.  The  hosts  have  closed 

Aroond  the  spot  in  stillnesa.    Through  the  spears, 
Ranged  thick  and  motionless,  I  see  b""  not ; 


A  sword,  springs  upward,  like  a  lightning  burst, 
Through  the  dark  serried  mass !— Its  cold  blue  ^ati 
Is  waTering  to  and  fro — 'tis  vaniah'd — hark ! 
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Gen,  I  heard  it,  yes! — I  heard  the  dull  deadsoui.d 
That  heavily  broke  the  silence  1 — Didsl  thou  speak  ? 
— I  losl  thy  words-Haiine  nearer ! 

Gar.  'Twas— 'tis  past  !— 

The  sword  fell  (Sim.' 

Her.  Iwith  exultation.)  Flow  forth,  thou  noble  blood ! 
Fount  of  Spain's  ransom  and  deliverance,  flow 
Unoheck'd  and  brighn' forth !— Thou  kingly  Btreom ! 
Blood  of  our  heroes  I  blood  of  martyrdomi 
Which  through  so  many  warrior-hearls  hast  pour'd 
Thy  fiery  currents,  and  hast  made  our  bills 
Free,  by  thine  own  ftee  ofiering '. — Bathe  the  land, 
Bnt  Ihare  thou  ahalt  not  sink '. — Our  very  air 
Sholl  take  thy  colorina,  and  our  loaded  skies 
O'er  th'  infidel  hang  £ik  and  ominouB, 
With  batae-hue^  of  thee !— And  thy  deep  voice 
Rising  above  them  to  the  jndgmenliseat 
Shall  call  a  burst  of  gather'd  vengeance  down, 
To  sweep  th'  oppressor  from  us ! — for  thy  wava 
Hath  made  hisgoiltrun  o'er! 

Gon.  lendeavoring  to  rouse  himself.)  'Tis  all  a  dieans ! 
There  is  not  one— no  hand  on  earth  could  harm 
That  fair  boy's  graceful  head ! — Why  look  you  thus  ? 

Abd.  Ivomting  to  CiBLOS.)  Christian  ?  e'en  yel  thou  hast  a 

Gon.    E'en  yet! 

Car.  My  fetter !  fake  mo  from  Ibeae  fearful  men ! 
Wilt  thou  not  save  me,  father ) 

Oan.  {atteJoptijig  to  anaheath  Ais  smord.j  Is  the  ^'ength 
From  mine  arm  ehrver'd  I — GareiGa,  follow  me ! 
Gar.  Whither,  my  chief  ? 

Gon.  Why,  we  can  die  as  well 

On  yonder  plain, — ay,  a  spear's  thrust  will  do 
The  hltle  that  our  misery  doth  require, 
Sooner  than  e'on  this  anguish !    Life  is  best 
Thrown  from  us  in  such  moments. 

[  I'oices  Jieard  at  a  distance. 
Her.  Hush!  what  strain 

noata  on  the  wind  ! 

Gar.  'Tie  the  Cid's  battle-aong ! 

What  marvel  hath  been  wrought  1 

r  Foices  approaching  heard  in  chorus. 
The  Moor  is  on  hie  way ! 
With  the  tambour  peal  and  the  tecbir^oul. 
And  the  horn  o'er  the  blue  seas  ringing  out ; 
He  bath  marahall'd  his  dark  aiTay  ! 
[SlMfjiA  enters,iolieaeibv  Citikehs,  with  the  banner. 
Xim.  Is  it  too  late  1— My  father,  these  are  men 
Through  life  and  death  prepared  to  follow  thee 
Beneath  this  banner ! — Is  their  zeal  too  late  % 
—Oh !  There's  a  fearful  history  on  thy  brow ! 
What  hast  thou  seen  1 


i,GtH)'^le 


Got,  It  is  not  all  too  late. 

Xim.  Mybrolliers! 

Her.  All  is  well.  {To  Gaucias.)  Iluah  would'el 

thou  chill 
llmt  which  has  sprang  within  them,  ns  a  flame 
ffom  :h'  altar-embers  mounts  in  sadden  brighliiessl 
I  Bay,  'tie  not  too  lat^,  ye  Dien  of  Spain '. 
On  to  the  rescue  I 

Xiiii.  R 

And  Iwill  heiise,  to  ,.    . 

Sending  niy  spiiit  witli  thee  Ihrough  the  sti 
Lit  up  by  flBsliing  awords  1 

Gm.  liaUiiis  >min  her  mck.)  Hath  aiight  been  spared ! 
Am  1  not  teififi  ?— Thou  'rt  left  me  still ! 
Mine  own,  my  loveliest  one,  thou  'rt  left  me  fitill  1 
Furewcli !— thy  fether's  blesaing  and  thy  God's, 
Bit  with  thee,  my  Xiraena ! 

Xim.  Fare  thee  well ! 

If  e'er  thy  steps  turn  homeward  Irom  the  field, 

■ITiiGlt  of: 

Her.  reace ;  no  mors  i 

This  is  no  time  to  melt  our  nature  down 
To  a  Bofl  Etteam  of  tears ! — Be  of  strong  heart  I 
Give  me  the  banner !    Swell  the  song  again ! 
The  Cits.  Ere  night  must  awords  be  red ! 
It  IE  not  an  hour  for  knells  and  tears. 
But  for  helmets  braced  andaorried  spears! 

— To-morrow  for  the  dead  !     [Exeunt  omn 

Scene  VUI.— Before  the  Altar  of  a  C/ivrch. 
ELToraA  i-isfis  frimi  tltc  atepa  of  the  Allar. 
Elm.  The  clouds  are  featfiil  that  o'erhang  thy  ways. 
Oh,  thou  mysterious  Heaven ! — It  cannot  be 
That  I  have  drawn  the  vials  of  th^  wiath. 
To  burst  upon  me  through  the  lifting  pp 
Of  a  proud  heart,  elate  in  happiness! 
No  !  in  my  day's  full  noon,  for  me  life's  flowers 
But  wreath'd  a  cup  of  tremblmg ;  end  the  love. 
The  botmdleta  love,  my  spiiil  was  form'd  to  bear. 
Hath  ever,  in  its  place  of  silence,  been 
A  trouble  and  a  Mndow,  tinging  thoueht 
With  hues  too  deep  for  joy !— I  neverlook'd 
On  my  feir  children,  in  their  buoyant  mirth 
Or  sunny  deep,  whan  all  ttie  gentle  air 
Seem'd  glowing  with  their  quiet  blessedness, 
But  o'er  my  sonl  there  came  a  shudd'ring  aeirae 
Of  earth,  and  its  pale  changes ;  ev'n  like  that 
Which  vaguely  mingles  with  our  glorious  dreams 
A  restless  and  diatmbing  consciousness 
Tluit  the  bright  things  must  fede !— How  have  I  shrunk 
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From  tha  dnil  mummr  of  th'  unquiet  voice, 

With  its  law  tokens  ofmorlality. 

Till  my  isart  ftinled  'midal  their  amiles ! — their  amilea  1 

— Where  are  fliose  glad  loolis  now  1 — Could  they  go  down, 

With  all  (heir  joyous  light,  that  seem'd  not  earth's. 

To  die  cold  grave !— My  cliildren !— righteous  Heaven ! 

Tliere  floats  a  dark  remenibrance  o'er  my  brain 

Of  one  who  (old  me,  with  relenlleas  eye. 

That  thU  should  be  the  hour  l  [Xiwmx  eaters, 

Xim.  They  are  gone  forth 

Unto  (he  resoae ! — etroDg  in  heart  and  hope, 
EWthfiil,  though  few ! — My  mother,  let  (hy  prayers 
Call  on  the  land's  good  sainia  to  Uft  once  more 
The  sword  and  cross  that  sweep  the  field  for  Spain, 
As  in  old  battle,  so  thine  arms  e'en  yet 
May  elasp  thy  son ! — For  me,  my  part  is  done ! 
The  flame  which  dimly  might  have  linger'd  yet 
A  Utde  while,  hath  gauier'd  all  ita  rays 
Biightly  lo  sink  at  once  :  and  it  is  well '. 
The  shadows  are  around  me  ;  to  thy  heart 
Fold  me,  that  I  may  die. 

Elm.  My  child  1— What  dream 

Is  on  thy  sonl  1 — Even  now  thine  aspect  weaiB 
Life's  hrightest  inspiration! 

Xim.  Death's ! 

Elm.  Away ! 

Thine  eye  hath  starry  clearness ;  and  thy  cheek 
Doth  glow  beneath  it  with  a  richer  hue 
Than  tinged  its  eaiUest  flower ! 

Xim.  It  vrell  may  be ! 

There  are  far  deeper  and  far  warmer  hues 
Than  those  which  draw  their  coloring  from  the  founts 
Of  youth,  or  health,  or  hope. 

jSim-  Nay,  spealt  not  thus ! 

There's  that  aboot  thee  shiniiig  which  would  send 
E'en  thiough  my  heart  a  sunny  glow  of  joy, 
Were  't  not  for  these  sad  words,    TTie  dim  cold  aii 
And  solemn  li^t,  which  vprap  these  tombs  and  shvhies 
As  a  pale  gleaming  shroud,  seem  kindled  up 
With  a  Foung  spirit  of  elherial  hope 
Caught  from  thy  mien !— Oh  no  I  this  is  not  death ! 

Xim.  Why  should  not  He,  whose  touch  dissolves  our  thoin, 
Put  on  his  robes  of  beaDly  when  he  comes 
As  a  deliverer  ? — He  hath  many  forms. 
They  should  not  all  be  fearful !— If  his  call 
Be  but  our  gathei-ing  to  that  distant  land 
P'or  whose  sweet  waters  we  have  pined  with  thiraS, 
Why  should  not  its  prophetic  sense  be  borne 
Into  the  heart's  deep  stdlness,  with  a  breath 
Of  summer-winds,  a  voice  of  melody. 
Solemn,  yet  lovely  1 — Mother,  I  depart ! — 
Be  it  thy  condbrt,  in  the  after-days, 
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That  thou  hast  seen  me  thus ! 

Elm.  Distract  me  not 

With  audi  wild  fems !    Can  I  bear  on  with  tife 
When  thou  art  gone  ? — Thy  voice,  ihy  Eten,  thy  smile, 
Pass'd  from  my  path? — Alas !  even  now  miue  eye 
Is  chmiged — thy  cheeli  is  fading ! 

Xim,.  Ay,  the  clonda 

Of  the  dim  hour  are  gatheruig  o'er  mv  aghl. 
And  yet  I  fear  not,  for  the  God  of  Help 
Comes  in  that  quiet  darkness '. — It  may  soothe 


Foiling  between  me  and  the  world,  wherein 
My  heart  so  ill  hatli  rEBted. 

Sim.  Thine  1 

Xim.  Rejoice 

For  her,  that,  when  the  garland  of  her  life 
Was  blfchted,  and  the  springs  of  hope  were  dried. 
Received  her  summons  hence  \  and  had  no  time. 
Bearing  the  canker  at  lb'  impatient  heart. 
To  wimer,  sorrowing  for  that  gift  of  Heaven, 
Which  lent  one  monient  of  ejislence  light, 
That  dimtn'd  the  rest  for  ever ! 

Elm.  How  is  this  7 

My  child,  what  mean'st  thoa  * 

Xim.  Mothff !  I  have  loved, 

And  been  beloved !— the  aunbeam  of  an  hour, 
Which  gave  life's  hidden  treBSnres  to  mine  eye, 
As  they  lay  dnning;  in  ^ir  secret  fonnis. 
Went  out  and  left  them  colorless.— 'Tis  past— 
And  ^riiat  temains  on  earth  ? — the  rainbow  mist, 
Through  whirfi  I  gaaed,  hath  melted,  and  my  sight 
Is  clear'd  to  look  on  all  Ihinaa  as  they  are  !~ 
But  this  is  far  too  mournful  *— Life's  dark  gift 
Halh  fall'n  too  early  and  too  cold  upon  me  !— 
Therefore  I  would  go  hence ! 

Ehn,  And  thou  hast  loved 

Unknown 

Jim.  Oh !  pardon,  pardon  that  I  veil'd 

My  thoughts  from  thee !— But  thou  hadst  woes  enoagh. 
And  mine  came  o'er  me  when  thv  soul  had  need 
Of  more  than  mortal  strength  I— For  I  had  scarce 
Given  the  deep  consciousness  that  I  was  loved 
A  treasure's  place  within  my  secret  heart. 
When  earth's  brief  ioy  went  from  me ! 

'Twas  at  mom 
I  saw  the  wartioia  to  tiieir  field  go  forth. 
And  he — my  chosen — was  there  amongst  the  rest. 
With  his  young,  glorious  brow  !~I  look'd  agaiti-  - 
The  strife  grew  dark  beneath  me— but  his  plume 
Waved  free  above  the  lances.    Yet  again — 
It  had  gone  down !  and  steeds  were  tramplmg  o'er 
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ThE  spot  to  which  rciine  eyes  were  riveted. 

Till  blinded  \w  ih'  intenseness  of  iheii  gaze ! — 

And  then — alTast-^I  liurried  to  the  gEle, 

And  met  liim  diere  !— 1  met  him  !— on  his  shield, 

And  with  hia  cloven  helm,  and  shiver'd  sword, 

And  dark  hair  eteep'd  in  blood  ! — They  bore  bim  past — 

Mother ! — I  saw  hia  face  I — Oh  !  anch  a  death 

Works  fearful  changes  on  the  fair  of  earth. 

The  pride  of  woman's  eye ! 

Elm.                               Sweet  daughter,  pence ! 
Wake  not  the  dark  remembranee  i  tbc  thy  frame 

Xim.  TTiere  will  be  peace  ete  long.    I  Ebut  my  heart, 
Bven  as  a  bmib,  o'er  that  lone  silent  grief, 
That  I  midit  anara  it  thee !— But  now  the  hour 
Ih  conie  When  that  which  would  have  pierced  thy  bouI 
Shall  be  its  healing  balm.    Oh !  weep  thou  not. 
Save  with  a  gei^le  sorrow ! 

-Eim.  Must  it  be  ? 

Art  tbou  indeed  to  leave  me? 

Xwn.  (exaltingly.)  Be  thou  glad ! 

I  say,  tejoicB  above  thy  lavor'd  child ! 
Joy,  for  the  soldier  when  hia  field  ia  fbuglil, 
Joy,  for  the  peasant  when  hia  vintage-task 
Is  closed  at  eve !— -But  most  of  all  for  her, 
Who,  when  her  life  had  chansed  its  glittering  robes 
For  the  dull  gnii  of  sorrow,  which  doth  cling 
So  heavUy  around  the  journcyera  od, 
Cast  down  its  weight — aiid  alept ! 

Bltn,  Alas !  tliioe  eye 

Is  wandering— yet  how  briohdy !— Is  this  death. 
Or  some  high  wondroos  vision  J— Speak,  my  child ! 
Howiaitwiditheenowl 

Zim.  iwildly.)  I  see  it  s^ll ! 

'Tis  floating,  like  a  glorious  cloud  on  high, 
My  lather's  banner ! — Hear'st  thon  not  a  sound  ! 
ITie  trumpet  of  Castile  ! — Praise,  praise  to  Heaven ! 
—How  may  the  weaiy  rest !— Be  atiil !— Who  calls 
The  night  so  feaifcl  ] [She  dies. 

Bim.  No !  ?he  is  not  dead ! — 

Ximena ! — speak  to  me  ! — Oh  yet  a  tone 
t^om  that  sweet  voice,  that  1  may  aather  in 
One  more  remembrance  of  its  iovely  Bound, 
Era  the  deep  silence  fall!— What,  ia  nU  hi^'d  ?— 
No,  no!— it  cannot  be!— How  should  we  bear 
The  dark  mismvings  of  our  souls,  if  Heaven 
Left  not  such  Deings  with  us  1 — But  is  this 
Her  wonted  look  f— loo  sad  a  quiet  lies 
On  its  dim  (earful  beauty  ?— Speak,  Ximena ! 
Speak  !-^ny  heart  dies  widiin  me  l-^hs  ia  gone. 
With  all  her  blessed  amilea  I— my  child  i  my  child  1 
Where  art  thou  1—Wbera  is  that  which  answer-d  me, 
From  thy  aoft-shining  eyes  ?— Hnsh !  doth  she  move  I 
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—One  light  look  seem'd  to  tremble  on  hev  brow. 
As  a  pulae  thi'obb'd  benealli ; — 'twas  but  the  voice 
Of  my  despair  that  Stirc'd  it !— Slie  is  gone  l 

[She  titrowe  Itersdf  on  the  body.    Goskalez  ci 
alone,  and  wounded. 
Elm.  iruiiig  as  he  approaelies.)  I  mnst  not  now  be  aco 

A  whisper  of  reproach ! — Beliolct  my  woe ! — 

Con.  Hast  thou  heard  all  ? 

Elm.  Thy  daughter  on  my  boBom  laid  hei-  head. 
And  pass'd  away  to  reat. — Behold  hat  there. 
Even  such  as  death  hath  made  her  !^ 

Gon.  ibending  over  XiusnVs  body.)  Thou  art  gone 
A  little  while  b^re  me,  oh,  my  child. ! 
Why  ^ould  the  tTBTeller  weep  to  part  with  those 
Tliot  soai-ce  an  hour  will  reach  their  promised  land 
Ere  he  too  cast  liis  pilgrim  staff  away. 
And  spread  his  couch  oeside  them  ? 

Bim.  Must  it  be 

Henceforth  enough  that  once  a  thing  so  iiiir 
Had  its  bright  place  amongst  us  ?— Is  this  all 
Left  for  the  yeara  to  come ! — We  will  not  amy ! 
Earth's  chain  each  hour  grows  weaker. 

Gon.  isiill  gazing  vpanXmENi..)  And  tbon'rt  laid 
To  slumber  in  the  shadow,  blessed  child ! 
Of  a  yet  stainless  altar,  and  beside 
A  eamted  warrior's  tomb ! — Oh,  fitting  place 
For  thee  to  yield  thy  pure  heroic  soul 
Back  imto  him  liiat  gave  it ! — And  tliy  cheelt 
yet  smiles  in  its  bright  paleness ! 

Elm.  Hadst  thou  Been 

The  loot  with  which  she  pass'd ! 

Gon.  (.slill bending micr  hei.)  Why,  'Us  eflmoat 
Lilte  joy  to  view  thy  heantilul  repose  ! 
The  bded  image  of  that  perfect  calm 
FIcats,  e'en  asTong-fbrgotteu  moae,  hack 
Into  my  weary  heart ! — No  dark  wild  spot 
On  thy  dear  brow  doth  tell  of  bloody  bands 
That  quencli'd  young  life  by  violence  !— We  "ve  seen 
Too  much  of  horror,  in  one  crowded  hour, 
To  weep  for  aught  so  gently  gother'd  hence  ! 
—Oh  !  man  leaves  other  traces ! 

Elm.  isuddenh  stia-ting.)  It  retnriis 
On  my  bewildei'd  soul  !— Went  ye  not  fortli 
Unto  the  rescue  ?— And  thou'ri  here  alone  1 
—Where  are  my  sons? 

Gun.  {soUmiily-)         We  were  loo  late ! 

Elm.  Too  late! 

Hast  ^ou  nought  else  to 
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And  mjr  own  death-wound. 

Mm.  Thine ! 

Goa.  Another  hour 

Shall  hush  ita  throb  for  ever.    I  go  hence, 
And  with  me 

Elm.  No !— Man  could  not  lift  his  hands— 

Where  hast  thou  Jefl  thy  eona  5 

Gon.  I  kaee  no  sons. 

Elm.  What  hast  thou  atudi 

Gon.  That  now  there  lives  not  one 

To  wear  the  glojy  of  mine  ancient  house, 
When  I  am  gone  to  i^e. 

Mm.  ithroioing  herself  an  the  ground,  and  speakins  '"  " 
tow  hzaried  voice.)  In  one  brief  hour,  nil  gone  !— and  sue/<  n 

— 1  see  their  blood  gush  fi>r:h ! — their  graceful  henda- 

Take  the  dark  visioii  from  me,  oh,  my  God  ! 

And  sndi  a  deatli  for  them  ! — I  was  not  there ! 

They  were  but  mine  in  beauly  and  in  joy, 

Notm  that  mortaJanguiBh—AJI,  all  gone! 

—Why  should  1  straggle  more  1— What  is  this  Power, 

Against  whose  mig^t.  on  all  sides  pressing  ua. 

We  stiive  with  iierce  impatience,  which  but  lays 

Oiu-  own  frail  spirits  prosliste  ?  [Afler  a  long  pause. 

Now  1  know 
Thy  hand,  my  God ! — and  they  nre  soonest  crush'd 
TlMt  most  withstand  it !— 1  resist  no  more. 

iSiie  rises. 
Bath, 
Which  with' its  solemn  radiance  doth  reveal 
Why  we  have  thus  been  tried  ! 

Gon.  Then  1  may  still 

Fix  my  last  look  on  thee,  in  holy  love. 
Parting,  but  yet  with  hope ! 

Elm.  I  falling  at  his  feet.)  Canst  thou  forgive  ? 
— Oh,  I  have  driven  the  arrow  to  thy  heart. 
That  should  have  hurled  it  within  mine  own, 
And  borne  the  feng  in  silence  I — I  have  cast 
Thy  life's  feir  honor,  in  my  wMd  despair, 
Aa  an  nnvalued  gem  upon  the  waves, 
Whence  thou  hast  snateh'd  it  bock,  to  bear  from  earth, 
All  stainless  on  thy  breast— Well  hast  thou  done— 
But  I— canst  thou  ibigive  1 

Gon.  Within  this  hour 

Tve  stood  upon  that  verge  whence  mortals  Bill, 
And  learn'd  how  'lis  with  one  whose  sight  grows  dim, 
And  whose  foot  trembles  on  the  gulf's  darlt  side, 
—Death  purities  all  feeling— We  will  part 
In  pity  and  m  love. 

Elm.  Death!- And  thon  too 

Art  on  thy  way !— Oh,  ioy  for  thee,  high  heart  I 
Glory  jnd  joy  for  Ihee!— The  day  is  closed, 
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And  well  and  nobly  hBSt  thou  borne  thyself 

Tbtou^  its  Ions  batde-tBils,  thongli  many  sworda 

Have  enter'd  tinne  own  soul !— But  on  my  head 

Recoil  flie  fierce  invokinge  of  despnit, 

And  I  am  left  tiir  dietanced  in  the  race. 

The  lonely  one  of  earth !— Ay,  this  is  jnst. 

I  am  not  worthy  that  upon  my  breast 

In  Ibis,  thme  hour  of  viot'ty,  thou  Ehould'sl  yield 

Thy  !j>uit  unto  GodI 

Goii.  Thou  ait!  thou  art! 

Ohi  a  liie's  love,  a  heart's  long  laithfidness. 
Even  in  Ihe  presence  of  etemfl  things, 
Wearing  their  chaaten'd  beauty  all  undimm'd, 
Assert  their  lofty  clainiB ;  and  these  are  not 
For  one  dark  honx  to  eauccl !— We  ate  here. 
Before  that  altar  which  received  the  vows 
Of  our  unbroken  youths  and  meet  it  is 
For  such  a  witness,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven, 
And  m  the  face  of  dealb,  whose  shadowy  arm 
Comes  dim  between  uh,  to  record  Ih'  eichaiige 
Of  our  tried  hearts'  for^veness. — Who  are  they, 
That  in  one  path  have  joumey'd,  needing  not 
Forgiveness  at  ila  close '!    [A  Citiien  enters  hastily. 

Cit.  The  Moora!  the  Moors  i 

G/m.  How!  is  the  citystorm'd? 
0  righteona  Heaven  !  ibr  this  1  look'd  not  yet ! 
Hath  all  been  done  in  vain  ?    Why,  than,  'tis  lime 
For  prayer,  and  then  to  rest ! 

Ok.  The  sun  shall  set, 

And  not  a  Christian  voice  be  \eSt  for  prayer. 
To-night,  within  Valencia.  Ronud  our  walls 
The  Faynim  host  is  gathering  for  th'  osaault. 
And  wB  have  none  to  guard  them. 

Gon.  Then  my  place 

le  here  no  longer,    1  had  hoped  to  die 
E'en  by  the  altar  and  the  sepulchre 
Of  my  brave  aires :  hut  this  was  not  to  be  '. 
Give  me  my  sword  again,  and  lead  me  hencB 
Back  to  the  ramparts.    I  have  yet  an  hoar, 
And  it  hath  still  liigb  duties.    Now,  my  wife  ! 
Thou  mother  uf  my  childran— of  the  dead— 
Whom  I  name  onto  thee  in  steadfast  hone — 

£ljit.       No,  liot  ferewell !    My  soul  hath  iisen 
To  mate  itself  with  thine  ;  and  by  thy  side, 
Amidst  the  hurling  lances,  I  will  stand, 
As  one  on  whom  a  Irave  man's  love  hath  been 
Wasted  not  utterly. 

Gon.  1  thank  thee.  Heaven ! 

That  I  have  taated  of  die  awful  joy 
Which  thou  haet  given,  to  temper  hours  like  this 
With  a  deep  sense  of  thee,  and  of  thine  ends 
In  these  dread  visitings ! 


.*rih,  Google 


THE  SIEGE  OP  VALENCIA. 


Elm,  One  fereweil 

To  her,  ihae,  mantled  with  sad  loveliness, 
Doth  dumber  at  out  feet !     My  bleaaed  cbM ! 
Oh !  in  thy  heact'a  affliction  tfion  wett  Btrong, 
And  holy  coursge  did  pervade  thy  woe, 
Aa  liglit  the  troubled  wateia  1    Be  at  peace ! 
Thou  whose  biigte  spirit  made  itself  the  eoul 
Of  all  that  were  around  thee !    Axid  thy  life 
E'en  then  was  struck  itnd  witheiing  at  the  core 
Farewell  l  thy  parting  look  hath  on  me  fellen, 

"' '""m  of  heaveD,  and  I  am  now 

__.,t  fiwiu  hast  been.    MvBOuliahns 

For  a  Btill  sense  of  purei:  worlds  hath  sunk 


ill  eu  aa  a  gufuui  ui  ^iBavtsu,  uuu 

More  like  what  tiuiu  hast  been 

For  a  Btill  sense  of  purer  world. 

And  settled  on  its  depths  with  that  last  smile 

Which  Irom  thine  eye  shone  forth.    Thon  hast  not  lived 

In  vain — my  child,  fiirBweU  I 

Gort.  Surely  for  thee 

Death  had  no  sting,  Xtmena '.    We  are  blest. 
To  learn  one  secret  of  the  shadowy  pass. 
From  such  an  aspect's  calmnes.    Yet  once  more 
I  kiss  thy  pale  young  cheek,  my  broken  flower ! 

[  Exeant 

Scene  IX,— Tie  Walls  of  the  Cits. 
Heunandez. — A  few  Citizens  gathered  round  him. 
Her.  Whj,  men  have  oast  the  treasures,  which  their  lives 
Had  been  worn  down  in  gathering,  on  the  pyie. 
Ay,  at  their  household  hearths  have  lit  the  brand, 
Even  from  that  shrine  of  quiet  love  to  bear 
The  flame  which  gave  their  temples  and  their  homes, 
Li  ashes,  to  the  winds  !     They  have  done  this. 
Making  a  blasted  void  where  once  the  sun 
Look'aupon  lovely  dwellings ;  and  from  earth 
^--'-ig  an  record  that  on  such  a  spot 


ChildEiod  hath  sprung,  age  fadsd,  rnisery  wept. 
And  frail  huraamly  knelt  oefbre  her  God; 
Thay  have  done  this,  in  ^ir  &ee  noblene^, 
Rather  than  see  the  spoiler's  tread  pollute 
Their  holy  places.    Fraisa,  high  praise  be  thsiis. 
Who  have  fell  man  such  lefflons  !    And  iheao  things, 
IWade  your  own  hills  their  witaesses !    The  aky, 
Whose  arch  bends  o'er  yon,  and  the  seas,  wherein 
u-  their  gold,  rejoicing  saw 
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Theapcils  of  viclory  from  him.  Be  imteiiongl 
A  few  brmht  WrobeB  and  biief  momenlB  yet 
Shall  baffle  his  fiueh'd  hope,  and  we  may  die. 
Laughing  him  unto  scorn.  Eiae,  follow  me, 
And  Ihou,  Valencia !  triumph  in  thy  fete. 
The  ruin,  not  the  yoke,  and  make  thy  toweta 
A  beacon  unto  Spain ! 

Cite.  We'll  follow  lliee! 

Alas !  for  our  feir  city,  and  the  liomes 
Wherein  we  reat'd  our  childien !    But  away  ! 
The  Moor  Hhall  plant  no  crescent  o'er  onr  fanes !         [CastUe ! 

VoKeAfroma  Tower  on  t/ie  WaUs.)  Siiceois  I— Caslile ! 

CiU.  IfusMns  to  the  spot.)  It  ia  even  so ! 
Now  blessing  be  to  Heaven,  for  we  are  saved  ! — 
CaBlitel  Castile! 

Voice.  Ifram  the  Tomer.)  Line  after  line  of  apeara, 
Liuice  after  lance,  upon  tbe  horizon's  verge. 
Like  festal  lights  from  cities  buislinff  op, 
Do^  skirt  the  plain.    In  faith,  a  nolle  liost !  [lo  front 

Anot/ier  Voice.  The  Moor  halii  lura'd  him  irom  oar  walls, 
Th'  advancing  might  of  Spain! 

Cit3.  (shoiiting.)  Castile !  Castile ! 

[GOS1UJ.EZ  enters,  aiipported  bg  Eluiha  and  a  Oitizen. 

Gon.  What  ^uta  of  joy  are  these  1 

Her.  Hail !  chieftain,  hail ! 

Thus,  even  in  death,  'tis  given  thee  to  receive 
'I'he  conqueror's  crown !     Behold  our  God  hath  heard, 
And  amrd  himself  with  vengeance !    Lo !  they  come ! 
The  lances  of  Castile ! 

Gmt.  I  knew,  I  knew 

Thon  would'st  not  utterly,  my  God,  forsake 
Thy  servant  in  his  need  !    My  blood  and  tears 
Have  not  suidt  vainly  to  th"  attesting  earth  ! 
Proise  to  thee,  thanl4  and  praise,  that  I  have  Hved 
To  see  this  hour '. 

Elm.  And  I,  loo,  bless  thy  name. 

Though  thou  hast  proved  me  unto  agony ! 

0  God  !■— thou  God  of  chastening ! 

Voice.  Ifrrtm  the  Toieer.)  They  move  on ! 

1  see  the  royal  banner  in  the  air. 
With  its  eniblazon'd  towers '. 

Gon.  Go,  bring  ye  forth 

The  banner  of  the  Cid,  and  plant  it  here. 
To  stream  above  me,  for  an  anavrering  aga 
That  the  eood  cross  doth  hold  its  lofty  place 
Within  "Valencia  still !     What  see  ye  now  ? 

Her,  I  see  a  kingdom's  might  upon  its  pal  b, 
Moving,  in  tonible  magnificence. 
Unto  revenge  and  victory !    With  the  flash 
Of  knightly  swords,  up-springing  irom  tbe  ranks, 
As  meteoi-s  from  a  still  and  gloomy  deep. 
And  with  the  waving  often  thooaand  plumea. 
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Likfl  B  land's  harvest  in  the  anlumn-wind. 
And  with  lieice  light,  which  is  not  of  the  Bun, 
Bnt  flung  (torn  sheets  of  eleel — it  cornea,  it  comes, 
The  vengeance  of  our  God ! 

The  heavy  tread  of  mail-elad  multitudes, 
Idke  thunder  showers  upon  the  forest  paths. 

Her.  Ay,  earth  knows  well  the  omen  of  that  eoulid. 
And  she  hath  echoes,  like  a.  sepidchie's. 
Pent  in  her  secret  liollows  to  respond 
Unto  the  step  of  death  1 

GoTu  Hark  r  how  the  wind 

Sweils  proudly  with  the  battle-march  of  Spain  ! 
Now  the  heart  feels  ia  power ! — A  little  while 
Grant  ine  to  live,  my  God  '.    Whatpau^e  is  this? 

Her.  A  deep  and  dreadfid  one ! — the  eettied  files 
Level  their  epeai-s  for  combat ;  now  the  hosts 
Look  on  each  other  in  their  brooding  wrath, 
Silent  and  face  lo  lace. 

Voices  heard   SVUkoat,  Ckaniing. 
Calm  on  (be  boaom  of  thy  God, 

Fair  spiiit !  rest  ^ee  now ! 
E'en  wiiile  with  ours  th j  footsteps  trode 

His  seal  was  0(1  tliy  brow. 

Dust  lo  its  narrow  house  beneath ! 

Soul,  to  its  place  on  high ! 
They  that  have  seen  thy  look  in  death, 

Wo  more  may  fear  to  die. 

Mm.  (to  GoHZALEZ.)  It  Is  the  death-hymn  o'er  diy  daughter's 

But  I  em  calm  ;  and  e'en  like  gentle  winds, 
Thai  music,  through  the  stilhieas  of  ray  heart. 
Sends  moumful  peace. 

Gaa.  ■  Oh  I  well  those  solemn  tones 

Accord  with  such  an  hour,  for  all  her  Ufe 
Breath'd  of  a  heio'a  soul  I 

[A  sound  of  tran^eta  and  aJiBUtingfrom  the  plain. 

Her.  Now,  now  they  close  1    Hark  I  what  a  didl  dead  sound 
b  in  the  Mooiish  wernsihont ! — I  have  known 
Such  tones  prophetic  oft. — The  dioek  is  given — 
Lo  t  they  have  placed  their  sbieldB  before  their  hearts. 
And  lower'd  their  lances  with  the  streameis  on. 
And  on  their  steeds  bent  forward  1 — God  for  Spain  1 
The  first  bright  sparks  of  battle  have  been  atmck 
From  spear  to  spear,  across  the  gleaming  field  I — 
There  is  no  fight  on  which  the  blue  sky  looks 
To  match  with  this !— 'Tis  not  the  Halfanl  crests, 
Nor  banners  with  their  glorious  blazonry ; 
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Got!.  Oh,  laiEe  me  up, 

That  I  may  look  upon  the  noble  aeene  ! — 
It  will  not  be  ! — That  this  dull  mist  would  pasa 
A  moment  from  my  sight ! — Whence  i-oBe  that  ^lout, 
Ah  in  fierce  triumpb  1 

Her.  lelasfdng  his  hands.)  Must  I  look  on  &is  1 
The  banner  ants— 'tis  talten ! 

Gon.  Whose  1 

Her.  Caalile'a! 

Gon.  Oh,  God  of  Bailies ! 

Elm.  Calm  ihy  nohle  heart ! 

Thou  wQt  not  pas  away  without  thy  meed. 
Nay,  lest  thee  ou  my  bosom. 

Her.  Cheer  thee  yet! 

Our  knights  have  spurr'd  to  rescue. — There  is  now 
A  whirl,  a  mingling  of  all  terijble  thin^, 
Yet  more  appalling  than  the  fierce  distincMesB 
Wherewith  they  moved  beibre ! — I  see  tail  plum«i 
Ail  wildly  tossing  o'er  the  bathe's  tide, 
Sway'd  by  the  wrathful  motion,  and  the  press 
Of  desperate  men,  as  cedat-bouehs  by  storms. 
Many  a  white  streamer  there  ia  dyed  with  blood. 
Many  a  false  corslet  broken,  many  a  shield 
Pierced  throu^ ! — Now,  shout  for  Santiago,  shout ! 
Lo !  javelins  with  a  moment'B  brightnesa  cleave 
'i'he  ihickejoiug  dust,  ami  barbed  steeds  go  down 
With  their  hehn'd  riders !— Who,  but  One,  can  tell 
flow  (^irils  part  amidst  ^at  fearful  rush 
And  trarMtng  on  of  fruions  multitudes  1 

Gon.  Thourt  alent !— See'st  thou  moie-?— My  soul  growi 

Her.  Arid  dark  and  troubled,  as  an  angry  sea, 
Dasbirig  some  gallant  aimanient  in  scorn 
Against  iffl  rocKs,  is  all  on  which  I  gaze ! — 
I  can  but  tell  thee  how  tall  speais  are  eross'd, 
And  lances  seem  to  shiver,  and  proud  helms 
To  hghten  with  the  stroke ! — But  round  the  spot, 
Wliere,  lilie  a  stmm-fell'd  mast,  aas  standard  Bank. 
The  heart  of  battle  burns. 

Gon.  Where  is  that  spot  ? 

Her.  It  is  beneath  the  lonely  tuft  of  palms. 
That  lift  their  green  heads  o'er  the  tumult  still 
In  calm  and  stately  grace. 

Gon.  There  didst  thoii  say  J 

Then  God  is  with  us,  and  we  must  prevail ! 
For  on  that  spot  they  died  I — My  children's  blood 
Calls  on  th'  avenger  tlienoe ! 

Elm.  They  pensh'd  fliere ! 

— And  the  bright  locks  that  waved  so  joyously 
To  the  free  winds,  lay  trampled  and  deliled 
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Even  on  that  place  of  death ! — Oh,  MerciM  1 
Hoah  the  darlc  thought  within  me  I 

Her.  (icitk  sadden  eimltatiini.)  Who  is  he, 
On  the  white  Bleed,  and  with  the  ceatied  helra. 
And  she  gold-broiaer'd  manl^e,  wMcn  doth  float 
E'en  like  a  sunny  cioud  above  the  lieht ; 
And  the  pale  cross,  which  from  his  breoat-plate  gleams 
With  BtBF-Jike  radiance  t 

Gan.  (.eagerly.)  Didst  thou  say  the  cross  7 

Her.  On  nis  mail'd  bosom  shines  a  broad  whiw  cross. 
And  his  long  plmuage  through  the  daik'ning  air 
Streams  like  a  anow-wreath. 

Gim.  That  should  be— 

.    Her.  The  king! 

— Was  it  not  told  as  how  he  sent,  of  late. 
To  the  Cid's  tomb,  e'en  for  the  silver  cross 
Which  he  who  slnmbers  there  was  wont  to  hind 
O'er  his  brave  heart  in  fight  ?» 

6sn.  {apringing  up  josfwlls.)  My  king:  my  king! 
Now  all  good  aointB  lor  ^oin  1— ft^"  noble  king '. 
Aiid  thou  Bit  there  I— That  I  might  look  once  more 
Upon  thy  fiieel — But  yet  I  thank  thee.  Heaven  1 
That  thou  hast  sent  him,  ii-om  my  dying  hands 
Thus  to  receive  his  city ! 

[He  sinks  back  into  Elhiba's  ar 

Her.  ^e  hath  clear'd 

A  pathway  'midst  the  combat,  and  the  light 
Follows  hia  cha^e  through  yon  close  living  mass. 
E'en  as  a  gleam  on  some  pra'nd  vessel's  wake 
Along  the  stormy  watera ! — 'Tis  redeem'd — 
The  castled  banner !— It  is  flung  once  more 
III  joy  and  glory  to  the  sweeping  winds ! 
— There  seems  a  wavering  throogh  the  pajnim  hosls — 
Caalile  doth  press  them  sore — Now,  now  rejoice ! 

Gon.  What  hast  thou  seen  J 

Her.  Abdullahfells!    Hefalls! 

The  man  of  blood ! — the  spoiler .' — he  hath  sunk 
In  oar  king's  path!— Well  hath  that  royal  sword 
Avenged  thy  cause,  Gonialei  I 

They  give  way, 
The  Creacenfs  van  is  broken  I— On  the  hills 
And  the  dailt  pine-woods  may  the  iMdel 


ly  in  his  agony  of  fear, 

"irest  andlie  wild 
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To  covet  him  from  vengeaoce  l — Lo '.  they  fly ! 
They  of  the  forest  andlie  v"^'-' 


rtiia  iiie  vuie-muuuLunia,  axiu  jiMpenmi  sea:;. 
Take  their  dead  unto  them '. — that  blood  shail  wash 
Our  soil  from  smuis  of  bondage. 
Goa.  iattempting  to  raise  himself.)  Set  me  Iree ! 
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Come  with  me  forth,  for  1  must  greet  my  king. 
Alter  hia  battle-field ! 

Her.  Oil,  blest  in  death ! 

Chosen  of  Heaven,  ftrewelli— Look,  on  the  Ciosa, 
And  part  from  earth  in  peace ! 

Gon.  Now,  charge  once  mote ! 

God  is  with  Spain,  and  Santiago's  sword 
Is  reddening  all  the  air !— Shout  forth  "  Castile  !" 
The  day  is  ours ! — I  go  ;  but  fear  ye  not ! 
For  Attic's  lance  is  bioken,  and  my  sons 
Have  won  their  first  good  field !  \He  diea. 

Elm.  Look  on  me  yet ! 

Speak  one  farewell,  my  husband  ! — must  thy  voice 
Enter  my  soul  no  more '. — Thine  eye  ia  fij^d— 
Now  is  my  life  nprooled, — And  'tis  well. 

lA  soimd  of_  ^iumpkant  Jniwjc  is  heard,  and  many  Castil- 
ian  Knights  ani2  SoldUrt  eater. 

A  at.  HBSh  your  triumphant  aoonds,  although  ye  come 
E'en  as  deiiyerers ! — But  the  noble  dead, 
And  [hose  that  momu  them,  claim  Irom  human  hearts 
De^  sileiit  reverence. 

Elm.  (risiiie proudly .)  No,  awoll  forth,  Castile ! 
Thy  trumpet-music,  till  the  seas  and  heavens. 
And  the  deep  hills,  give  every  stormy  note 
EehoEiS  to  ring  through  Spain ! — How,  know  ye  not 
That  aQ  atra?d  for  trmmph,  crown'd  and  robed 
With  the  strong  spirit  which  hath  saved  the  land. 

— Fear  not  to  break  that  sleep,  but  let  the.  wind 
Swell  on  with  victory's  shout  '—He  will  hot  hear — 
Hath  ear^  a  sound  more  sad? 
Her.  Liftye  the  dead. 

And  bear  him  widi  the  banner  of  his  race 

Waving  above  hun  proudly,  as  it  waved 

O'er  the  Cid's  battles,  to  the  tomb  wherein 

His  warrior-aires  are  gather'd.  [They  raise  the  body. 

Elm.  Ay, 'lis  thus 

Thou  diould'st  he  honor'd . — Ancl  I  follow  thee 
With  an  unfeiterme  and  a  lofty  step, 
To  that  last  home  of  glory.    She  that  weata 
In  her  deep  heart  the  memory  of  thj^  love. 
Shall  thence  draw  strength  fiir  all  liungs,  till  the  God 
Whose  hand  around  her  hath  unpeopled  earth. 
Looking  upon  her  still  and  chasten'd  soul. 
Call  it  ones  more  to  thine ! 

(To  the  Caatilians.)  Awake,  I  say, 

Tambour  and  trumpet,  awalce  !— And  let  the  land 
Through  all  her  mounlains  hear  your  fiineral  pgeJ 

So  mould  a  hero  pass  to  his  repose.  [E^eatit  oaines. 
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Valencia,  which  has  bsen  lepealedly  leaieied  anii  taken  by  (he 

armies  of  dllKrenI  nnUons,  remained  in  Ihe  possession  of  [his  Mocra 

gained  from  Ihem  by  Eiog  Don  Jayme  of  Aiagon.  surnaraed  the  Con 
queior ;  after  whose  success  I  have  vealureii  lu  suppose  It  governed 
by  a  descendant  of  [he  Campeador. 

It  was  a  Spanish  hadlUon,  (hat  the  greal  bell  of  the  cathedral  of 
Saragoasa.  always  lolled  aponlaneouBly  before  a  kingof  Spi^  died. 

'^El  queen  bnenhota  nasco,"he  Ibat  was  bom  Inhapp;  hour 
An  appellation  given  to  the  Ctd  in  the  ancient  chronicles. 
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CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS.  «l 

cntion—as  eo^oas  ia  ima^rS'  Of  tbs  lon^r  posms,  7^  Last  Cen- 
strntiai  Is  our  Birorila.  TtiB  dmoiaae  poein  ^hicb  fcdlowa  11,  anli- 
Oed  Tke  Sltgt  iif  Faimda,  eitublis  coo  avldeAlly  the  weak  polots  of 
Mrs.  Hamana'i  poetry— a.  wonl  of  dnunaUo  Invemlon,  Bpenury  of  In- 
ddenl,  luidllieBnbglLniUonoriyilcBl  fbr  paailoiiale  didogne.  The 
leadlBifftalnHnrfCtBuitanlSiiiB'aciiBrooteriieamHi  batiteottoni  Ihs 
on  the  whole,  udmJraljle  plsy  of  Coastffntive  Paligoiogns, 


lOAy  hope  and 


Broia  scartaly  any  Btotyat 

„      ,  ,.  .  .      elveslHswanlofit 

"  Of  the  SItrt  of  Fahmcia  we  say  llltle,  for  we  by  no  Diaans 
coDsidecIC  as  tSa  happiest  of  Mn.  HemaoB'B  efibrta.  Not  that  It  doe: 
not  contain,  oa;,  ^ound  wUh  Bne  passagsi ;  but  the  tibait  wants 
.    ThB  story  la  meagre,  and  the 


dlalogua  toi 

"  TAB  Feilal  Bina  cenaioLy  appears  to  ua  to  be  one  of  the  noblest 
regular  and  elaialoal  odes  in  tha  EiiElisli  languMe-^iapinr  to  Ihe 
general  idea,  and  riol  In  Imagery  and  UliistraUon?'— The  fiev  Dr 
MoREHiui,  la  Cnnibiils'i  Jl^iino  Sir  September,  1833. 

"  TkB  Si^eJ  Faiaain  is  a  dianiatic  poem,  bat  not  Intended  Ibr 
repieaentatSn.  The  story  la  eitreniely  simple.  The  Moora  who 
bailege  Valencia,  take  Ihe  nro  aqua  of  the  Governor,  Gonialez  mp' 
live,  as  they  come  to  rlslttheh  father,  and  nowthemnaomjaniaiid 
ed  (b[  them  la  IhesumndBiof  the  city:  they  are  to  die  IT  the  place 
is  oot  yielded  np.  Mmiua,  the  mother  of  tha  boya,and^ineaA.  their 
EisBT,  are  Iha  remamiBg  members  of  a  ftmlly  to  which  so  dreadful 
an  optton  IB  submitted.  ThepoemisoDB  ofthelilgheat  mailt.  Ihe 
Hubject  isof  oeatdlgnlty,  b^  conneeUd  with  the  defbnceof ''pain 
against  tile  Moora,  and  al  Che  same  time  It  is  ofthe  greatest  too  ler 

ImagloedtoocDurhttheboaomofa&mlly.  Thefbcherls  Arm  the 
daughter  is  heroic ;  the  mother  thilets.  She  finds  her  wny  to  the 
MoorlBh  eamp,  sees  her  ohildreo,  forma  her  plan  tor  betraytae  the 
town,  and  tlien  la  not  able  Id  conceal  lier  giief  and  hai  design  Ironi 
..._.. — 1.._5     T*.  '-inie^taly  aende  a  """^ — ""  '"  "'"  "^ —   "^^ 

mt  and  beh""^"''  " 
sieged  idty :  finally,  the  king  01 

, ^I'Ss^^^ 

grief,  of  which  she  iayel  able  to  restrain  the  ejpresfion.  The  greit 
eicellenoe  of  the  poaio  lies  in  tha  deecilplLon  of  ihealru^la  between 
the  cnnaclouaness  of  duty  and  maternal  ftindnesB.  We  believe  nine 
bula  motlier  could  ha¥a  written  It."— PttD»iseso»  NoETOH,  IB  Jftrl* 
WBierfcoM  J!mi™  ftir  April  1837. 


Tebnmghtoat  and  beheaded,  a  aart^  is  made  from  Ih 

„ .j:  finaOy,  the  king  of  Hn^  b"!™"  <n  tlm  r«innn 

onga  of  Goniailez  are  aT«igedj  he  bin 


rOoo^ 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUARY. 


Long  time  againsL  oiiuresa^oii  Mve  1  fought, 
AM  fut  Ibe  native  iibeily  of  fiUih 
Hd.vs  UJedsnd  suffei'd  bunds. 

ReTitorst.a  Ti-aggdif^ 

well  as  outw^ril  fiu^rlngQ,  of  a  Spaniard,  who,  flying  fVoui  tha  reil- 
Ijious  p«rsecutioasof  hisDwaooiin[ry>iD  thesUIeentlicenEury.takea 

supposed  m  lie  relaleJ  by  himself,  amidst  IJia  wiUetness  which  has 
aflbrded  him  an  asyluiti. 

The  voicea  of  my  home  !— I  hear  them  Btili  1 
They  have  been  with  me  through  the  dreoiny  uight— 
The  blessed  household  voices,  woni  to  fill 
My  heart's  clesr  depths  with  unalloy'd  delight ! 
I  hear  them  still,  unehHiiged  : — though  some  from  earth 
Are  mUBio  parted,  and  the  tones  of  mirth — 
Wi!d,  silvery  tones,  that  rang  throng  days  more  hrighl ! 
Have  died  in  others, — yet  to  me  they  come. 
Singing  of  iioyhood  back— the  voices  of  my  home  ! 

They  call  me  through  thie  hush  of  woods  reposing. 

In  the  grey  Etillness  of  the  summer  morn ; 

They  wander  by  when  heavy  lioweis  are  closhig. 

And  tbonghts  gjow  deep,  and  winds  and  staia  ate  born  ; 

Even  as  a  fount's  remembered  gushhigs  burst 

On  the  parch'd  traveller  in  his  hour  of  thhsl^ 

"^'      thus  they  haunt  ma  with  siveet  soonds,  till  worn 


And  find  inme  ark  !— yet  whither! — I  must  bei 
A  yearnuig  heart  within  me  to  the  grave. 
I  am  of  those  o'er  whom  a  breath  ot  air — 
Just  darkening  in  its  eouise  tlie  lake's  bright  w 
And  sighing  through  the  feathery  canes i-lalh 
To  oalTup  shadows,  in  the  silent  hour, 
From  the  dim  past,  as  Irom  a  wizard's  cave  ! — 


i,Gl.)t)'^le 


THE  FOUBST  SANCTUARY.  4 

\s  above  me  ^mad , 

— Ye  rest  nol  here,  my  dead  ! 

Ye  far  amidst  the  southern  flowers  Ue  sleeping, 

Your  graves  all  smiling  in  the  sunshine  clear, 

Save  one  !  a  blue,  lone,  dtatant  main  is  sweeiiin 

.....  ...  !_ 


High  o'er  one  ^nde  head — ye  rsBt  not  here  t— 
'Tis  nol  the  olive,  with  a  whsper  awaving, 
Nol  thy  low  rippUi^,  glassy  walei',  ploying 
ThvoinFh  mv  own  eli*?Rtnnt  fToves,  which  ml  mini 


And  Ha-  their  birthplace 

Peace ! — I  will  dash  these  fond  regrets  lo  earth. 
Even  as  an  eagle  shakes  the  cumbering  rain 
From  his  strong  pinion.    Thou  thai  gavsst  me  hirlh. 
And  Uncage,  and  once  home, — my  native  Spain  ! 
My  own  bright  land— my  lather's  land — my  child's ! 
What  hath  thy  aon  brouglit  from  thee  to  the  wilda  ? 
He  hath  brought  marks  of  toi'ture  and  the  chain, 
Traces  of  things  which  pass  not  as  a  breeze ;     .         [thee 
\  blighted  name,  dark  ttonghtg,  wiath,  woe,— thy  gifts  a: 


)t  of  this!— the  cedars,  waiting. 

Lend  it  no  tone :    His  wide  savannahs  laving. 
It  is  not  murmar'd  by  llie  joyous  river  ! 
What  part  hath  mortal  name,  where  God  alone 
Speaks  to  the  mighty  waste,  and  through  its  heart  is  kr 

Is  it  not  much  that  I  may  worship  Him, 
With  nought  my  ^lirit's  brBathinge  to  control, 
And  feel  firs  presanoo  in  the  vast,  and  dim. 
And  whiapery  woods,  where  dying  thunders  roll 
From  the  Jar  cafraota  J— Shall  1  not  rejoice 
That  I  have  leflrtfd  at  last  to  know  His  voice 
From  man's  1 — 1  will  rejoice ! — ray  soaring  soul 
Now  hath  tedeem'd  her  birtbrlghl  of  lUe  day. 
And  won,  through  clouds,  to  Him,  hsf  own  uufetter'd  w 

And  thon,  my  boy '.  Ihat  alent  at  my  knee 
Dost  lift  to  mmc  thy  soil,  daii,  earnest  eyes, 
Fill'd  witli  iho  love  of  childhood,  which  I  see 
Pure  through  its  depths,  a  thing  without  disguise ; 
Thou  that  hast  hreothed  m  slumber  on  my  breast. 
When  I  have  chetk'd  its  throbs  to  eve  thee  rest. 
Mine  own !  whose  young  thoughts  fresh  before  mo  ris 


i,;Sa5gf( 


T  SANCTOARY. 


Why  should  I  weep  on  thy  bright  head,  my  boy  1 
WHkin  thy  fcthera'  halls  thou  wilt  not  dwell, 
Nor  lift  their  banner,  with  a  wairior's  joy. 
Amidst  the  sous  of  mountaiu  chiefs,  who  fell 
For  Spain  of  old. — Yet  what  if  soiling  waves 
Have  boroe  us  fat  from  our  Hniiestral  graves  1 
Thou  ^lalt  not  feel  thy  bursting  heart  rebel, 
As  mine  hath  done ;  not  bear  what  I  have  home, 
Castmg  in  ftJseliood's  mould  th'  indignant  brow  of  sec 


Hear  me!  magnificeL _, 

And  mighty  rivera,  ye  that  meet  the  main, 
Ab  deep  meets  deep  ;  and  tbtests,  whose  dim  shade 
The  flood's  voice,  and  the  wind's,  by.  swells  pervade  ; 
Hear  me  ! — 'tis  well  to  die,  and  not  oompldn, 
Yet  there  are  hours  when  the  ohittged  heart  must  speak, 
[Cen  in  the  deserf  s  ear  to  ponr  ilself,  or  break  '. 

1  see  an  oak  before  me ;'  it  liath  been 
Thecrown'd  one  of  the  woods;  and  might  have  flung 
Its  hundred  aims  to  heaven,  still  Ireahly  green. 
But  a  wild  vuie  around  the  stem  hath  clung. 
From  branch  m  bmuch  close  wreaths  of  bondage  ihtowin 
Till  the  proud  tree,  before  no  tempest  bowing, 
Hath  sdimnk  and  died  those  serpent  fcilda  amoi^, 
Alas!  alas!  what  is  it  that  I  seel 
\n  image  of  mac's  mind,  land  of  my  sires,  with  thee! 

Yet  art  thou  lovely !— Song  ia  on  tbv  hills— 
Oh,  sweet  and  mournful  melodies  of  Spain, 
ITiat  luU'd  ray  boyhood,  how  your  memory  thrills 
The  esile's  heart  with  sudden-wakening  pain  ! 
Your  sounds  are  on  the  rooks ; — That  rmight  hear 


And  &ora  the  sunny  vales  the  shepherd's  Btrm 
Floats  out,  and  fills  the  aohlary  place 
With  the  old  tuneful  uEunea  ol  Spain's  heroic  ra 

But  there 

Througjii  , 

In  the  rich  autumn  light  the  vineyatda  lay, 

And  Irom  the  fields  the  peasant's  voice  was  gone  : 

And  the  red  napes  untrodden  sti^Vd  the  ground. 

And  the  free  Hocks,  untended, roam'd  around: 

Where  waa  die  pastor  i— where  the  pipe's  wild  tone! 


fir^m'glr""'^ 


T  SANCTUAllY. 


The  cLl^B  gate  a  n^  a  piese,  a  swell 
Ofmulniuifefl.liiBir  torrent  way  to  win: 
And  heavf  boomings  of  a  dull  deep  bell, 
A  dead  panae  following  each — like  that  which  parts 
The  daish  of  billows,  holdiag  breathless  hearla 
Fdsi  in  the  hush  of  fear— Imeli  after  kiiell; 
And  Bounds  of  thickening  steps,  like  ^nnder-raia 
That  plashes  on  the  roof  ofsome  vast  echoing  &ne ! 

What  pageant's  hour  apprcmch'd  !    The  sullen  gale 
Of  a  strong  ancient  prison-house  was  ihrown 
Back  ta  the  day.    And  who,  in  mouttilul  stara, 
Came  forth,  led  elowlv  o'er  ils  threahold-afone  7 
They  that  had  leam'd,  in  ceils  of  secret  gloom. 


andfl,  and  cf 

To  this,  man  bringg  his  brolher !    Some  were  there. 
Who,  with  their  deeokttion,  had  entwined 
Fierce  strenglh,  and  girt  ihe  sternness  of  despair 
Fast  round  Seir  bosoms,  even  as  wiirriors  bind 
The  breaslplate  on  for  fight ;  but  brow  and  cheek 
Seem'd  theirs  a  torturing  panoply  to  speak  I 
And  there  was  some,  from  whom  the  Tery  mind 
"  ■  ■  ■  ■■   ■     ih  f  sti    ■■ 


Bnt  onward  moved  the  melandioly  train. 
For  their  false  creeds  m.  fiery  pangs  to  die. 
This  was  the  solemn  sacrifice  of  Sain — 
Heaven's  oflering  &om.the  land  of  cMrulry  i 
Through  (hoixnnds,  thoiuiands  of  their  race  they  moced — 
Oh !  how  urfike  all  others ! — the  beloved, 
The  &ee,  the  prood,  the  beautiful  1  whose  eye 
Grew  fii'd  beibie  them,'  while  a  people's  breath 
Was  hnsh'd,  and  its  one  soul  bouiid  in  the  thought  of  death! 

It  might  be  that  amidst  tlie  coundess  throng, 
There  awell'd  some  heart  with  pity's  weight  opptess'd 
For  the  wide  stream  of  human  love  is  strong; 
And  woman,  on  whose  fond  and  faithfid  breast 
Childhood  is  tear'd,  and  at  whose  knee  the  sigh 
Of  its  fiiBl  prayer  is  breamed,  she,  loo,  was  nigh. 
But  liie  is  dear,  and  Ihe  tree  ibotstep  bleEs'd, 


i~tJOCKj|C 


THE  FOltES'I 


AH  Hlill,— yonlh,  courage,  slrengfii  !— 
A  chain  of  palsy  cast,  on  mi^ht  snd  i 


From  a  far  londl  came,  vet  round  me  clung 
The  spirit  of  my  owa.    No  hand  had  torn 
With  s  Htrong  gtaap  away  the  veil  which  hung 
Between  my  eyes  and  truth.    I  gazed,  I  eaw 
Dimly,  aa  through  a  glass.    In  silent  awe 
I  wDtdi'd  the  fearful  ritfa ;  and  if  there  sprung 
One  rebel  fwling  from  its  deep  founts  up, 
Shuddering,  I  fiung  it  back,  as  guilt's  own  poison-cup. 

But  I  waa  waken'd  as  the  dreamers  waken 
Whrau  the  shrill  trumpet  and  the  shriek  of  dread 
Bouse  up  at  midnifdil]  when  their  walla  are  tntien, 
And  thay  must  baffle  till  their  blood  is  t^ed 
On  theii  own  thiediold-fioor.    A  patli  for  light 
Through  my  torn  breast  was  shatler'd  by  the  might 
Of  the  swift  thnnder-atroke — and  fiecdom'a  tread 
Came  in  throng  ruma,  late,  yet  not  in  vain, 
Malting  the  blighted  place  all  green  with  life  agoin. 

Stilt  darkly,  slowly,  as  a  snllen  mass 
Of  cloud,  o'eraweepiug,  without  wind,  the  sky, 
Dream-like  I  saw  the  sad  proce£sion  pass, 
And  mark'd  ita  victims  with  a  tearless  eye. 
They  moved  be&re  me  but  aa  pictures,  wiinight 
Each  to  reveal  some  secret  of  man^  thought. 
On  the  sharp  edge  of  sad  mortality, 
Till  in  his  place  came  one — oh !  could  it  bs  ? 
My  friend,  my  heatfs  fiisf  fiiend !— and  did  I  gaze  on  theo  ! 

On  thee  !  with  whom  in  boyhood  I  had  play'd. 

At  the  gtape-gatherings,  by  my  native  streams ! 

And  to  whose  eye  my  yonlhful  soul  had  laid 

Bate,  as  to  Heaven's,  ila  glowing  world  of  dreams; 

And  by  whose  rade  'midst  wamora  I  had  stood. 

And  in  whose  heim  was  brought — oh !  earn'd  with  bloodt 

The  fresh  wave  to  my  hpa,  when  tropic  heomB 


TIIK  rOKEST 


I  see  il  still— Ihe  loiiy  mien  thou  borest— 
On  thy  pals  forehead  sal  a  sense  of  power! 
The  very  look  tiiat  once  then  brwhUv  worest, 
CheeriDg  me  onward  throngh  a  feariul.  hour. 
When  we  were  gitt  by  Indian  bow  and  ^jear, 
'Midst  the  while  AndeB—even  aa  raonntoin  deer, 
Hemm'din  our  camp — but  through  ihe  javeUnaliowcr 

Wft  r**iit  i^iir  WHV.  n  tnmTieHt  nf  ripflnair  I 


1  call  the  fond  wish  back— -lor  thou  bast  perieh'tl 
More  nobly  fiir,  my  Alvar  '■ — making  known 
The  might  of  tmth ;''  and  be  thy  memory,  cherish'd 
With  ^^ra,  the  tbdnaanda  that  amimd  her  throne 
Have  poui'd  their  Uvea  out  amilliig.  in  that  doom 
Finding  a  triumph,  if  denied  a  tomb! — 
Ay,  wfin  their  ashes  hath  the  wine  been  sown. 
Aid  with  the  wind  their  spirit  ^11  be  spread. 
Filling  rnan'a  heart  and  home  with  records  of  the  dead. 

Thou  Searcher  cf  the  soul!  in  whoae  di«ad  agbt 

Not  the  bold  guilt  done  that  mocka  the  skiea, 

But  the  scarce-owned,  unwhispet'd  thought  of  night, 

As  a  thing  written  with  the  sunbcnm  lies ; 

Thou  linow'st — whose  eye  through  shade  ajid  depth  can 

That  this  man's  crime  was  bat  to  wor^ip  thee, 

Like  llioae  that  made  their  hearts  diy  sacrifice, 


For  (he  strong  ^irit  will  at  times  awake, 
Piercing  the  mists  that  wrap  her  clay  abode ; 
Andi  bom  of  ±eB,  she  may  not  alwaya  take 
Earth's  BcoentH  for  the  oracles  of  God ; 
And  even  for  this— O  doat,  whose  mask  ia  power 
Heed,  that  would'sibeaeoourge  thv  Utile  hour ! 
"  ""k,  whereon  yet  tiie  mighly  bath  not  trod, 


Bui  this  I  felt  not  vet,     I  could  but  saze 

Oo  him,  my  friend  ;  while  that  swiff  moment  threw 

A  sudden  fieshnefB  back  on  vaiiish'd  days. 

Like  water-drops  on  aome  dim  piclui-e'a  hue ; 

Calling  the  proud  time  up,  wlien  fiiat  I  stood 

Where  banners  floated,  and  my  heart's  quick  blood 

Sprang  to  a  torrent  as  the  clarion  blew. 


"Mi,7Gnn^k=^ 


B  F0UP13T  SANCTUARY. 


But  a  lance  met  me  in  thai  day's  career, 
Senseleas  1  lay  amidst  th'  o'ersweeping  fighl, 
Walc'ning  at  last— how  fall,  how  Bttnnaely  clear. 
That  eeene  on  memory  flDSt'd ! — ihe  Ehivary  light, 
Morailight,  on.  broken  shields — the  plain  of'staughler, 
Tha  Ibuntaio-flide — the  low  sweet  sOHnd  of  water — 


Flow'd  back—my  soul's  Bur  cl: 

Till,  in  that  rush  of  viaiona,  I  became 
As  one  that,  by  the  banda  of  alnmber  wound. 
Lies  with  a  powerless  but  all-lhrillins  Irnrae, 
Intense  in  consciouaneaa  of  ^g^t  ana  sound. 
Yet  buried  in  a  wildering  dream  which  brings 
Loved  faces  round  him,  girt  with  fearful  lliinf"' 


TrouUed  even  thus  I  stood,  but  chain'd  and  bound 
On  that  femiliar  fonn  mine  eye  to  keep  ;— 
Alas :  I  might  not  fall  upon  hia  neck  and  weep ! 


Hepass'dme — and  what  next  1—1  look'd  on  two. 
Following  hia  iboteteps  to  tha  Barae  dread  place, 
For  the  same  guilt— his  sisters  !=— Well  I  knew 
llie  beauty  on  those  brows,  thonrii  each  young  face 
Was  changed — so  deeply  changed ! — n,dungeon'a  air 
]b  hard  focloved  and  lovely  thmga  to  bear ; 
And  ye,  O  daughtera  of  a  lofty  race, 
Queen-hko  Theresa !  radiant  Inez !— flowers 
So  cheryi'd '.  were  ye  then  but  rear'd  for  those  dark  horns  1 


'.  had  ye  left, 


lanipng  hi 
d  iSe  aget 


le  aged  man^lietefl 

Of  each  glad  voice,  once  answermg  to  hia  call. 
Aba,  that  lonely  bther !  doom'd  to  pme 
For  sounds  departed  in  hia  Ufe's  decline, 
And,  "nudsC  the  shadowing  banners  of  hia  halj. 
With  his  white  hale  to  ais,  and  deem  the  name 
A  hundred  cliiefe  had  borne,  cast  down  by  you  lo  sliame  ! 

And  woe  for  yon,  'midst  looks  and  words  of  love. 
And  gentle  hearts  and  feces,  noraed  so  long ! 
How  had  I  seen  you  in.  yonr  beauty  move. 
Wearing  the  wreath,  and  tistenins  to  llie  song ! 
—Yet  sat,  even  then,  what  scBm'd  the  crowd  to  ahon, 
Half-veiI'd  upon  the  clear  pale  brow  of  one. 
And  deeper  thou^ts  than  oft  to  youth  beloiifi, 


■i;Gli(.)gir 


And  if  she  mingled  with  llie  fealive  train, 

I[  WE8  bui  OS  Borne  nielancholy  slar 

Beholds  toe  dajice  ofAjepbeiOB  on  the  plain, 

In  its  biright  slilhieaa  prennit,  though  alar. 

Yet  wooM  ehe  raidle — and  that,  too,  hath  its  smile — 

Cireled  with  joy  which  reach'd  h6r  not  the  while, 

Aad  beBiing  alone  spirit,  not  nt  war 

With  enrtlily  things,  but  o'er  their  form  and  hue 


Which  hath  la 

A  treasure  all  undreamt  of  ; — as  the  night 
Calls  OQt  the  harmonica  of  EtreBins  that  roll 
Unheard  by  day.    It  aeetn'd  as  if  her  bfeast 
Had  hoarded  enei^B,  till  then  sapprearfd 
■ '      Bt  with  pai[i,andhai3ting  from  control. 


And  finding  first  that  hour  their  path; 


Buch  might  her  emblcn 


Pride— sense  of  wrong — ay,  the  frail  heort  is  bound 
By  these  at  times,  even  as  with  adamaul:  round, 
Kept  so  from  breaking  !— yet  not  thus  ui>bome 
She  moved,  though  some  sustaioing  passion's  ware 
Lifted  her  fervent  soul— a  sister  for  the  brave ! 

And  yet,  alas!  to  see  the  Btrength  which  clinsa 
Round  women  in  such  houis  ! — a  mournful  sight, 
Though  lovely ! — an  o'ej-flowing  of  (he  springs. 
The  iSlI  springs  cfafifection,  deep  as  biiahl ! 
And  she,  because  her  liie  is  ever  twined 
With  other  lives,  and  by  no  stormy  wmd 
May  (hence  be  shaken,  and  because  the  light 
Of  tenderness  is  joand  her,  and  lier  eye 
Doth  weep  such  passionate  teats— therrfore  she  thus  can  dit 

Therefore  didst  i/ivu,  throng^  that  heart-shaking  scene. 
As  through  a  niumph  movei  and  cast  a^de 
Thine  own  sweet  thou^tRdriess  for  victory's  mien, 
O  liiithiid  aBtet !  cheeiMig  thus  the  goide. 
And  friend,  and  brother  of  ti^  sainted  youth. 


vGqjL)^. 


THE  FOSEST  S 


For  thou  hadae  made  no  deeper  love  n  guesl 
'Midst  thy  yoiuig  spiiit'a  drenms,  than  tiial  which  grows 
Between  the  nurtui'ed  of  the  some  ibnd  brensl, 
Tlie  sheltet'd  of  one  roof;  and  thus  it  rose 
Twined  in  with  life.— How  is  it  that  the  honra 
Of  the  same  sport,  ^e  gatheiing  early  Howeis 
Round  the  same  tree,  the  sharing  one  repoBe, 
And  mingling  one  firat  prayer  in  munnuis  soft, 
From  the  heart's  memoij  fiide,  in  this  world's  breatli  so  oft ! 

.„ blest  ' 

Even  dien,  that  no  tememher'd  ohanee  conU  dim 
Tl»  perfect  image  of  afiection,  preffi'd 
Like  armor  to  thy  bosom  I — thou  hadst  kept 
Watch  by  thy  brother's  couch  of  pain,  and  wept, 


So  didst  thou  pass  on  brightly !— but  for  her, 
Next  in  ihatpadi,  how  may  her  doom  be  spoken  I 
Ail  merciful !  to  think  that  such  things  were, 
And  ore,  and  seen  by  men  with  hearts  unbroken  ! 
To  think  of  that  fair  fflrl.  whose  path  had  been 
So  strew'd  with  rose-leaves,  all  one  tairy  scene ! 
And  whose  quick  glance  came  ever  as  a  token 
Of  hope  to  drooping  thought,  and  her  glad  voice 
As  a  free  bird's  ui  spring,  that  makes  the  woods  rejoice ! 

And  she  to  die  ! — she  loved  die  laughing  earth 
Wi^  such  deep  joy  in  its  fresh  leaves  and  flowers  ! 
Was  not  her  emite  even  as  die  sudden  birth 
Of  B.  young  rambow,  coloring  vernal  sboweis  ? 

""""'  ■""■ "3t  her  fown-fike  step,  to  hear 

""  " ">  alvery  clear, 

, n  happier  hours 

Fkiw-d  from  her  lips,  was  to  forget  the  away 
Of  Time  and  Death  t>elow,  blight,  shadow,  dull  decay  ! 

Could  this  change  be  ?~tlie  hour,  the  scene,  where  las 
I  saw  that  form,  came  floating  o'er  my  mind  : — 
A  golden  vintaae-eve  j  the  heats  were  ^ass'd, 
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And  now— oh  God  I— tli6  bitler  ftor  of  deslh, 
Tlie  sore  amaze,  tiiK  laiat  o'ershadowing  dread, 
Hnd  gtasp'd  her  l—^aatmg  in  her  qiiick-dmwn  breath. 
And  in  her  while  lips  quivering  j — onward  led, 
She  look'd  up  with  her  dim  bewiidei'd  eyes. 
And  flieFB  smiled  out  her  own  soft  brilhani  ekiea, 
Far  in  (heir  sultry  sDHthern  ainre  spread. 
Glowing  witli  joy,  but  silent! — still  they  smiled, 
Yel  sent  down  no  reprieve  for  earth's  poor  trembling  oUld. 

Alas !  that  earth  hod  all  too  strong  a  hold, 

Too  fest,  sweet  lues !  on  tliy  heart,  whose  biooni 

Was  given  lo  early  love,  nor  knew  how  cold 

The  Kmre  which  follow.    Thera  was  one,  with  whom, 

Yonng  as  thou  wert,  and  gentle,  and  untried, 

Thou  mighfet,  perohauoe,  unshrinkingly  have  died  : 

But  he  was  far  away  ;— and  with  thy  Soom 


ime  like  the  bai-k  that  rushes  with  the  blast, 
iioma  like  the  leaf  swept  sluvcrm^y  along, 
And  some  as  men,  that  have  hat  one  more  field 
To  figlit,  and  Ihen  may  slumber  on  their  ^ield, — 
Therefore  Ihev  arni  in  hope.    But  now  the  throng 
RoU'd  on,  and  bore  me  with  their  living  tide, 
Elven  as  a  Iwk  wheiem  is  left  no  power  to  guide. 

Wave  swept  on  wave.    We  reaoh'd  a  stately  square, 
Deok'd  for  the  ritea.     An  allar  atood  on  high. 
And  gorgeous,  in  the  midal :  a  piacs  for  prayer, 
And  praise,  and  ofiering.    Could  the  earth  supply 
No  froits,  no  floweis  for  sacrifice,  of  all 
Which  on  her  simny  lap  unheeded  fell  1 
No  felt  young  fiiBtling  of  tlie  flock  to  die. 


Hear  its  voice,  hear  I — a  cry  goes  up  (o  thee, 

From  rfiestam'd  sod;  make  thou  thy  judgment  kno 

On  hitn  the  ahedder  1 — let  his  portion  be 

The  iear  that  walks  at  midni^t — give  the  moan 

In  (he  wind  hauutuig  him,  a  power  to  say, 

"  Wiiere  is  thy  brother  r-^nd  the  stars  a  ray 

To  search  and  shake  his  spirit,  when  alone. 
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Sonnds  of  triumphant  praise  ! — the  maas  was  sung  - 
Voices  (hat  die  not  might  have  pour'd  such  strains ! 
Tlirough  Salem's  lowets  might  that  proud  obant  have  rung 
When  the  Moat  Hi^,  on  Syria's  palmy  plains, 
Had  quellM  her  fiiea  [ — eo  fiiU  it  swept,  a  sea 
Ol'loud  waves  jnbilant,  and  rolling  £ree  I 
— Oft  when  the  wind,  as  tiirongh  resounding  faues, 
Hath  fill'd  the  choral  forests  wirti  its  power, 
Some  deep  tone  brings  me  back  the  music  of  that  hour 

It  died  away ; — the  moense-oloud  was  driven 
Before  the  breeze — the  words  of  doom  were  said  i 
And  the  sun  feded  moamfully  from  heaven : 
— He  faded  mournfully !  and  dimly  red, 
Parting  in  clouds  fi-om  those  that  look'd  their  ket. 
And  Bigh'd— "  Farewell,  thou  sun  I"— Eve  glow'd  and  pasa'd 
Night — midnight  and  the  moon — came  forth  and  shed 
Sleep,  even  aa  dew,  on  den,  wood,  peopled  spot — 
Save  one — a  place  of  death — and  there  men  slutnber'd  not, 

'Twaa  not  within  the  city— 'batinaighl 
Of  the  Buow-ctown'd  sierras,  freely  sweeping, 
With  many  an  eagle's  eyrie  on  the  height. 
And  bnnt^s  cabiti,  by  the  torrent  peepiog 
Far  off:  and  vales  between,  and  vineyards  lay. 
With  sound  and  gleam  of  waters  on  Uieir  way, 
And  chestnut  woods,  that  girt  the  happy  sleepmg 
In  many  a  peasant-home  !— the  midnight  sky 
Bronglil  soflly  that  rich  world  round  thoae  who  came  to  die. 

The  darkly-glorious  midnight  sky  of  Spain, 

Burning  with  stars !— What  bad  the  toroh^  glare 

To  do  beneath  that  temple,  and  pro^ne 

Its  holy  radiance  1 — By  their  wavering  flare, 

I  saw  beade  the  pyres— I  see  thee  rono, 

O  bright  Theresa  f  with  thy  lifted  brow, 

And  thy  clasp'd  hands,  and  dark  eyes  hll'd  with  prayers ! 


And  Alvar  Alvar !— 5  beheld  thee  loo. 
Pale,  steadma,  kingly ;  till  thy  clear  glance  fell 
On  that  young  sister ;  then  perturb'd  it  grew 
And  afl  tbv  laboring  bosom  seem'd  to  swell 
With  painiiil  tenderness.     Wliy  cama  1  there. 
That  troubled  image  of  my  friend  to  bear 
Thenee,  ftir  my  after-yearsl— a  thing  to  dwell 
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Why  came  I !  oh !  the  fieflrt's  deep  myslery !— Why 
In  man's  last  hour  dotli  vain  afiection'a  gaje 
fix  itself  down  onelniggling  agony, 
To  the  dinun'd  eyeballsneeziDg  us  they  gaze  ! 
It  might  be— yet  llie  cower  to  will  seera'do'ei:— 
That  my  son!  yeani'd  tn  hear  his  voice  once  more ! 

I  watoii'd  hie  features  as  the  night- wind  blew, 
And  torch-Ught  or  the  moon'a  passed  o'er  their  marble  tiue, 

The  traropling  of  a  Bleed !— a  lali  white  steed, 
Rending  liiB  neiy  way  the  crowds  among— 
A  storm's  waythrough  a  Ibrest— came  at  speed. 
And  a  wild  voice  cried  "  luea !"  Switi  she  flung 
The  mantle  from  her  face,  and  gazed  around. 
With  a  &int  shriek  at  that  familiar  sound  ; 
And  &om  his  seat  a  brea^esB  rider  sprung. 
And  dash'd  otT  fiercely  those  who  came  to  part. 
And  rush'd  to  that  pale  girl,  and  clasp'd  her  to  his  lieart. 

And  for  a  moment  all  around  gave  way 
To  thai  full  burst  of  passion!— on  liis  breast. 
Like  a  bird  panting  yet  trom  fear  she  lay. 
But  blest— ra  misery's  very  lap— yet  bleat  I— 
Oh  love,  love  strong  as  death !— trom  such  an  hour 
Pressing  out  joy  by  thine  immortal  power ; 
Holy  and  fervent  love  !  had  earth  but  rest 
For  thee  and  thine,  this  world  were  all  too  fair ! 
How  could  we  thence  be  wean'd  to  die  without  despair! 

But  ahe-os  falls  a  willow  from  the  storm. 
O'er  its  own  river  stieaming— thus  reclined 
On  the  youth's  bosom  hnn^  her  fiagile  ibmi. 
And  clssping  arme,  so  passiojiately  twined 
Around  ma  neck— with  such  a  truatine  fold, 
A  full  deep  sense  of  safe^  in  their  htud, 
As  if  nanght  earthly  ndgbt  ih'  embrace  unbind  ! 
Alas !  a  diild's  Ibnd  laitn,  believing  still 
Its  mother's  breast  beyond  the  Ughtmng's  reach  to  kill ! 

Brief  rest !  npon  file  taming  billow's  height, 
A  strange,  sweet  moment  of  some  heavenly  strain. 
Floating  between  the  savage  gusts  of  night. 
That  sweep  the  seas  to  foam  f   Soon  dark  again 
The  hour-the  scene— th'  intensely  present,  rustfd 
Back  on  Jier  apirit,  and  her  large  tears  sniah'd 
Like  blood-drops  nam  a  victim ;  with  swift  rain 
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BHUiina  the  bosom  where  shi;  leEin  d  [hot  hour, 
Aaiflier  life  would  mellinto  Ih*  o'erswelling  Ehower, 

But  he  whose  arm  suslBin'd  her  !-«>h  I  I  knew 
'Twaa  vain,-- and  vet  he  liqp'd  '.—he  fondir  strove 
Back  from  her  faitli  her  siiiliins  eoul  to  woo, 
AsUfe  might  yet  be  here  !-A  dream  of  love 
Which  could  not  look  upon  so  feu-  a  thing, 
Remembering  how  likeliope,  like  joy,  like  spring. 
Her  smile  waa  wont  to  glance,  her  step  to  move. 
And  deem  that  men  indeed.  In  veiy  tiiith, 
Cetild  mean  the  sting  of  death  for  her  soft  flowering  youth  ( 

He  woo'dher  hack  to  life.--"  Sweet  Inez,  live! 
My  blessed  Inea !— visions  have  beguiled 
Thy  heart :  abjure  them  !  Ehon  weit  fbrm'd  to  sive, 
And  to  find,  joy ;  and  hath  not  sunshine  amiled 
Around  thee  ever?    Leave  me  not,  mine  own  ! 
Or  earth  will  grow  too  dark !— tor  thee  alone, 
Thee  have  I  loved,  thou  gentlest !  from  a  ctuld. 


She  look'd  up  wildly ;  there  were  annous  eyes 
Waiting  that  look— ead  eyes  of  tronhled  thought, 
Alyafa-Thereaa'si-Didher  -'-■'-"--- '  --- 


And  thus  it  waa— the  young  cheek  Buali'd  and  faded, 
As  the  swift  blood  in  currents  came  and  went. 
And  hues  of  death  ^e  maible  brow  o'eiahaded. 
And  the  sunk  eye  a  wat'fy  luatre  sent 
Through  ita  white  fluttering  lids.    Then  trembhngs  pa 
O'er  the  frail  form  that  shook  it,  as  the  blast 
Shakes  the  aere  leaf,  until  the  spirit  rent 
Its  way  to  peace — the  fearfn)  way  unknown — 
Pale  in  love's  arms  she  lay — she .' — what  had  loved  waa  i 

Joy  for  thee,  ti-embler !— thon  redeem'd  one,  joy ! 
Young  dove  set  free  !— earth,  ashes,  soulless  clay, 
Remam'd  for  baffled  vengeaTice  to  destroy ; 
— T^  chain  waa  liven !— nor  hadst  thou  castaway 
Thy  hope  in  thy  last  hour ! — tiiouah  love  was  there 
StnviiM  to  wring  thy  troubled  sout  from  prayer. 
And  life  seem'd  robed  in  beautiful  array. 
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THE  FOBEST 


Bui  woe  for  him  who  felt  the  heart  grow  still. 
Which,  wlfh  its  weight  of  Bgony,  had  lain 
Breakmg  on  Ms ! — scarce  ooulJ  the  mortal  chili 
Of  the  hnsh'd  busom,  ne'er  to  heave  agoin. 


ITiat  she  indeed  eoiild  die  '.--for  wild  and  vi 
Aa  hoiie  might  he — ha  soul  had  hoped — 'twas  o  er — 
Slowly  his  fiiiliiig  arma  dropp'd  from  the  form  they  bore. 

They  forced  him  from  that  spot.    It  mi^t  be  well, 

That  the  fieioe,  reckless  woiiis  by  angmeh  wrung 

From  Ilia  torn  breast,  all  aimleaa  as  they  fell, 

Lika  fp^j-drops  &orn  the  strife  of  torrents  ^ung, 

Were  mark'd  as  gailt. — There  are,  who  note  these  things 

AgauiBt  the  smitten  heart ;  its  breaking  strings 

—On  whose  low  thriUe  once  gentle  mu^  hung — 

With  a  rude  hand  of  toaeh  onholy  trying,  [ing. 

And  numbering  then  as  crimes,  the  deep,  strange  tones  reply- 
But  ye  in  solemn  joj,  O  faithinl  pah:  I 
Stood  gaziug  on  your  parted  sister's  dust  j 
I  saw  your  features  by  the  torch's  glare. 
And  tney  were  bdghtning  with  a  heavenward  trust ! 
I  saw  the  doubt,  the  anguish,  the  dismay. 
Melt  f^m  my  Alrar's  glorious  mien  away ; 
And  peace  was  there— Ihe  calmness  of  die  jnst ! 
And,  bending  down  the  slumli'rer's  brow  to  kiss, 

"Thy  test  is  won,"  he  esid;  "  sweet  sister !  praise  for  this ! " 

I  started  aa  from  sleep ; — yea !  he  had  spoken — 
A  breeze  had  troubled  memory's  hidden  aource ! 
At  once  the  torpor  of  my  aoul  was  broken — 
Thon^t,  ieeling,  pafsion,  woke  in  tenfold  force. 
— There  are  soft  breathinra  in  the  southern  wind, 
Ttiat  so  youi  ice-chains,  O  ye  stienma  1  unbind, 
And  free  ihefoamingswiftness  of  your  course  1 
—I  burst  from  those  mat  held  me  back,  and  fell  [well !" 

Even  on  his  neck, and  eiied—" Friend !  brother!  fere  tliee 

Did  he  not  say,  "  Farewell !  "—Alas !  no  breath 
Came  to  mine  ear.    Hoarse  murmurs  from  the  thrang 
Told  that  the  mysteries  in  the  face  of  death 
Had  from  their  eager  sight  beenTeil'd  too  king. 
And  we  were  parted  as  the  surge  might  part 
Those  that  would  die  together,  true  Sbeart^— 
His  hour  was  come— but  in  mine  angoirfi  sltonn. 
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Away — nway  1  tush'd — but  swift  and  high 
The  arrowy  pillurs  of  the  firelight  grew, 
■Till  the  transparent  daiknesa  of  the  sky 
Flush'd  to  a  blood-red  mantle  in  their  fine ; 
And,  phantom-like,  the  kindhng  city  se     " ' 
To  spread,  float,  v— -  —  -"  "- -■ 


What  heard  I  then  ?— a  ringing  shriek  of  pain. 
Such  OS  forever  haunts  the  tortured  ear  ^ — 
I  heard  a  sweet  and  BolBmn-hreathing  atram 
Piercing  the  flamee,  nnlreninlonfl  andolear ! — 
The  riiS,  trinnijihsl  tones !— I  knew  them  well, 
As  they  came  floating  with  a  breezy  swell ! 
Man's  voice  was  there — a  clarion  voice  to  cheer 
In  the  mid-battle— ay,  to  turn  the  flying— 
Woman's — that  oiight  have  sung  of  heaven  beside  the  dymg 

It  was  a  fearful,  yet  a  glorious  thmg, 
To  hear  that  hymn  of  martyrdom,  and  know 
That  its  glad  stream  of  melody  conld  spruig 
Up  from  the  unsoanded  gulfe  of  human  woe  1 
Alvar!  Theresa !— what  is  deep  !  whatMrongI 
— God'e  breath  wiihm  the  souH- It  fill'd  that  song 
From  your  victorious  voices ! — but  the  glow 
On  the  hot  air  and  lurid  skies  uicreascd—  [ceased 

Famt  grew  the  sounds— more  faint — 1  listen'd — they  had 


It  foim  other  lies — but  thou  alone 

Could'st  with  a  glonco  tlie  veil  of  dunness  rend. 
By  other  years  o'er  boyhood's  memory  thrown ! 
Others  might  aid  me  ownward:~-thou  and  I 
Had  minted  the  fresh  thoughts  that  early  die, 
Once  flowering — never  more  I — And  thou  wert  gorre  I 
Who  could  g^ve  back  my  youth,  my  spirit  free, 
Or  be  in  aughl  again  what  thou  hadst  i^ieen  to  me  ? 

And  yet  I  wept  thee  not,  thou  li-ue  and  brave '. 
I  conid  not  weep !— there  gather'd  round  thv  name 
Too  deep  a  passion  '. — tlieu  denied  a  grave  f 
Thau,  with  ihe  light  Hung  on  thy  Boidier's  tame ! 
Had  I  not  known  thy  heart  irom  childhood's  time  I 
■Hiy  heart  of  hearts  f— and  could'st  thou  die  for  Clime  Ii 
Wo !  had  all  earth  decreed  Chill  death  of  rfiame. 
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There  ate  ewift  hours  in  life— strong,  rushing  houra. 

That  do  the  work  of  lempeata  in  their  might  I 

They  shake  dawn  ihlti^  that  elood  aa  tocks  and  tower* 

Unto  th'  tmdoQbting  miiid ;— ihey  pour  ui  light 

.Where  it  but  startles — like  a  burst  of  day 

For  whicli  the  uprooting  of         ■       .    - 


S'ampd  with  past  years — and  lo !  it  shrivels  as  a  Enroll 

And  this  was  of  such  hours ! — the  sudden  flow 
Of  my  soul's  tide  seem'd  whelming  me  ;  the  glare 
Of  the  red  Hames,  yet  rockuig  to  and  fro, 
Saorch'c!  up  my  heart  with  breathless  thirst  for  air. 
And  solitude,  and  freedom.    It  had  been 
Well  with  me  then,  in  some  vast  desert  Bcene, 
To  pour  my  voice  out,  for  the  winds  fo  bear 
On  with  them,  wildly  questiomng  the  sky, 
Fiercely  the  untroubled  slats,  of  man's  dim  destiny. 


I  would  have  cried  to  him,  the  newly  dt — 
"  Come  hack !  and  show  me  trulli !"     My  spiiit  Sccm  n 
Gasping  for  eome  free  burat,  its  darkness  teeni'd 
With  such  pent  stoims  of  thooght  I— again  I  fled. 
I  fled,  a  refuge  from  man's  fece  to  gaia. 
Scarce  conscious  when  I  paused,  entering  a  lonely  lane 

A  mighty  minster,  dim,  and  proud,  and  vast ! 
Silence  waa  ronid  the  sleepers  whom  its  floor 
Shut  in  tiie  grave  ;  a  shadow  of  the  past, 
A  memoiy  of  the  sainted  steps  that  wore, 
ErewMle,  its  gorgeous  pavement,  seem'd  lo  brood 
like  mist  apon  the  stalely  soKtude  ; 
A  halo  of  Bad  fame,  to  mantle  o'er 
Its  white  sepulcial  forms  of  mail-clad  men. 
And  alt  was  husb'd  as  night  in  some  deep  Alpine  gleu. 

Mora  hufJi'u,  fer  more !— for  Ihers  the  wmd  sweeps  bjf 

Or  the  woods  demble  to  the  streams'  loud  play ; 

Here  a  slfaiige  echo  made  my  very  sigh 

Seem  for  the  place  too  much  a  sound  of  day! 

To  much  my  footsteps  broke  the  moonli^t,  fading, 

Yet  Bieb  through  arch  in  one  sofl;  flow  peiradingt 

And  I  stood  stiu ; — pmyer,  chant,  had  tued  away ; 
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Yei  naat  me  floated  a  tune 
Of  in 

For  ihiok  ye  gitt  me  roaiid,  ye  long  depEi-ted !' 
Duet — imBgeif  forms — with,  cross,  and  shield,  and  creati 
It  seeni'd  as  if  yoar  aBhefl  would  have  started, 
Had  a  wild  voice  bnret  forth  above  your  real  1 
Yel  ne'er,  perehmice,  did  worahipper  of  yore 
Bear  lo  yoar  thrilling  presence  y/hat  I  mire 
Of  wralh,  doubt,  anguish,  battling  in  the  breast '. 
I  could  have  pour'd  out  words,  on  that  pale  air. 
To  make  your  prood  lombs  ring — no,  no!  I  eonld  not  there  ! 

Not  'midst  those  aisles,  throu^  which  a  thousand  yeaia, 
Mutely  as  clouds  and  re-verently,  had  swept ; 
Not  by  those  ahriues,  which  yet  the  ti-ace  of  tears 
And  kneeling  votaries  on  their  marble  kept! 


And  you,  ye  dead ! — for  in  that  fiuth  ye  slept. 
Whose  weight  had  grown  a  mountam's  on  my  heart. 
Which  conld  not  tksre  be  loosed.    I  lurn'd  me  to  depart 

I  mm'd— what  elunmer'd  lainlly  on  my  sight. 
Faintly,  yet  btiihl'ning  as  a  wreath  of  enow 
Seen  ttaroush  dWilving  haze  ?— The  moou,  the  night. 
Had  WBned,  and  dawn  pour'd  in — grey,  shadowy,  alow. 
Yet  dayspring  atiU  ! — a  solemn  hue  it  caught. 
Piercing  the  storied  windows,  darkly  fraught 
With  stoles  and  disperies  of  imperial  glow ; 
And  soft,  and  sad,  that  coloring  gleam  was  thrown. 
Where,  pale,  a  pictured  fonii  above  the  altar  ahone. 

TAs  form,  thou  Son  of  God  !— a  wrathful  deep, 
With  foam  and  cloud,  and  tempest  round  Thee  spread. 
And  such  a  weight,  of  night !— a  night,  when  ^eep 
From  Ihe  iieree  rocldng  of  the  billows  fled. 
A  bark  show'd  dim  beyond  Thee,  with  its  mast 
Bow'd,  and  i»  rent  eail  shivering  to  the  blast ; 
But,  hke  a  spirit  in  thy  gliding  ^ad, 
Thou,  as  o'er  glaag,  didst  walk  that  stormy  sea 
Through  rnshing  winds,  which  left  a  alent  path  for  Thee 

Sostill  thy  white  robes  fell!— no  breath  of  air 
Within  their  long  and  duml^roua  folds  had  sway. 
So  still  the  waves  of  parted,  diadowy  lun'r 
From  thy  clear  brow  flow'd  droopingly  away ! 
Dark  were  the  heavens  above  thee  ^viotir  !--dark 
Thegulfe,  DeUverer!  romid  the  sMinitig  baii ! 
But  Thou !— o'er  all  thine  aspect  and  array 
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On  hia  wild  fece,  JDBt  lif 


brightness  gleam'd 


With  its  worn,  fearful,  /itommlook,  that  eeeni'd 
To  ciy,  throu^  aurge  and  blast — ''  I  pHiah— save '." 
Not  to  the  winds — not  vainly ! — Thou  werl  nigh, 
Thy  hand  waa  Btrelch'd  to  KiiDting  agony. 
Even  in  tlie  portals  of  th'  unquiet  grave  ! 
O  Thou  that  art  the  life !  and  yet  didst  bear 
Too  much  of  mortal  woe  to  Iran  from  mortal  prayer ! 

But  WHS  it  cot  a  thing  to  idse  on  death, 
With  ita  remembei'dlight,  that  face  of  thine, 
Redeemer  1  dimm'd  hj  this  woi^d's  misty  breath. 
Yet  moMiMly,  mystenoDBly  divine  7 
O !  that  cahn,  soironiiil,  prophetic  eve, 

'With   :■«■  ilflrlr   flantha  nF  irr^of  Imra    T^aiaal^ 


What  tolcf  that  Thau  could'at  be  but  for  a 


It  looi,  that  very  look,  erewhile 
I'our  iteo'erahadow'd  beauty  on  tlie'duati  [Thee?— 

Wert  thou  not  such  when  earth's  dark  cloud  hung  o'er 
Surely  thou  wert '. — my  heart  grew  hush'd  before  Thee, 
Sinking,  with  all  its  passions,  as  the  gust 
Sank  at  thy  voice,  along  its  billowy  way— 
What  had  1  there  to  do  but  Imeel,  and  weep,  and  pray? 


Presa'd  from  thaiiuitage  of  mortality. 

Saviour !  for  Thee-^-give  light !  that  I  may  know 

If  by  t/iymi]],  in  thine  all -healine  name, 

T.T g(  down  human  hearts  to  tjliehting  shumf 

rlydeath-o-^—  — ----- 
..  _    then  is  men 
So  unallied  to  hopp,  s 

"  But  didst  Thou  not,  the  deep  sea  brighdy  treadmg, 
Liit  from  de^jair  that  atmggler  with  the  wave  ; 
And  were  Thou  not,  sad  tears,  yet  awful,  shedding. 
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"  For  my  sick  sonl  ia  datkeu'd  unto  death. 
With  shadows  from  Iha  suffariiig  it  hath  seen ; 
The  strong  foundatioiiB  of  mine  ancient  faith 
Sink  fronibeneBlh me — whereon ehnll I leim  1 
Oh!  if  from  thy  pure  lips  was  wrane  the  sigh 
Of  Ihe  dusf  B  anmiiah  1  if  Uhe  man  to  die 
And  earth  ronnH  Jam  ehuta  heavily — ham  been 
Even  to  Thee  bitter,  oid  me  !— gnide  me !— turn 
My  wild  and  wondering  thoughts  back  from  th 

And  calm'd  I  rose ; — but  how  the  whiie  had  riae: 
Mom'a  sun,  difaolvisg  mist  and  shade '. 


Coti]d  there  indeed  be  wrons,  or  chain,  or  prison, 

'   ''    ' "'"'""  "rid  such  radlancB  might '~ ' 

it  mantled  the  pale  totm 


In  the  bright  world  such  radiance  might  pervade ! 


Whioh  rose  before  me  thronah  the  pictmed  storm, 
Even  the  grey  toraba  It  kindled,  and  array'd 
With  Hie  [— -how  hard  to  see  thy  rnoe  begun. 
And  think  man  wnltes  to  giie£  wakening  to  thee,  O  Sun ! 

I  sought  my  home  again : — and  thou,  my  child. 
There  at  thy  play  beneath  yon  ancient  pine, 
With  eyes,  whose  lightning  latig^ter">  hath  beguiled 
A  thaoBand  pangs  thence  fiddling  joy  to  mine ; 
Thou  (n  thy  moaLefa  arma,  a  baba  didst  meet 
My  coming  with  young  snules,  which  yet,  though  sweet, 
S^m'd  on  my  soul  all  mouraially  to  shine, 
And  ask  a  happier  heritage  for  thee, 
Thau  but  in  turn  the  blight  of  human  hope  too  Bee. 


niththe 


. vn,  thy  swift  wood-ployinate,  racing, 

n,  my  joyous  child !  for  thou  art  free ! 
I  ea,  on  that  day  I  took  thee  to  my  bearl^ 
And  inly  vow'd  for  thee  a  better  part 
To  choose  ;  diat  so  thy  sunny  bmsts  of  glee 
Should  wake  no  more  dim  thoughts  of  fir-seen  wot. 
But,  gladdening  fearless  eyes,  flow  on— as  now  they  flow. 


Weaving  their  gorgeous  tracery  o'er  thjTu. , 

With  the  light  melnng  through  their  high  arcades. 
As  through  a  pillar'd  cloiBter^n  bnt  the  dead 
Sleep  not  beneath ;  nor  doth  the  sunbeam  pass 
To  marble  shrines  tiirongh  rainbow-tinted  glass  ; 
Yet  thou,  by  fonnt  and  iorest-mniinnr  led 
To  worahip,  thou  art  blest !— to  thee  is  shown 
Earth  in  herlioly  pomp,  declt'd  for  her  God  alone. 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUAKY. 
PART  SECOND. 


end  far  before  my  cabin,  with  Iby  zc 


— fi'esli  breeze,  awake  !" 
'ei  wilh  bUGS  of  slaugbter 
ry  green; — and  sbining  lake, 

__  .      'e  tiainW    .._  „ 

Send  roicea  thrangh  the  forest  aisles,  and  make 
Glad  music  round  me,  tbat  my  Soul  may  dare, 
Cheer'd  by  sucb  tonee,  to  look  back  on  a  dungeon's  air ! 

Oh,  Indian  hunter  of  ihe  desert's  race ! 
That  wilh  the  spear  at  timea,  or  bended  bow. 
Dost  cross  my  ioolatepa  in  thy  fiery  chase 
Of  the  swifi  elk  or  bke  hill's  flying  roe  ; 
Thou  that  bosids  the  red  night-fire  then  heapeat, 
Beneath  the  cedars  and  the  star-light  deepest, 
ThoB  know'st  not,  wanderer — never  may'st  thon  know  ! 
Of  the  dark  holds  wherewith  man  cumbers  earth. 
To  shut  from  human  eyes  the  dancing  seasons'  mirth. 

There,  fetter-J  down  from  day,  to  think  the  while 
How  bright  in  heaven  the  festtd  snn  is  glowing. 
Making  earth's  lonehest  places,  wife  his  smile. 
Flush  lute  the  rose ;  and  how  the  streams  are  flowing 
With  sudden  sparkles  through  the  shadowy  grass, 
And  water-flowers,  all  trembling  as  they  pass ; 
And  how  the  rich,  darft  summer-trefs  are  bowing 
With  their  fnll  foliage  ; — this  to  know,  and  pine 
Bound  unto  midnight's  heart,  seems  a  stem  lot — 'twas  mino. 

Wherefore  was  this  f— Beeaose  my  soul  had  drawn 
Light  from  the  book  whose  words  are  graved  in  light ! 
There,  at  its  well-head,  had  I  found  the  dawn. 
And  day,  and  noon  of  freedom :  but  too  bright 
It  shines  on  that  which  man  to  man  hath  given. 
And  call'd  the  tmth— the  very  truth,  from  heaven  '. 
And  therefore  seeks  he,  in  his  brother's  sight, 
To  cast  the  mote  j  and  therefore  strives  to  bind 
With  his  strong  chams  to  earth,  what  is  not  earth's — the  niind 
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Il  ia  a  weary  and  a  bkter  task. 
Back  from  the  lip  the  burning  word  to  keep, 
And  to  ahnt  ont  heaven's  bIt  with  ^Isehood's  mask. 
And  in  the  dark  urn  of  Ihe  soul  to  heap 
Indignant  feelings — making  e'en  of  thought 
A  buried  treasure,  which  may  but  be  sought 
When  BhadoWB  are  abroad — and  night — and  sleep. 
I  might  not  brook  it  long — and  thus  wEs  thrown 
Into  that  graye-like  ceil,  to  wilher  ibere  alone. 

And  I,  a  child  of  danger,  whose  delighls 
Were  on  dark  hills  atia  many-sounding  seas — 
I,  that  amidst  the  Cordillera  heights 
Had  given  Casdlian  bannets  to  the  breeze. 
And  the  iiill  circle  of  the  rainbow  seen 
There,  on  die  huowh  ;"  and  in  niy  countty  been 
A  mountain  wanderer,  from  the  Pyrenees 
To  the  Motena  crags— iow  left  I  not 
life,  or  the  soul's  lUe,  quench'd,  on  that  sepulchral  spot  X 

Because  Thou  didst  not  leave  me,  O  my  Gad '. 
Thou  wert  with  those  that  bore  the  truUi  of  old 
Into  the  desena  from  the  opprcsor's  rod, 
And  made  the  oovems  of  ihe  rock  their  fold ; 
And  in  the  hidden  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Our  guiding  lamp  with  fire  immortal  fed  ; 
And  met  when  stars  met,  by  their  beams  to  hold 
The  free  iieart's  eommuninc  with  Thee, — and  Thou 
Wert  in  the  midst,  felt,  own'd— the  Soenglliener  then  na  ni 

yet  once  1  sank.    Alas !  man's  wavering  mind  I 
Wherefore  and  whence  theguata  that  o'er  it  blow  I 
How  they  bear  with  them,  flonling  uncombmed, 
Tlie  shadows  of  the  past,  that  come  and  go. 
As  o'er  (he  deep  the  old  long-buried  tbingBj 
Which  a  Morm  s  workina;  lo  the  surface  brmgs ! 
Is  the  reed  shaken, — andinust  we  be  bo. 
With  every  wind  l— So,  Father '.  must  we  be. 
Till  we  can  fix  uudimm'd  onr  steadfast  eyes  on  Thee. 


BS  o'er  it? — Even  a  jjasaing  thought 
Of  a  clear  spring,  whoae  side,  with  floweis  o'ergrown. 
Fondly  and  oft  my  boyish  steps  had  sought 
Perchance  the  damp  roofs  water-drops,  that  fell 
Just  then  low  tinklmg  through  my  vaulted  cell, 
Intensely  heard  amidst  the  stillness,  canght 
Soma  tone  from  memory,  of  the  music,  wellingj 
Ever  with  that  fresh  rill,  irora  its  deep  rocky  dwelling. 
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But  SO  my  apirit's  fever'd  loi^nra  wrought, 
Wakenir^i,  it  might  he,  to  the  funt,  sii4  sound, 
That  from  the  darlmess  of  the  walls  ihey  brought 
Moved  Bc ' '-■■'-  - '" 


Yes,  kindiiug,  spreading,  hrighfiiing,  hue  by  hue, 
Like  stars  from  midniglil,  thmugh  the  ^oom  it  gi 
That  haunt  of  youth,  hope.  niaiSiood  !— till  the  hi 


I  look'd — and  lo !  the  clear,  broad  rire 
Past  the  old  Moorish  ruin  on  the  i 


The  lone  tower  dark  against  a  Leaven  all  glowing, 

'  -'• •■  TlasB  and  Ire  !-I  saw  the  sweep 

oods  fiir  down  the  mountain  side. 


And  their  still  shadows  in  ^e  gleaming  lit. 
And  the  red  evening  on  ita  waves  asleep : 


With  ^ir  soft  eyes  of  love  and  gladness  raised 
Up  to  the  flushing  sky,  ss  when  we  stood 
Last  by  that  river,  ana  in  ^ence  gazed 
On  the  rich  world  of  sunset :— bat  a  flood 
Of  sudden  tenderness  my  soul  oppresB'd, 
And  I  tush'd  forward,  wUh  a  yearning  bteaat, 
To  dasp — alas ! — a  vision  1 — Wave  and  wood. 
And  gentle  feces,  lifted  in  the  light 
Of  day's  last  hectic  blush,  all  melted  from  my  sight. 

Then  darkness! — oh  1  Ih'  unutterable  gloom 
That  seem'd  as  narrowing  round  me,  making  less 
And  less  my  dnngeon.  when  with  all  io  bloom. 
That  bright  dream  vanish'd  from  my  loneliness ! 
It  floated  oflj  the  beautiful !  yet  left 
Soch  deep  Ihiisl  in  my  aoui,  that  thus  berefi^ 
I  lay  down,  sicit  with  passimi's  vaui  excess, 
ind  pray-d:  to  die.— How  oft  would  sorrow  weep 
to  death,  if  he  might  come  like  sleep! 


His  eye  mast  grow 

More  dark  with  thought,  more  eBmeat  his  fair  brow. 
More  high  his  heart  in  youtJiful  strengtli  mnst  swell  j 
So  shaliit  filly  burn  when  all  is  told :— . 
Iiet  childhood's  radiant  mist  the  free  child  yet  enfold. 


It  ta  enough  Ihat  rhrougli  anch  heavy  houra, 
Aa  wring  us  by  ourfellowehip  of  clav. 
I  lived,  nnd  uiidegraded.    We  hi 


To  snatch  th'  oppressor's  bitter  joy  owoy ! 
Shall  the  wild  Indian,  far  his  savage  fame, 
Lnugh  and  expire,  and  shall  not  Ttuth'e  high  .. 
Bear  up  her  niartyra  with  all-conqnering  sway  I 


loh  that  torture  may  be  vam — 

AlvHi  difl — the  strife  was  won  from  Pain. 


And  cells  of  niglil,  and 
1'he  atormy  damn?  ol 
" arier  ' ■'- 


, n  Iban  gold  Ilea  hid,  have  nuised 

A  quenchless  hope,  and  waSch'd  their  time,  and  burst 
On  the  bright  day,  like  wakeneis  from  the  gtaveg  ! 
I  was  ofaueh  at  laHt! — unohain'd  I  ttode 
Thia  green  earth,  taking  back  my  fieedom  from  my  Gcd ' 

That  was  an  hour  to  send  its  fadeless  trace 
Down  life'a  fiir-Eweeping  tide  I-t-A  dim,  wild  niglit, 
Like  aorrow,  hung  upon  the  aoft  moon'a  face. 
Yet  how  my  heart  leap'd  in  her  blessed  light ! 
The  shepherd's  light— the  snilor'B  on  the  aeo — 
The  hunter's  homeward  from  tlie  mounlains  free. 
Where  its  lone  smile  makes  tremuloudy  bright 
The  thousand  slreams !— 1  could  but  gaze  thicngh  teata— 
Oh '.  what  a  aight  is  heaven,  thus  first  bdield  fcr  yeaia ! 

The  rolling  clouds ! — they  have  the  whole  blue  apucc 
Above  to  sail  in — all  the  dome  of  sky '. 
My  soul  shot  Willi  lliom  in  thoir  breezy  race 
O'er  star  and  gloom !— but  I  had  yet  to  fly. 
As  lliea  (he  hunted  wolf    A  secret  spot 
And  Etronge,  I  knew — the  sunbeam  knew  it  not ; — 
Wildeat  ofall  the  savage  glena  that  lie 
In  fcr  sierraa,  hiding  their  deep  springa, 
And  tiaveised  but  by  storms,  or  soanding  eagles'  wings. 


e,  and  the  dark  tr 
Their  antum  foliage  rustling  aa  my  head  ; 
A  moan — a  hollow  gusi — and  there  I  stood 
Girl  with  majealie  mght,  and  ancient  wood, 
And  foaming  water.— Thither  mteht  have  fled 
The  mountain  Christian  with  his  faith  of  yore. 
When  Airic'a  tambour  shook  the  ringing  western  si 
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But  through  the  black  ravine  ihe  sMnu  came  swelling, 

—Mighty  thoii  nrt  amidst  the  hills,  lliou  blast  i 

In  thy  lone  com-se  the  kingly  oedais  feUiag, 

Like  plumes  upon  the  palh  of  battle  caBt! — 

A  rent  oak  tliunder'd  down  beside  my  cave. 

Booming  it  ni^'d,  as  booms  a  deep  Bea-wove : 

A  felcon  soar'd :  a  starlled  wild-doar  pass'd ; 


Ai.d  with  the  airiiwy  liglilninca !— for  thiy  flaeh'd. 
Smiting  Iba  branches  in  their  fitful  play. 
And  brightly  shivering  where  the  torrents  dash'd 
Up,  even  to  crag  and  eagle's  nest,  their  sgray ! 
And  there  to  Bland  amic^  the  peahng  amfe. 
The  strong  pines  groaning  wim  tenipeBtnoiffi  life,' 
And  all  the  mountaio-voioea  on  their  way, — 
Was  it  not  joy  1 — 'twas  joy  in  mahing  might, 
After  those  yeara  that  wove  but  one  long  dead  of  night ! 

There  came  a  softer  hoHr,  a  lovelier  moon. 
And  lit  me  to  my  home  of  y oath  again, 
Through  the  dim  chestnut  shade,  where  ofl  at  noon, 
By  the  fount's  fiaehing  burst,  my  head  had  lain 
In  gentle  aleep :  bnt  now  I  pass'd  aa  one 
That  may  not  pause  where  wood-Htreoms  whiapering  ni 
Or  li^t  sprays  tremble  to  a  bird's  wild  Btrain, 
Because  th'  avenger'a  voice  is  in  the  wind, 
The  foe's  quicit,  ruatling  step  cloae  on  the  leaves  behind. 


My  home  of  youth  '■ — oh!  if  indeed  to  part 
With  liie  eoul'a  loved  onsa  be  a  monmtul  thing. 
When  we  go  forth  in  buoyancy  of  heart. 
And  bearin;;;  all  the  glories  of  our  spring 


Tea^  us  how  much  is  lost  of  all  that  once  was  oan ! 

Not  by  tlie  aunHhlne,  with  i(B  golden  glow. 
Nor  the  green  eaxth,  nor  yet  tie  laughing  aky. 
Nor  the  lair  Rower  scents,  "  as  they  come  and  go 
In  (he  soft  air,  like  masio  wsndermg  by  ; 
—Oh  !  not  by  theae,  th'  unfailmg,  are  we  taught 
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Before  ray  6thep~in  my  place  of  birlh, 
1  Btood  an  alien.    On  trie  veiy  floor 
Which  oft  had  trembled  to  my  boyish  mirth, 
The  love  thai  leni'd  rae,  knew  my  face  no  more  ! 
There  hung  Ibe  antique  annor,  helm  and  crest, 
WhosB  every  atain  woke  childhood  in  my  brenat ; 
There  droop'd  the  banner,  with  the  marks  it  bote 
Of  Paynjm  spears ;  and  I,  the  worn  m  fiame 
And  heart,  what  there  was  I  ^ — another  and  the  same ! 

Then  bomided  in  a  bovj  with  cieai,  dark  eye — 
How  should  he  know  ma  father  1 — when  we  patted. 
From  the  soft  eloud  which  jsiaiitles  infancy, 
His  soul,  just  wakening  into  wonder,  darted 
Its  first  looks  around.    Hun  follow'd  one,  the  bride 
Of  my  yonng  days,  the  wife  how  loved  and  tried  ! 
Her  Jauee  met  mjne — I  could  not  speak — she  alarled 
Widi  a  bewilder'd  gaze  ; — ontil  there  came 
Teais  to  my  burning  eyes,  and  from  my  lips  h^  name. 

She  ktiew  me  then !— I  munnur'd  "  ZeoKar .'" 
And  her  heart  answer'd  '. — oh  !  the  voice  is  known 
First  from  all  else,  ami  Bwiltest  to  reatote 
Love's  buried  images,  with  one  low  tone 
That  BtrikeB  like  h^htnins,  when  the  cheek  is  faded, 
And  the  brow  heavdy  with  thought  o'eishaded, 
And  all  the  btigbtneas  from  the  aspect  gone  ! 
— Upon  my  breast  die  sunk,  when  doubt  was  fled. 
Weeping  us  those  may  weep,  that  meet  in  woe  and  dread. 

For  diere  we  might  not  rest.    Alas !  to  leave 
Those  native  towers,  and  know  tliat  they  must  ^11 
By  ^ow  decay,  and  none  remain  to  grieve 
When  the  weeiJa  cluater'd  on  the  lonely  wall ! 
We  were  the  last— my  boy  and  I— the  last 
Of  a  long  line  which  brightly  thence  had  pass'd! 
My  fether  bless'd  me  as  I  left  Ills  hall— 
With  his  deep  tones  and  sweet,  thou^i  full  of  years,    ftei 
He  bleas'd  me  there,  and  bathed  my  child's  young  head  w 

I  had  brought  sorrow  on  hia  grey  haiia  down. 
And  cast  the  darknefs  of  my  bianded  name 
(For  ao  Se  deem'd  it)  on  the  clear  renown. 
My  own  ancestral  heritage  of  lame. 
Andyetheblesa'dmel-Tather!  if  the  dust 
Lie  on  those  lips  benign,  my  spirit's  trust 
Is  to  behold  thee  yet,  where  grief  and  abame 
Dim  the  bright  day  no  more ;  and  tliou  will  know 
That  not  through  guilt  thy  son  Ihua  bow'dthme  age  williwi 
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And  thou,  my  Leouor !  Ihat  uni-epiniDg, 

If  sad  in  aaul,  didst  quit  all  else  for  me, 

When  BtBiH — the  stars  that  earliest  rise — are  shining, 

How  their  soft  glani»  unseala  each  thonght  of  ihee". 

For  on  our  fli^t  they  smiled ;  their  dewy  rayH, 

Through  the  lost  oUves,  lit  thy  teaifnl  etize 

"--'- "- ''--  ' ' B  miantsee; 


It  was  a  woe  to  say, "  Farewell,  my  Spain '. 
The  Bunnv  and  the  vintage  iand,  ferewell !" 
— I  couid  nave  died  apon  the  battle-plahi 
For  thee,  my  oountiy !  but  I  mjahl  not  dwell 
In  thy  sweet  vales,  at  peace. — The  voice  of  sone 
Brea&es,  with  the  myrtle  scent,  thy  hills  along  i 
The  citron's  glow  is  caught  from  shade  and  dell ; 
But  what  are  these  t — upon  thy  flowery  sod 
1  might  not  kneel,  and  pour  my  free  thoughts  out  to  God ! 

O'er  the  blue  deep  i  fled,  the  cliaiidess  deep '. — 
Strange  heart  of  man!  that  e'en'midel  woe  swells  high, 
When  through  the  foam  he  sees  his  proud  bark  sweep, 
Flinging  out  joyous  gleams  to  wave  and  sky '. 
TesT  it  9wel&  h^,  whate'er  he  leaves  behind, 
His  spint  rises  with  the  rising  wind  ; 
For,  vredded  to  the  fer  fhttulty. 
On,  oui  it  hears  him  ever,  and  the  main 
Seems  mshing,  like  his  hope,  some  happier  shore  to  gain. 

Not  thus  is  woman.    Closi!ly  lier  still  heart 

Doth  twine  itself  with  even  each  lifeless  thmg, 

Which,  long  remember'd,  seem'd  to  bear  its  part 

In  her  calm  joys.    For  ever  would  she  cling, 

A  brooding  aove,  to  that  sole  spot  of  earth 

Where  she  halh  loved,  and  given  her  children  birth. 

And  heaid  their  first  sweet  voices.    There  may  Spiing 

Array  no  jiath,  renew  no  flower,  no  leaf. 

But  hath  lis  breath  ol'home,  its  cloim  to  farewell  grief. 

I  look'd  on  Leonor, — and  if  ^ere  seem'd 
A  cloiji  of  moi-e  than  pen^veneas  to  rise 
!>i  the  &mt  BmSea  that  o'er  her  feamres  gleam'd, 


And  the  soft  darkness  of  her  sf 

Misty  with  tender  gloom,  I  calru  it  nougnt 

But  the  Ibnii  ezite's  pang,  a  hngeiing  thought 

Of  her  own  vale,  wltli  aH  its  mSodies 

'     ' '■  '      light  of  streams.    Her  aoal  would  rei 


And  hving  light  of  streams.    ._. 

Beneath  your  Aides,  I  said,  boweia  irf  the  g( 
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Oh!  conM  we  iive  ill  visions!  could  wb  hold 
Delusion  foster,  longer,  to  our  bresst, 
When  It  shuts  from  va,  with  its  mnnlle's  (o\i, 
That  which  we  see  not,  and  are  therefore  blest ! 
But  they,  our  loved  and  loving^they  lo  whom 
We  have  spread  out  out  souls  in  joy  and  gloom, 

E^ve  been  a  language  of  familiar  tone 
Too  long  to  breathe,  at  last,  dark  eayuigs  and  unknown. 

I  told  my  heart,  'twas  but  the  exile's  woe 
Which  press'd  on  that  aweel  bosom  ;— I  deceived 
My  heart  but  half:— a  whisper,  iaint  and  low. 
Haunting  it  ever,  and  at  limes  believed, 
Spoke  of  some  deeper  cause.    How  oft  we  seem 
Like  those  that  dream,  and  kaow  the  while  they  dream, 
'Midst  Ihs  soft  falls  of  aiiy  voices  grieved. 
And  troubled,  while  bright  phantoms  round  them  p!ay. 
By  a  dim  sense  that  all  mQl  float  and  fiide  away! 

yet,  as  if  chasing  joy,  I  woo'd  ^e  breeze 
To  speed  me  onward  with  the  wings  of  mora. 
— Oh !  for  amidst  the  solitary  seoB, 
Which  were  not  made  for  man,  what  man  both  home. 
Answering  their  moan  with  his ! — what  thou  didst  beat, 
My  lost  and  loveliest !  while  that  secret  care 
Grew  terror,  and  thy  gentle  spirit,  worn 
By  its  dull  brooding  weieht,  gave  way  at  last. 
Beholding  me  as  one  from  nope  for  ever  cast ! 

For  unto  thee,  as  through  all  change,  reveal'd 
Mine  inward  being  lay.    In  other  eyes 
I  had  to  bow  me  yet,  andmalce  a  stueld, 
To  fence  my  burning  bosom,  of  disguise ; 
By  the  still  hope  snstain'd,  erelong  to  win 
Some  sanetaary,  whose  green  retreats  withm, 
Mv  thoughts  unfetter'd  to  their  source  might  rise. 


Fallen,  Eiiien,  I  aeem'd — yet,  oh  '■  not  leea  beloved, 
Tbouffli  from  thy  love  was  pluck'd  the  early  pride. 
And  tarehly,  by  a  eloomy  faith  reproved,  [died. 

And  sear'd  with  shame  1— though  each  young  flower  had 
There  was  the  root, — sn™ig,  hvmg,  not  the  leas 
That  hU  it  yielded  now  was  biitemeBs ; 
Yet  still  such  love  as  ijuits  not  miseries  side. 
Nor  drops  from  guilt  its  ivy-hke  embrace, 
Nor  turns  away  firan  death's  its  pale  heroic  &ce. 
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Yes!  thou  iiadstfoUow'dme  through  fear  and  ffiffhl! 
Thou  would'sl  have  follow'd  had  my  palhway  led 
Even  lo  the  ecafibid  ;  had  the  tiashine'  light 
Of  the  Taised  axe  made  Mrong  men  shrinlc  with  dread, 
Thou/midst  the  hush  of  thousands,  would'es  have  been 
With  thy  olasp'd  hands  beaide  me  kneeUng  Been, 
And  meekly  Dowing  lo  the  sphame  thy  head— 
The  ehame  l — oh '.  making  beautiful  to  v[ew 
The  might  of  human  love — iair  thing '.  so  bravely  true  1 

There  was  thine  agony — to  love  so  well 

Where  fear  made  love  life's  ehaatener.— Heretofore 

Whate'er  of  earth's  disquiet  round  thee  fell, 

Thy  aonl,  o'erpassing  its  dim  bounds,  could  eonr 

Away  to  sunehltie,  and  thy  clear  eye  speak 

Most  of  the  skies  when  gnef  most  touch'd  thy  cheek 

How,  thai  far  brightnesB  fiided,  n 


Alas !  and  life  hath  momente  when  a  glance — 
(If  (hoHght  to  sudden  wnEehfulneBS  be  stdrr'd) — 
A  tiush — a  fiiding  of  the  cheek,  perchance — 
A  word — less,  less — the  cadence  of  a  word, 
Lets  in  our  gaze  the  mmd's  dun  veil  beneath, 
Thence  to  bring  haply  knowledge  fiaught  with  death . 
— Even  thus,  wMt  never  from  thy  lip  was  heard 
Broke  on  my  soul. — I  knew  that  in  thy  sight 
I  stood— howe'er  beloved— a  lecreant  from  the  light  1 

Thy  sad,  sweet  hymn,  at  eve,  the  seaa  along, — 
Oh !  the  deep  soul  it  breathed  !— the  Jove,  the  woe. 
The  fervor,  pom-'dm  that  full  gush  of  song. 


Aa  it  went  floating:  through  the  fiery  glow 
""  '       ■  ■         KtT— bringing  tiioughls  of  Sj 

WhichsE 


Of  the  rich  BunsetT— bringing  tiiouehls  of  Spain, 
With  all  her  yeaper-voieea,  tfer  the  maiii, 


-"  Ax«  ianctUmaa  /"—how  oftthal  lay 

h  melted  &om  my  heart  the  martyr-strength  away . 


'Tianigh:faUoi__ 

Ora  pro  nobis ! 
Our  sfluis  rise  to  tt 


Hear  the  henii's  lonely  sigh — 

Thine  loo  hath  bled! 
Then  that  hast  look'd  on  death. 

Aid  us  when  death  is  near  1 
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I  Mar  of  Ihe  deep  ! 


"  Ora  pro  nobis  Mater  .'"—What  a  tmeli 
Was  in  ibose  notes,  with  (lay's  lust  glory  dying 
On  ihe  fluah'd  wateis— eeem'd  they  not  to  swell 
From  the  fer  dust,  wherein  mysirea  were  lying 
Wj^  cmoifia:  and  sword  ?^-0h !  yet  how  cleHr 
Cornea  their  reproiuihfiiL  sweetuesB  to  mine  ear ! 
"  Oca,"— with  all  the  purple  waves  replying, 
All  my  youth's  visions  rimng  in  die  atrain — 
And  I  had  thought  it  much  lo  hear  the  rack  and  chrjn ! 

Torture!  the  soirow  of  afFection'a eye, 
Fixing  its  meekness  on  the  spirit's  core, 
Deeper,  and  teaohing  more  of  agony. 
May  pierce  lluin  many  swords ! — and  this  I  bore 
Withamnte  patig.    Since  I  hod  vainly  st" — 


We  could  not  gray  together  'midst  the  deep. 
Which,  Uke  a  fioor  ofsappliire,  round  us  lay, 
■Throurfi  days  of  splendor,  nights  loo  bright  for  sleep, 
Soft,  saemn,  holy  r— We  were  on  our  way 
[Into  the  mighty  Cordiliera-land, 
With  men  whom  tales  of  that  world's  golden  stmnd 
Had  lured  to  leave  then'  vines,— Oh !  who  shall  say 
What  thoughts  rose  in  us,  when  tlie  tropic  sky 
Touched  all  its  molten  seas  widi  sunset's  alchemy ! 


Fiial  drew  my  ar ^ .,,,_ 

I  had  been  etricketi  by  the  darts  of  m< 

Sinco  those  fresh  days :  and  now  tlly  light  divine 

Look'd  on  mine  ongaish,  while  wilhm  me  strove 

The  still  small  voice  against  the  mifiht  of  suffering  lo 


i,,  G"0t5^C^ 


While  file  that  met  thy  tay  with  eyea  adoring, 
Stood  in  the  lengthenine  shadow  of  the  grave ', 
— Alas  I  I  watclTd  her  darit  reUgious  glance, 
As  it  Btill  sought  thee  through  the  heaven's  cipaiiBe, 
Bright  Ci-osa !  and  knew  not  that  I  wa.lch'd  what  gave 
But  pasaing  lustre— shrouded  soon  to  be — 
A  Boft  light  found  no  more — uo  more  on  earth  or  sea  ! 

I  knew  not  all — yet  sometMiig  of  unrest 
Sat  oQ  my  heart.    Wake,  ooean-wind  '■  I  said ; 
Waft  us  to  land  ia  leaiy  freshness  dresC, 
Where,  through  rich  clouds  of  foliage  o'er  her  bead. 
Sweet  day  may  steal,  tmd  rills  unseen  go  by, 
Iiikejilnsmg  voices,  and  the  green  earth  lie 
Starry  with  noweis,  heneath  her  eraceful  tread ! 
—Bat  the  calm  bound  us  'midst  the  glsssy  mam  ; 
Ne'er  was  her  step  lo  bend  esrlli's  living  fiowere  again. 

Yes !  as  if  Heaven  upon  the  waves  were  sleeping. 
Vexing  my  soul  with  quiet,  there  they  lay. 
All  moveless,  through  their  blue  transparence  keeping 
The  shadows  of  om  sails,  irorii  day  lo  day ; 
While  she— oh !  strongest  is  the  strong  heart's  woe — 
'  fcel  (he  EUiishiiie'fl  glow — 
_,  Jook'd,  and  saw  decay 
oicaiuBi  uicioir  ofeordi,  th'  adored  loo  much! — 
[t  U  a  fearful  tiling  to  love  what  dealh  may  touch. 

A  tearfhl  thing  that  love  and  death  may  dwell 

In  the  same  world !— She  fcdeJ  on — and  I, 

Blind  to  the  last,  there  needed  death  to  tell 

My  trusting  soul  that  she  coutd  hie  to  die ! 

Yet,  ere  she  patted,  1  had  mark'd  a  change, 

But  it  breathed  hope — 'twae  beantifal  though  strange : 

Somelhmg  of  gladness  in  the  melody 


And  a  clear  sparkle  in  her  glance,  yel  wild. 
And  quick,  and  eager,  like  ihe  fla^ng  gaze 
Of  some  all- wondering  and  awafeening  child. 
That  fiiat  the  glories  5  the  earth  surveys. 
How  could  it  thus  deceive  me  ? — she  had  worn 
Around  her,  like  the  dewy  mista  of  mom, 
A  pensive  tenderness  through  happiest  days; 
And  a  soft  world  of  dreamsTind  seemed  to  lie 
Btill  in  her  dark,  and  deep,  and  spiritaal  eye. 

And  I  could  hope  in  that  strange  fite !— she  died 
She  died,  wilh  all  its  Itistie  on  her  mien! 


And  yet  I  live !  I  fuel  the  sunshine's  Joi 
And  1  am  he  that  look'd,  and  saw  deci 
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Ami  through  its  loiig  hcighC  houiE  hei  tli 
It  aeem'd,  with  reEtlees  and  -unwonted  yi 
To  Spdn's  blue  aMes  and  duk  Hisiw  tiinung ; 
For  her  ibnd  words  were  ali  of  vintfl^soene. 
And  flowering  myrtle,  and  sweet  citron's  breath : 
Oh !  with  what  vivid  hues  life  conwe  back  oft  on  death  i 

And  from  her  lips  the  monntam-aonga  of  old, 

111  wild,  faint  snntcheB  filfillly  had  sprung:; 

Songs  of  the  orange  bower,  the  Moorish  hold, 

TTie  "  Bio  verde,'^''  on  her  sod  that  hung. 

And  thence  flow'ii  forth,— But  - ■- ' 


una  by  my  side  its  last  red  glow 
Bttllathehi     " ' 


Thate\ 

Her  own  soft  "OraJWo(er!"— and  the  sonna 
Wa3  even  like  love's  ferewell — so  mournfuUy  profound. 

The  boy  had  dropn'd  to  slumber  at  our  feet ; 
"  And  I  have  luiPd  him  to  his  smiling  rest 
Once  more  !"  she  said : — I  raised  hhn — it  wos  sweet, 
ifel  sad,  to  see  the  perfect  calm  which  blesa'd 
His  look  that  hour  ^for  now  her  voice  grew  weak ; 
And  on  the  flowery  crimson  of  his  cheek. 
With  her  white  Uira,  n  long,  long  kisa  she  press'd, 
Yet  light,  to  wake  him  not.~Then  sank  her  head 
Against  my  bnrBtmg  heart : — What  did  I  clasp  3 — the  dead  ! 


I  caU'd — to  call  what  answers  not  our  cries, 
'  what  we  loved  to  stand  unseen,  unheard, 
itii  the  loud  pasaon  of  our  teais  and  agbs, 
J  0  see  bm  some  cold  glittering  ringlet  stlrr'd 
And  in  Ihe  quench'd  eye's  fixedness  to  gaze. 
All  vainly  searching  for  the  pailed  ra — 


■vfi! 


This  is  what  WMts  us !— Dead  !— with  that  chill  word 
To  link  our  bosom-names '. — For  this  we  pour 
Our  souls  npou  the  dust — nor  tremble  to  adore  I 

But  the  true  partmg  came  ! — I  look'd  my  last 
On  the  sad  beauty  of  lliat  slumbering  lace ; 
How  could  I  think  the  lovely  spirit  paas'd. 
Which  tliere  had  left  so  tenderly  ils  ttace  ! 
Yet  a  dim  awfulness  was  on  the  brow — 
No!  not  hka sleep  to  look  upon  art  Thou, 
Death,  Death !— She  lay,  a  thing  for  earth's  embrace. 
To  cover  with  spiing-wrealhs.    For  earth's  ?'-the  wave 
That  gives  the  bier  no  flowers — makes  moan  above  lier  grave ! 


i,L.tH)'^le' 


A  long.  low-rolling  knell— a  voice  of  prayer— 
Dark  618337  watei-a,  like  a  desert  apread, — 
And  tne  palE-sliiniiie  Southfirn  Cross  on  high, 
1(8  iaint  stars  foding  from  a  solemn  sky, 

Where  might;;  clouds  beibre  the  <■ ' 

Were  these  tninas  round  me?    S 

Wildly,  when  aught  brings  back  that  bi 

Then  the  broad,  lonely  sunriBO ! — and  the  plash 
Into  the  eoundmg  wnvea !" — ni-ound  het  head 
They  parted,  with  a  glancing  momenf  a  fln^. 
Then  shut— and  all  was  still.    And  now  thy  bed 
Is  of  their  secrets,  gentlest  Leoncr ! 
Cuce  fairest  of  yoang  brides ! — and  never  more. 
Laved  as  thou  wert,  may  human  tear  be  shed 
Above  tliv  rest !— Mo  mark  the  proud  seas  keep, 
To  show  where  he  tliat  wept  may  pause  again  to  weep ! 


So  the  depths  took  thee  !— Oh !  the  suil 
SrS  in 


_Tii^t  leave  th^e!— Dust!— the  thing 

Which  to  the  heart  was  as  a  living  spring 
Of  joy,  with  feaifulness  of  love  posseas'd, 


Where  the  line  sounds  not,  wheie  the  wrecks  lie  low. 
What  shall  vrake  thence  the  dead  7— Blest,  blest  are  they 
That  eerth  to  earth  intrust ;  for  they  may  know 
And  tend  the  dwellitig  whence  the  slumberer's  clay 
Shall  rise  ol  last ;  EuiThid  the  young  fioweia  bloom. 
That  wafl  a  breath  of  hope  around  the  tomb ; 
And  kneel  upon  the  dewy  turfto  pray! 
But  thou, what  cave  hath  dimly  ohomber'd  thee! 
Vaiadreanis!— oh!  art  thou  nolwhere  there  is  no  mote  sea!" 

The  wind  rose  fiee  and  singing : — when  for  erer, 
O'er  tiiat  sole  spot  of  all  the  watery  plain, 
I  could  have  bent  my  sight  with  fond  endeavor 
Down,  where  its  treasure  was,  its  glance  to  soain ; 
Then  rose  the  reoldeas  wind !    Before  our  prow 
The  white  foam  flaah'd — ay,  joyously,  and  thou 
Wert  left  with  all  the  eolitaty  main 
Aiound  thee — and  thy  beauty  in  my  heart. 
And  thy  meek,  sorrowing  love — oh,  where  could  that  depart  I 
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My  feiiiling  spirit,  when  its  wild  ferewe!l 
Across  the  oillowB  to  thy  grave  waa  sent, 
Thon,  there  moat  lonely ! — He  that  aita  above. 
In  his  oaim  glory,  will  Ibtglve  tlie  love 
Hia  creaturea  bear  each  other,  even  if  blent 
With  a  vain  wotahip ;  fbc  ila  close  ia  dim 
Ever  with  grief  whicd  leads  the  wrung  soul  bnck  to  Hiui 

And  with  a  milder  pong  if  now  1  bear 
To  think  of  thee  in  diy  foraflken  leat, 
If  from  my  heart  be  lifted  the  deapoir. 
The  sharp  remoise  with  healing  influence  press'il. 
If  the  soft  eyea  that  viaiE  me  in  sleep 
Look  not  reproach,  thoogh  etill  they  seem  to  weep  ; 
It  ia  that  He  my  sacriiice  hath  hlesa'd. 
And  fill'd  my  bOBom,  throngh  its  inmost  cell. 
With  a  deep  chaateniiig  sense  thai  all  at  lost  ia  well. 

Yea!  thou  art  now— Oh !  wherefore  doth  the  thought 
Of  the  wave  dashing  o'er  thy  long  bright  hair, 
TTie  sea-weed  into  its  dark  tresses  wrought, 
The  sand  thy  pillow— thou  that  wert  so  feir ! 
Come  o'er  me  still ! — Earth,  earth  I — it  is  [he  hold 
Earth  ever  keeps  on  that  of  eartidy  mould  1 
Bui  ikaii  an  breathing  now  in  purer  air, 
I  well  believe,  and  freed  from  bU  of  error. 
Which  hhghted  here  the  root  of  thy  sweet  life  with  terror. 

And  if  the  love,  which  here  waa  passing  li^l. 
Went  with  what  died  not— Oh !  tlial  (Sis  we  knew. 
Bat  this ! — that  through  the  silence  of  the  night, 
Some  voice,  of  all  the  lost  ones  and  the  true. 
Would  speak,  and  say,  if  in  their  far  repose. 
We  are  yet  aaglit  of  what  we  were  to  those 
We  call  die  dead  I — their  passionate  adieu, 
Was  it  but  breath,  to  perish  ?— Holier  trust 
Be  mule ! — thy  love  is  there,  but  purified  fiiim  dust  I 

A  thing  all  heavenly ! — cleai'd  from  that  which  hung 
As  a  dim  cloud  between  us,  heart  and  mind  '. 
Loosed  from  the  fear,  the  giief,  whose  tendrils  flung 
A  chain,  so  darkly  with  its  growth  entwined. 
This  is  my  hope  '. — though  when  the  sunset  fades, 
When  forests  rock  the  midnight  on  their  shades, 
When  tones  of  wail  are  in  the  rising  wind, 
Across  my  spirit  soma  feint  doubt  may  sigh ; 
For  the  atrong  hours  wiU  away  this  frail  mortality ! 


.■.rfi,y"t3"OO^te"' 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUAKV. 

So  have  I  tended  liim — my  bounding  roe ! 
The  high  Peruvian  solitudes  among ; 
And  o'er  the  Andes'  torrents  borne  his  fbnn. 
Where  our  frail  bridge  hath  quiver'd  "midst  the  sit 
But  iheie  the  war-notes  of  my  country  nine, 
And,  smitten  deep  of  Heaven  and  man,  1  iied 
To  bide  iu  ^adea  unpierced  a  roarlt'd  and  weary  hi 

M&ir  child! 

And  liie  young  Hps,  wMoh  3ien .-..„.. 

Aak'd  ofhis  mother! — that  wasbutnffleam 
Of  memocv,  fleefiig  &at ;"  and  then  hja  play 
Through  the  wide  Llanoa  cheer'd  again  our  way, 
And  by  the  miBhtyOronoco  stream,'' 
On  whose  lone  moigin  we  have  heard  at  mom, 
From  the  myMerious  rodta,  tiie  Eunrise-muidc  borne. 

So  like  a  epiril's  voice !  a  harping  tone, 
Lovely,  yot  ominous  to  mortal  ear, 
Such  as  might  reach  ua  trom  a  world  unlinown, 
Troublii^  man'a  heait  with  thiilia  of  joy  and  fear ! 
"IVbs  Bweet ! — ™  yet  those  deep  aoutheni  shades  oppr 
My  soul  with  stillness,  like  ^e  calms  that  rest 
On  melancholy  waves :  I  sigh'ci  to  hear 
Once  more  earth's  breezy  sounds,  her  foliage  lann'd. 
And  tum'd  toaoek  the  wilds  of  the  redhunter'e  land. 


Hath  cool'd,  UltB  dew,  the  fever  of  my  brow. 
And  whose  green  oaka  and  eedaiB  round  me  n 
As  lemple-wajla  and  pillars,  that  esolnde 


Earth's  hamited  dreania  from  their  ftee  solitude  ; 

mdthei-        '       "  ■ 

loved  ol 


■e  the  image  and  the  thought  of  those 
neiore  us  gone  ;  our  loved  of  eaiiy  yea- 
Gone  where  afleclion'a  cup  hoth  lost  the 


le  back.    The  arrowy  spits 


The  pine  aves  Ibrth  ila  od<^  and  the  Inke 
Gleams  life  one  ruby,  and  the  solt  wmda  wake, 
Till  every  string  of  nature's  solemn  lyre 
Is  toueh'a  to  answer-;  its  moat  secret  tone 
Drown  from  each  tiue,  for  each  hath  whiapera  nil  ita  oi 


■«v^"ty'Google 


THE  FOEEST  SANDTUAKY. 

s,  which  the  breezes  bear, 
-,  -   -ight  of  Ibe  giades 

.  jai'ge-libB  sounds,  as  from  the  bed 

Of  the  blue,  moumfiil  sess,  that  keep  the  dead: 
But  they  are  fiir '. — the  low  sun  here  pervades 


Gorgeous,  yet  full  of  gloom !-  -In  such  an  hour, 
The  vefiper-melody  of  dyhig  bells 
Wanders  through  Spaia,  iiom  each  grey  convent's  li 
O'er  shining  rireis  ponr'd,  and  olive-dells, 
By  every  peaaant  heard,  and  muleteer. 
And  hamlet,  round  my  home : — and  I  am  here. 
Living  again  tbiough  ell  my  life's  ferewells, 
In  thfse  vast  woods,  where  farewell  ne'er  wais  apokei 
And  sole  I  lift  to  Heaven  a  sad  heart — yet  unbroken  ! 

In  such  an  hour  are  told  the  hermit's  beads  ; 
With  the  white  sail  the  seamEu's  hymn  floats  by  : 
Peace  be  with  all !  whale'er  their  varying  oreeds. 
With  all  that  tend  up  holy  thoughts  on  high  ! 
Come  to  me,  boy ! — tiy  Guadalquiver's  vines, 
^  every  stream  of  Spain,  as  day  deolinea, 
Man's  prayeis  are  ramgled  in  the  i-oay  sky. 
—We,  too,  will  pray  ;  not  yet  unheard,  my  child  ! 
Of  Him  whose  voice  toe  heat  at  eve  amidst  the  wild. 


Of  Bohtude,  while  thou  art  breathing  soft. 

And  low,  my  loved  one !  on  the  breast  irf  night : 

I  i.j- 1,....  ™  .i,.  „ — _i]^  shadowy  sleep 


Note  1,  pane  473,  line  33. 
ad  sighing  tftr&v^A  the  feathery  eanes,  ^c. 


I  \;-.d  i,;G^w^c=^=' 


i3,pi«e414.1iiieSI. 


„     ._     anoakoTprodlgioiis 

p  IbyMBnomKios  wM-grspe  vin,.    ,_. ^ ,.. 

h  EB      4sroiui4lli«lniiil[,iuidftoraUi«ncehadw(nindBbi)uI6v__ 

ra    h     d  twit  untU  tlie  mighty  trea  had  wllberecl  la  lis  embraci 

Uke  Lqucodq  strugillng  inel^DIually  in  Ilia  hldonu^  col] 

nnstct  Fythoo,"—B<-(iceMd^e  Hall.    Chapter  on  Forts 


Note  t,  page  4T7,  line  14. 

sling  account  gf  tha  Spanish  Prolesuinl 
]i  wWch  Ibsy  met  IhB  spirit  of  peiaecu 
»e  UiB  ^aarltrlg  ReiiUa,  No.  5?,  Ar 


yoiu^  femaies,  hli  AOmt,  lo  Iho  Pnileolant  fe  b 
w  re  coofloed  In  Lbe  dungeons  of  the  Inqoiaiiion,  Th   u 
eaud  r  applied,  «>n1d  not  dmw  ftom  them  the  least 
leir  religious  asioclntss.    BTaiy  nrttflce  waa  am 

Dg  oC  Gonialaz  pnelnded  all  hopHi  of  a.  Ihealoilca 

Ir       war.  If  not  axactlTli^ic^i  ^wi^BifullysLmpba  d 

We  vIU  die  hi  Iha  ftllh  of  our  iHTithar :  ha  la  too  w 


rlaal  hM  l>eea  ga^d  tli    k  m 
iinlbrUi^  his  aislera,  will;  whom 


Hole  6,  page  418,  line  38. 
id  ciiVs  bad  iorxe,  emit  dotcn  In  so 
at  only  of  ttie  immediate  siciiins  i 
Infiimy,  hut  those  of  nil  their  reiat 


Nolo  B,  page  487,  line  23. 
itiosi  pntverfiil  and  ImpiessLve  pictures  perhaps  ev 


__^ , ie,  mid  cnsLera,  and  spears, 

.11  mingled  lo^tber — all  worn  into  glass- 


lifcs  nnoDlhiuu  liy  IliB  ftel  and  Uie  knees  DTtDngdepattediv 
psrs.  Aronnd,  on  every  ^a,  each  In  Uieir  aeparala  chapel 
—idlBtoTbed  from  b^  to  age  the  Fenetnble  ashes  of  the  holiesi 
ni^..u_.  _B_ij  — ,„p  lJlH,„j^  ivDKiiip— their  Images  am 


loiUeslthBtofold 

nl  Spanish  Calhed) 


dying  prayera  sculptured  ai 


LetUra  U  kit  JCimfdt. 

Nnio  10,  pafiB  40il,  line  33. 


d  prayed,  party  colored  wiadows  shed  a  tiogcd  llshX; 

a  which  the  ^eama  of  lunshlnei  pflDotrating  the  deep  Iblla^e, 
aim  flleketing  on  tfie  variegaiBd  luif  below,  might  have  Mcalleifto 
Oieir  memory."— Wehalw's  Oration  on  the  Lnpdine  of  the  Pllgilm 
Fsthen  In  New  England.— See  UonasaK's  I^ttars  /mnt  JfailA 

Note  12,  page  490,  line  S. 

The  varylns  sounds  of  waterfalls  are  thus  alluded  to  in  an  inlep- 
estingworkof Mrs.  Orant's.  "On  the  Dpppsite  side  OieTlewwas 
hotuided  by  sleep  hills,  covered  with  lofty  ^nes,  ftom  whlcli  a 
nater&ll  descnided,  which  not  only  gsre  onlinaUon.to  the  sylvan 

VBded  and  hitelllglble  sonods  every  approaching  change,  jtol  only  of 
the  weather  huloflhe  wind."— .Msmoiiao/i™  Amcrkam  Lai),vo\. 

Note  13,  page  4^  Hae  15. 


i",GtHJ'^re 


Many  a(rikine  inslnncBs  of  the  vtiiitne^s  niUi  whicli  Uie  niiad, 
when  BUongly  exclled,  hss  Ijeen  fcnown  to  ranovale  pwt  imnra>- 
sloas,  and  einboriy  Ihem  inlo  visible  imagery,  are  nolicert  3.ai  oo- 
uounled  Ibrln  Dr.  Hilibert's  PMugpiv  «/ .tljvariCioti*.  The  Ibllnw- 
Inf  llluBtratlTS  paasKO  ia  quoted  la  the  same  work,  from  the  writ- 

ibiirleBii,  it  wns  a  iDUCce  ofsreat  aiaiuBineat  to  myself,  if!  hadbeen 
viewing  any  Interes^g  object  In  the  conrae  oftlie  day^ADChaa  Bri>^ 
mantie  ruin,  a  floe  seat,  or  a  review  of  a  body  of  trot^,  ea  ■odd  as 
evening  came  nn,  if  L  had  uccaiioD  te  so  intn  a  dork  room,  tha  whole 
scene  was  brought  befbre  my  eyes  wiui  a  brllJloacy  egrial  to  what  It 
had  possessed  In  daylight,  and  rsmnlned  visible  Rn  teverui  minutes. 
I  have  DO  duiibt  that  dismai  and  ftightful  images  bate  beou  thus  pre- 
aenled  to  young  persons  attei  scenes  of  domeaUo  aSlcllon  or  pulilic 

The  fbllowliig  pnssBge  frDin  the  .alcsisr  iif  Seeaii  a  lale  or  lio- 
torical  sketch,  by  the  author  ot  Dobiado^a  Letters,  afibrd^  a  lUrther 
iliusbatJoD  of  this  subject.  '■  When,  descending  fiisl  into  the  vale  ot 
s.  [  strongly  fij      -     ■   -  ■■  

gbls,  but  the  eiletnal  sensaHons,  whid 
wlthareality  that  almost  makes  mo  s 


Kole  IS,  page  SOa.  line  3T. 
.  "  The  pleasure  we  l^lt  on  dlscoyerlng  the  Southern  Cross  was 

In  ibe  solilude  oTthe  seas,  we  liall  a  star  ai  a  iMend  fjtm  whom  we 
have  loDg  beeg  sfliiaraiEd.  AiDOng  ttie  Portuguese  and  thsSpaola^ds, 
peculiar  motives  sesm  to  Increase  Uiis  feeling ;  a  reUgious  eenament 
E.iraches  them  to  a  consleliatlon,  tha  ibrm  of  which  recalls  the  sign 
of  the  fillh  plaoleii  by  Iholr  ancestors  in  the  deserts  of  the  New 

Wortd Jt  has  been  ohsaned  at  what  hour  of  the 

night,  In  difl^rent  seasons,  the  Cross  of  the  aouth  Is  erect  or  Inclined. 


day,  and  no  other  group  of  stars  exhibits  to  tha  naked  eya  an  i 
vallon  of  Time  so  easily  made.    How  oiten  hare  we  hear 


ifi  Viiijlnia,  sealed  n( 

taiiSers,  conversed  together  for  Iho  ii 
at  the  sight  of  the  Soulhem  Cross, ' 


regularly  naoj 


?isril;VGTrog# 


THE  FOREST  SANCTUARY. 

Nole  17.  pagB  503.  line  11. 

TAi"J!»iav4%" 

"Eio 

vetde.  tio  verde,"  the  uopulBr  Snanish  romance,  Snown  W 

K'^S'.r-SeMSSS'.^..^.. 

NOB  IS,  page  503,  line  B. 

Ato  UiB  MHBriiBJ-  BOBSS  / 

DeH 

mholdi,  In  describing  Ihe  burial  of  a  youne  Aslurian  al  sea, 

ll.e  enlreaiy  of  the  offltiBUng  nriEsc,  Ibat  Hie  hody.  which 

cordlcg 

ND16W,iBje5(IJ,llnB34. 

here  was  no  m«e  saa.-ftn..  chap.  ixl.  r.  1. 

NoleSO,  pi.ee5D5.11iiB4. 

ir*H-c  oiH-/™«  hiige  hath  Mton-V  'mWsl  ««  slortiu 

lous,  lu 

d  formed  only  rf  Ihe  flbresof  equinocllal  p!Bnl=.     Thou 

tnionlo 

lis  moUonhiis  nffiinlefl  a  scrlkhig  Image  to  one  of  Ihe  slan- 

ma  to  Oa-tTxde  of  Wyoming.                                                                       1 1 

s5S='mssEs£t-'' 

Wh.™,  XHI^E  lij  Ihe  ipmU  «f  old  OKiqut, 

Th.  iMH^-HlSir,  w.  Ptrn™'.  jok. 

Bu'Zril'.Xt'io'S.  l»undl>H  li«>l  abhik. 

?E,rsisstzK'fii'is.'u's^'us^^rs;i^^  •■ 

Note  91,  page  505,  Une  IS. 

Tirmgi  tie  wW=  iJeMS  clssr'd  agtU  mr  aap. 

anos,  or  savann-ihs,  Ihe  erea.1  plains  in  South  Aioetica. 

Note  iH,i.Eige  505,  line  14. 

.ani  h  ""  ™^**  OronocB  slreim. 

0»  »«»«  W»^Bi»  tg>  Asm  Juurd  »( «»rn. 

n™  bX  nulmoxi  Tasks  tte  lunrue-iNiuui  tome 

Db  HnmhoMl  ioe^a  of  theie  tocfes  oa  Ihs  shores  of  the  Omnoco.             |l 

ceedft 

ui  them  otHnntiBe.  resemblliw  Dioae  of  an  organ.    lie  be- 

lleves  1 

DUEh  to  have  heard  IE  himself:  and  thhUis  that  it  mav  be  nro- 

ducedljyciirrenlsofairbBuiiiglhroughthecrevlcea.           "       '                 | 

NoU S3,  page  505,  lineal. 

Yet  Ut03e  dem  tOJUfUTH  sAadae  tm/ress'd 

OnmtlaiiciflSTeme,. 

The 

of  the  air  In  Uie  equatorial  legiona  of  the  new  ion  line  nl,  and 

pBrllc^ 

uelghborhood,"  he  says,"  no  hreaU.  of  winil  ever  agllales  Ihe  foltege." 

■Co\H^?ir" 


CRITTOAI,  ANNOTATIOna.  fill 

CRITICAL  ANNOTATIONS. 

"  THE  FOREST  SA^JCT^AItY.  ■ 

n  tlenuuu  may  be  coDsltleied  us  the  represenlaUve  "I  b.  uew 
li  poBlry.ono  speak  inoie  precisely,  her  poelrj  disciiers 

1  cein  1,  aad  especially  liia  moial  prt«re»s  of  monklnd  It  la 
wh  0  mill,  nnder  the  InllUBnca  of  trus  tellgion,  ftola  himself 
I  ed  with  whacsTflT  la  InfioilB,  that  bis  a^ctlana  and  pawBre 
ully  deneloped-  Tha  poetry  ttf  an  imjuortal  being  Eoust  be  of 
are  cllusetBiAiimlhiLtofaneaichly  being.  But,  In  recnrrlng 
b  naaio  poets  of  onHqulty,  we  Had  Ihat  in  their  concepUoBB  the 
D     f  rellgloiM  flilth  was  wanliDE.    Their  mylholop  was  lo 

p  Dd       but  to  annihilale  devollnn.  Theyhadnothoughtofregud 

g  he      iverae  as  ciea,ted.  snimated,  and  ruled,  by  Goil'B  all  power 

d    mnlacent  gnoOnesa."— PBorEaaOK  Noston,  in  Ctridiun 

!0  h^hiy  £c 

w  ia  the  nanuw  Bpaoa  which  ont  llmln  allow  ui.    A 

h  F  eslant  fllei  ttnm  peneonOim  at  hann  to  rellgloui  llbi 
A  ilea.  He  hnj  Imbibed  (he  spirit  oT  our  own  bihen,  a 
m  ta  ^ngglea  ate  described  In  retses,  with  which  the  di 
da  ha  [nlgrims  must  know  how  to  aympftthlze.    We  da 

te     n   n  analysis.    From  ooe  soena  at  oea,  in  tho  second  |)b 


to  those  great  merits  a  tenderaeaa  and  loJUncss  of  tiling  and  tui 
ethereal  purity  of  lentlment,  which  could  only  emanate  tiora  tb< 
Bonl  of  a  woman.  She  mutt  beware  of  becoming  Mo  Tolumlnuas 
and  must  not  VBBtiBB  again  on  any  Ihln^  so  long  as  Tiatbrcat  Shhc 

we  are  perauailed  II  will  not  readily  allow  her  to  be  Argo'ien     Foi 


ift7CTfigk=- 


LAYS  OF  MANY  LANDS, 


The  citron-gtoves  their  fruit  and  flowers  were  strewing 
Aiound  a  Mooiish  paJacs,  while  tlie  sigh 
Of  low  sweet  amuner-wiiidB,  the  brancnEs  wooing 
With  mumc  throu^  their  ehadowy  bowers  went  By ; 
Mudo  end  voices,  &om  the  marble  halls, 

Through  the  leaves  gloaming,  and  Ihs  Ibualain-fallB. 
A  song  of  joy,  a  bridal-song  came  swelling, 
To  blend  with  iragrance  in  those  southern  shades, 
And  told  of  leasts  withiu  the  stalely  dwelling. 
Bright  lamps,  and  dancing  steps,  and  gem-crown'd  maida 
And  thus  it  liow'd  ;  yet  something  in  the  lay 

Beloiig'd  to  sadness,  as  it  died  away. 
«  The  biide  comes  forth  !  her  tears  no  more  are  felling 
To  leave  the  chamber  of  her  infant  yeaiii ; 
Kind  voices  fii^m  a  distant  home  are  callii 


"  We  hBste  '.  the  chosen  and  tho  lovely  bringing ; 
Love  still  goes  with  her  from  her  place  ot'  birlh ; 
Deep,  silent  joy  within  her  eonl  is  springing. 
Though  in  her  glance  the  light  no  more  is  mirth  ! 
Her  beauty  leaves  us  in  its  rosy  years ; 
Her  sisteiB  weap — but  she  hath  done  with  teats ! — 

Now  may  the  timbrel  sound  I" 
Kiiow'st  thou  for  loSons  they  sang  the  bridal  numbers  3 — 
One,  whose  rich  trefees  were  to  wave  no  more ! 
One,  whose  pale  cheek  soft  winds,  nor  gentle  slumbeis. 
Nor  Love's  own  sigh,  to  rose-tints  might  restore  '. 


■«vrii-;;tjOugic" 


TEIE  BIRD'S  RELEASE. 


When  Ll  leaves  the  hills  for  the  far  blue  sbbs, 

"Wtera  we  may  not  trace  ite  way. 

Go  &rtb,  and  like  her  h&  free  I 
With  Ihy  radiant  wing,  and  thy  glancing  eye, 
Thou  hast  all  the  range  of  the  Buiiny  sky. 

And  what  is  oar  grief  to  thee  I 

la  it  aught  even  to  her  we  mourn  1 
Doth  she  look  on  the  teai3  by  her  kuidred  ^d  1 
Doth  alie  rest  with  the  flowers  o'er  her  gentle  head. 

Or  float,  on  the  light  wind  borne  J 

We  know  not — I)ut  she  is  gone  I 
Her  step  from  the  dance,  her  voice  from  the  BOng, 
And  riie  amile  of  her  eye  ftom  the  festal  throng ; 

She  hath  lelt  her  dwelling  lone '. 

When  the  waves  at  snnset  shine. 
We  may  hear  tliy  voice  amidst  thousands  more. 
In  the  seemed  woods  of  our  glowing  shore ; 

But  we  shall  not  know  'lis  thine  '. 

Even  so  with  the  loved  one  flown ! 
Hersmile  mthe  starlight  may  wander  by, 
Hsr  breath  may  be  near  m  tha  wind's  low  sigh. 

Around  ii&— but  all  unknown. 

Go  forth,  we  have  loosed  thy  chain ! 
We  may  deck  thy  cage  with  the  richest  flowew 
Which  the  bright  day  reais  in  our  eastern  bowera ; 

But  tliou  will  not  be  lured  again. 

Even  thus  may  the  summer  pour 
All  fragrant  things  on  the  land's  green  breast. 
And  the  elorions  earth  like  a  bride  bo  drectfa. 

But  It  wins  her  back  no  more ! 
43* 


o-^le-^ 


THE  SWORD  OF  THE  TOMB. 

[The  IdBH  of  this  bflilail  is  lafcen  ftoni  a  scene  ta  sutr-lc 
gedf  by  ttaeDanlahpoetOchlenMhlager.  The  Beiiiilc 
alluded  to,  ADd  lupposfld  to  gtiatd  Lhfl  aahes  of  dereaa 
ftflqiiana;mBDU(HiedlDthBNoiUiernBi^|as.  Seyeie 
■he  depaned  B^rlt,  ware  luppoBed  by  the  SouidlDavl 
cljiti  lo bathe  conHqnenoaofnay prol^ilonof  the 
Bee  OaBLtiTBOHiuisiE's  Plani-i 

'  VoicR  of  the  gifted  elder  time  ! 

Voice  of  the  charm  and  the  Runic  rhvrae  '■ 


"Voice  of  ihe  grave!  '^  the  miahty  hour. 
When  liighl  with  her  stars  Rnd  dreams  hath  power. 
And  my  step  halh  been  soundl^s  on  the  enowa. 
And  tlie  Bpell  I  have  sun^  hath  laid  repose 
On  the  billow  and  the  blast." 

Then  the  torrents  of  the  North, 

Ajid  the  forest  pines  were  still, 

While  a  hollow  chant  came  forth 

PVom  the  dark  sepulchral  hilL 

"  There  shines  no  sun  'midst  the  hidden  dead ; 

But>¥hete  the  day  looks  not  the  brave  may  tread : 

There  is  heard  no  song,  and  no  niead  is  pour'd  ; 

But  the  wBrrior  may  come  to  the  silent  board. 

In  the  shadow  of  the  night 
"  There  is  laid  a  smord  in  thy  father's  tomb. 
And  its  edge  is  fraught  with  thy  foeman's  doom 
But  soft  be  thy  step  mrough  tlie  silence  deep, 
And  move  not  the  urn  in  the  house  o(  sleep. 

For  the  viewless  have  feaifiii  might!" 

Then  died  the  solemn  lay. 
As  a  liTimpet's  music  dies. 
By  the  night-wind  borne  away 
Through  me  wild  and  stomry  skies. 
Tlie  fir-tteea  tock'd  to  the  wailing  blast, 
As  on  dirough  the  forest  the  warrior  pass'd — 
Through  the  forest  of  Odin,  the  dim  and  old— 
The  dark  place  of  visions  and  legends,  told 

By  the  fires  of  Worlhern  pine. 
The  fir-trees  rodi'd,  and  the  frozen  ground 
Gave  bacit  to  his  footstep  a  hoUow  sound ; 
And  it  seem'd  that  the  depths  of  those  awful  shades. 
From  the  dreary  gloom  of  their  long  arcades, 
Gave  wanimg,  witli  voice  and  sign. 


^ribyGo'ogTe" 


B  SWOOD  OP  THE  T 


The  pines  closed  o'er  him  ivith  deeper  gloom, 
As  he  took  the  path  to  ihe  monarch  a  tomh : 
The  Pole-star  shone,  and  the  heavens  wera  bright 
With  the  an-owy  slieaoia  of  the  Norlhem  light ; 

But  his  road  through  dimness  lay ! 
He  paas'd,  in  the  lieatt  of  that  ancient  wood, 
The  dark  ahrine  alain'd  vrith  the  vietmi's  blood ; 
Nor  paused  till  the  rocii,  where  a  vaulted  bed 
Had  been  hewn  of  old  for  the  kingly  dead. 
Arose  on  his  liiidmght  way. 
Then  first  a  moment^  chill 
Went  shuddering  ihi-ough  his  hreaat, 
And  the  steel-clad  man  stood  still 
Before  thai  place  of  real. 
But  he  cross'd  at  length,  with  a  deep-drawn  breath. 
The  threshold-floor  of  the  hall  of  Death, 
And  look'd  on  the  pale  mysterious  fire 

Which  gleam'd  from  the  um  of  hia 

With  a  Bltange  and  solemn  light. 
Then  darkly  the  words  of  ihe  boding  Btrain 
Like  an  omen  rose  on  hia  soul  again, 
— "  Soft  be  thy  etep  through  the  silence  dflBp, 
And  move  not  the  ura  in  the  house  of  sleep, 
For  the  viewless  have  fearful  might !" 
But  the  gleaming  sword  and  shield 
Of  many  a  batte-day 
Huna  o  er  that  urn,  reveal'd 
By  the  lomb-firCs  wavelesa  ray  ; 


And  the  rich  mead  flows  In  light. 
Widi  a  heating  heart  his  Boti  drew  ni 


And  many  a  Soan's  rhyme, 
And  leeend  of  the  grave. 
That  shadowy  scene  and  time 
Call'd  back,  to  daunt  (lie  brave. 
But  he  raised  his  arm— and  the  fiame  grew  dim, 
And  the  sword  in  ils  light  seem'd  to  wave  and  swri 


rrGTiogtC 


And  liis  fiiltfiring  hand  could  not  grasp  it  well— 
From  ihe  pale  oak-wtealh,  with  a.  clash  it  fell 

Through  the  ch;imber  of  the  dead ! 
The  deep  tomb  rang  with  the  heavjr  sonnd, 
And  the  urn  lay  ehivei'd  in  fragmenla  round  j 
And  a  rush,  as  of  tempests,  qoench'd  the  fire, 
And  (he  scatter'd  dust  of  his  warlike  ^ie 

Was  Bttewn  on  tlie  Cliampion's  head. 
One  moment — and  all  was  still 

When  the  roek  had  ceoa'd  to  thrill 

WilL  the  mighly  weapon's  Ml. 
The  stars  were  just  Elding,  one  by  one, 
Tlie  cbuda  were  juet  tinged  hy  the  eariy  sun, 
When  there  Btream'd  throush  ihe  CBTcrn  a  torch's  flame, 
And  ^e  brother  of  Sigurd  ttie  valiant  came 

To  seek  him  in  the  toiub. 
Slreloh'd  <bi  li.is  shield,  lilte  the  steel-girt  sloin. 
By  moonlight  seen  on  the  battle-plain, 
In  a  apeecElesB  iranoo  lay  the  warrior  there  ; 
But  he  wildly  woke  when  tlie  torch's  glare 
Burst  on  him  tiirough  the  gloom. 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  free. 

And  the  hour  of  ehace  is  near : 

Come  forth,  come  foitii  with  me  ! 

What  do'st  thou,  Sigurd,  here  ?  " 
"  I  have  put  oat  the  holy  sepulchrai  fire, 
t  have  scatter'd  the  dust  of  my  warrior-sire  1 
It  bmna  on  my  head,  and  it  weighs  down  my  heart ; 
Eat  the  winds  shall  not  wander  without  their  part 

To  strew  o'er  the  restless  deep ! 
"  Id  the  mantle  of  deelh  he  was  here  vidfh  me  now— 
There  was  wrath  in  his  eye,  there  was  gloom  on  his  brow ; 
And  Mb  cold  still  glance  on  my  spirit  fell 
With  an  icy  ray  and  a  withermg  spell — 
Oh!  chin  is  the  house  of  Sleep  I" 

"  The  morning  wind  blows  iree. 

And  the  reddening  sun  shines  clear : 

Come  forth,  comeTorth  with  me ! 

It  is  dark  am  fearful  here ! " 

*•  He  is  there,  he  is  there,  with  his  eliadowy  frown! 
But  gone  from  hia  head  la  Ihe  kingly  crown — 
The  crown  from  his  head,  and  the  spear  from  his  hand — 
They  have  chased  liim  far  from  the  glorious  land 

Where  the  feast  of  the  gods  is  spread  ! 
'  He  mast  so  forth  alone  on  his  phantom  steed. 
He  must  rine  o'er  the  grave-hills  with  stovmy  speed  ■ 


VALKYIUUR  SONG. 


Hiaplsee  is  no  longer  at  Oeiin'a  board. 
He  IS  driven  from  Valhalla  withonl  his  Bword ; 
Bat  the  slayer  shall  avenge  the  dead  ! " 
That  sword  its  fame  had  won 
By  the  fell  of  many  a  crest ; 


VALKYRIUR  SONG. 


(The  Vnliiyriur,  ni  Palal  Slalera  of  Norlhem  mythology,  wero  sun 
When  a  nrathem  chief  fell  slorlnu'ly  in  war,  hia  obseBuies 

moal  clear,  were  placed  wilt  hlmon  lliejiila.    His  de]wndante  and 

la  order  lo  al^al  oo  hia  abade°a  Val^a,  ar  Ihe  palace  of  Odin' 
And,  lastly,  his  wUfe  waagBnorally  conaumed  wllli  him  on  Ihe  same 
pUa.— SeeMiuaT's  AHirtAait  JnKjiuiiM,  HniiHitBT'a  iftj^ii,  iS-e. 

Thk  eea-king  woke  from  the  troubled  sleep 

Of  a  vMon-haunted  night, 
And  he  look'd  from  hia  Iwirk  o'er  the  gloomy  deep, 
And  counted  the  streaks  of  hght; 
For  the  red  eun's  earliest  ray 
Was  to  rouse  hia  banda  that  day 
To  the  BConny  joy  of  fight ! 
Bui  the  dreams  of  teal  were  slill  on  earth, 

And  the  silent  stars  on  high, 
And  there  waved  not  the  smolte  of  one  cabin  hearth 
'Midst  the  quiel  of  ihe  sky  ; 
And  along  the  twilight  bay, 
In  iheir  sleep  the  hamlelB  lay. 
For  they  knew  not  ihe  Noise  were  nigli ! 
The  Sea-king  look'd  o'er  the  brooding  wave  : 

He  tum'd  lo  the  dusky  shore. 
And  there  secm'd,  through  die  arch  of  a  tide-worn  cave, 
A  gleam,  as  of  fliiow,  to  pour ; 
And  forth,  in  watery  licht, 
HI        z .., —  ^-jns,  dimly  wt'"" 
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Slow 
And  Ihe  lorraa,  ae       .  ^ 

Seem'd  each  on  a  tall  pale  eli — . 

And  a  shadowy  crest  to  rear. 
And  to  beckon  with  faint  hand 
From  the  dark  and  rocky  strand. 
And  to  pomt  a  gleaming  Bpear. 
Then  n  stilhiess  on  his  spirit  fell. 

Before  th'  unearthly  train. 

For  he  knew  Valhalla  s  daughters  well, 

The  Choosers  of  the  slainl 

And  a  sudden  riang  breeze 

Bore,  across  the  moaning  seas, 

To  his  ear  their  thrilling  strain. 

"  There  are  songs  in  Odin's  Hall 
For  the  brave  ere  night  to  fall  1 
Doth  the  great  snti  hide  Ms  ray  1— 
He  mast  bring  a  wtatliful  day ! 
Sleeps  the  falchion  in  its  sheath  1 
Swords  must  do  the  work  of  death ! 
Kegner  I— Sea-king  l—thee  we  call  !— 
There  is  joy  in  Odin's  Hall. 
"At  the  feast  and  in  the  song, 
Thou  shalt  be  remembet'd  long  ! 
By  the  green  isles  of  the  flood, 
Thou  hast  left  thy  track  in  blood '. 
On  the  earth  and  on  the  sea, 
There  are  Uiose  will  tpeak  of  ihee! 
Tis  enough,— the  war-gods  call,~ 
There  ia  mead  in  Odin's  Hall ! 
"  Regner !  lell  thy  fair-hait'd  bride 
She  mnsl  slumber  at  ihy  side ! 
Tell  the  brother  of  thy  breast 
Even  for  him  ihy  grave  hath  rest  I 
Tel!  the  raven  steed  which  bore  thee. 
When  the  wild  wolf  fled  before  ihee. 
He  too  with  his  lord  must  fall,— 
There  is  room  in  Odin'a  Hali  [ 
"  Jjo !  the  mighty  sun  looks  forth — 
Arm !  thou  leader  of  the  north ! 
Lo  !  ths  mists  of  twilight  %,— 
Wb  must  vanish,  thou  must  die ! 
By  the  sword  and  by  the  epear. 
By  the  hand  that  knows  not  fear. 
See-king !  nobly  rfiall  thou  fell ! — 
There  ia  joy  in  Odin's  Hall !" 
There  was  arming  heard  on  land  and  wave. 

When  afsir  the  sunlight  spread, 
And  the  phantom  forms  of  the  tide-worn  cave 


iX't-HHjIe 


THE  OAVEKN  OP  TilB  TIIIIES  TELLS. 
With  the  miBla  of  morning  Bed  i 


THE  CAVERN  OF  THE  THREE  TELLS. 


islvetic  Conf^dera 
e  of  LucMDe.    T)i 


TbeGrtll 


ThoH- ,. 

Wiih  freshness  fil 

For  there  Ihe  Patriot  Three 

In  the  garb  of  old  array'd 

By  'ieir  nalive  Forest-aea, 

On  a  rocky  coucli  are  laid. 

The  Patriot  Three  that  met  of  yore 

Beneath  ihe  midnight  sky. 
And  leagufld  their  hearta  on  ihe  GrQtU  shore 
In  Ihe  uauie  of  liberty ! 
Now  silently  they  sleep 

Amidst  Ihe  hills  they  freed  ] 
But  their  rest  is  only  deep 
Till-their  country's  hour  of  need. 
Tliey  start  not  at  the  hanter'a  call, 

Hor  the  Lammer-geyer'e  cry, 
Norlhe  rush  of  a  sadden  lorrent'a  fall. 
Nor  tiie  Lauwine  thundering  by ! 
And  the  Alpine  herdsman's  lay. 
To  a  Switzer's  heart  po  dear  i 
On  the  wild  wind  floHts  away. 
No  more  for  them  to  hear. 
Bnl  when  the  haMle-hom  is  blown 


Through  their  eagles'  lonely  sky ; 

When  the  spear-hends  liahl  the  lakes, 
When  trumpets  loose  the  snows, 


i^Chhi-JIc 


When  Un'3  beecheii  woods  wave  red 

In  the  burning  liamlel's  light  ;— 

Then  ftom  the  carem  of  the  dead 

Shall  the  sleepeis  wake  in  rai^t ! 

With  a  leap,  like  Tell'a  proud  leap 
When  awnf  the  hehn  he  flung, 
Andlmidly  up  file  steep 
From  the  flashing  billow  sprang  * 
Thej"  sbali  wake  beside  their  Forest-sea, 

In  the  ancient  garb  they  wore 
When  ther  link'd  the  hands  that  made  us  iree. 
On  the  GtUtli'a  moonlight  ahore  : 
And  their  Toicea  shall  be  bewd. 

And  be  answeisd  with  a  shout, 

Till  the  echoing  Alps  are  stin'd, 

And  Ihe  Bignal-fir^  blaze  out 

And  the  land  shall  see  such  deeds  again 

As  those  of  that  proud  day. 
When  Winltelried,  on  Sempaoh's  plain. 
Through  the  serried  speaia  made  way ; 
And  when  the  rocks  came  down 

On  the  dark  Morgarten  dell, 
Ajid  the  crown'd  casques.t  o'erthrown. 


Untrarapled  m 

And  the  yellow  hHTvests  wav 

For  no  stronger's  hand  to  r 

While  within  their  silent  oavi 

The  men  of  GtQtIi  sleep. 


SWISS  SONG, 

[The  Swiss,  even  to  out  ttayn,  hare  eonUnued  to  celebTBie  t 
Tersaiies  of  (bell  Boidant  batllBB  with  mucb  Bolamaln ;  ui 
ia  the  open  air  on  lbs  flelda  whsra  thsii  anoeBton  fbughl 
thankcivLnga  ottbred  up  by  tha  jalosts,  and  the  namei  of 

scenes,  where  masses  are  sung  fbr  the  souls  of  Ihe  ileparl 
Pl.*BT.'a  Hiatorg  of  Ms  Hdceta  Ou^lMorocJ.] 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  roimd  I 
If  yet  they  gird  a  land 
»  The  ptriiit  of  rock  on  which  Tell  leaped  IWini  the  Iwai  o 
a  matkeil  by  a  chapel,  and  called  the  TdUasyntng. 

t  The  KUhieihani  the  ealebmled  Han  -Ics  racket. 
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Whei-e  Freedom's  * 


When  the  deep  monntain-bom  hath  rung, 
And  home  oot  stem  may  turn, — 
Home !— liome !— If  still  that  name  be  dear. 
Praise  to  lUe  men  who  perish'd  here ! 

Look  on  the  white  alpa  round  ] 

Up  to  llieir  shining  Bnowa 
TliBl  day  (he  stormy  rollmg  sound. 
The  eound  of  battle,  losel 
Thdr  caves  prolong'd  the  trumpet's  blast, 
Theu'  dark  pmes  trembled  as  it  paaa'd ! 

They  saw  the  princely  creat. 

They  saw  the  knightly  accar, 
The  banner  and  the  mail-dad  breast, 
Borne  down,  and  tiampled  here ! 
They  saw — and  glorying  there  they  Bland, 
Eletnal  records  to  the  land  1 

Praise  lo  the  momitam-botn. 

The  brethren  of  the  glen ! 

By  ihem  no  steel  array  was  worn. 

They  stood  as  peasant-men ! 

ThCT  left  the  vineyard  and  the  field, 

To  break  an  empire's  lance  and  shield  I 


Our  chQdren's  fesrleas  feet  may  bound. 
Free  as  the  chamois  leaps ; 
Teach  them  in.  song  to  bles$9  the  band 
Amidst  whose  mossy  graves  we  slnnd ! 

H,  by  the  wood-flre's  bloie, 

Whan  winter  stars  gleam  cold. 

The  glorious  tales  of  elder  days 

May  proodly  yet  be  told, 

Forget  not  then  the  shepherd  race. 

Who  made  the  hearth  a  holy  place ! 

Look  on  the  white  Alps  round ! 

IfyettheSabbath-beU 
Comes  o'er  them  with  a  daddening  sound. 
Think  on  the  battle  dell ! 
For  blood  ficst  bathed  its  flowery  sod. 
That  chainless  hearts  might  worship  God ! 


lyCoOQ 


THE  MESSENGER  E 


Ihal  sings  mournfully  in  the  night-tiJne.    TJiey  say  ilia  a  messe 
ft  Miigs^thein  news  tmn  tha  olhei  wwld.-Ses  pIcakt's  Csren. 


We  know  that  the  boweta  are  green  and  feir 

In  :he  light  of  that  Bummer  shore. 
And  we  know  that  the  fnenda  we  have  lost  are  thei 

They  are  there — and  they  weep  no  more ! 

And  we  know  they  heve  guenohed  their  fever's  thin 
From  the  Fountain  of  yoath  ere  now,' 

For  there  must  the  stream  in  its  freshness  burst 
Which  none  may  find  below ! 

And  we  know  that  itiey  will  not  be  lured  to  earth 
From  the  land  of  deathless  flowera, 

By  the  feast,  or  the  dance,  or  the  sons  of  mirth, 
Thongh  their  hearts  were  once  with  ours : 

Though  they  eaf  with  ua  by  the  ni^t-fire's  blaze, 

And  bent  with  us  the  bow, 
And  heard  the  tales  of  our  fathers'  days, 

Which  aie  told  to  othera  now  i      ' 

But  tell  us,  thiiu  bird  of  the  solemn  strain ! 

Can  those  who  have  loved  foiget ! 
We  call—and  they  answer  not  again — 

Do  they  love— do  they  love  ne  yet  ? 

Dolh  the  warrior  think  of  his  brother  there. 

And  tlie  fether  of  his  child  2 
And  the  chief,  of  those  that  were  wout  to  share 

His  wandering  tlu-ough  the  wild  ! 


lerlnkea  by  Juan  Ponce  de  Leun, 
llaiioverlai  a  wonderlbl  fbnDtalo, 
lico  to  Bpnng  In  one  of  the  I,a- 
B  Of  nHinrtns  youih  to  all  who 
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E  STltAKGEIt  IN  LOUISIANA. 


THE  STRANGER  IN  LODISIANA. 

n  early  traveller  mentions  people  on  Iho  tanks  of  the  Miss 
ftbo  biirslinlo  teBra  al  Ihe  Bight  of  s  atranger.    Tho  leason 

;one  on  a  lonrBBT,  and  bditg  laCDnsBnt  expeciaUon  of  ih 
urn,  iDOk  fbr  Uum  vainly  unongil  Ihsse  foreign  Iravsl 
PiGART^a  CsrflHdnHW  and  Rxligitua  Odttoms-] 

"  J'ai  pnss^-moi-mAme,"  iays  Chateanb^nd  in  hia  Sdl 
.. . ■_...  ..  ... -IB  peiiplBde  rndlenno  qui  SB "  ■■  - 


We  eaw 
We  look'd  for 

Whose  step  woH  die  fleetesl  in  chase 
The  light  of  his  eye  was  a  joy  to  see. 
The  path  of  his  arrows  a  storm  to  fiee ! 
But  mere  tame  a  voice  Srom  a  distant  shore ; 
He  was  cali'd — he  is  found  'midst  his  tribe  no 

O  THE 


To  tell  thai  lliey  love  you  thero. 
To  say,  if  a  wish  oi  a  vain  regret 

Conlil  live  In  Elydan  bav/ets. 
Twoulcl  be  for  Ihe  iilends  they  ean  ne'er  forget, 


"voicefeMall— 


ul  my  plainUve  strain  should  have  Inli 
That  Ihoy  love,  oh !  Ihey  love  you  s 

hey  bid  me  say  that  unlkdlng  flowers 
You'll  find  Id  the  path  they  trode ; 
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I  LAYS  Of  MANY  LANDS 

He  is  not  in  hia  place  wlien  Ihe  night-fires  bnm. 
But  we  took  for  him  etill— he  will  yet  return ! 
His  brother  aat  with  a  drooping  brow 
In  ihe  gloom  of  the  shadowing  cypress  bough ; 
We  roused  him — we  bade  him  no  longer  puie, 
For  we  heard  a  step—but  the  step  was  ihme. 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  and  wept ! 
We  look'd  for  the  maid  of  the  mournful  song — 
Mournful,  though  eweet— she  hath  left  us  long ! 
We  told  her  the  yonth  of  her  love  was  gone, 
And  she  went  forth  to  seek  him — she  p^d  alone  ; 
We  hear  not  her  voice  when  the  woods  sre  still. 
From  the  bower  where  it  sang,  like  a  aivery  lill. 
The  joy  of  her  sire  with  her  smile  is  fled. 
The  winter  is  white  on  his  lonely  head, 
He  hath  none  by  hie  side  when  the  wilds  we  traclt, 
He  hath  none  when  we  test— yet  she  comes  not  back  1 
We  look'd  for  her  eye  on  the  feast  to  shine, 
For  her  breezy  step — but  the  step  was  thine  I 

We  saw  thee,  O  stranger,  And  wept ! 
We  look'd  for  tlie  chief  who  liath  left  the  spear 
And  the  bow  of  his  battles  forgotten  here  ! 
We  look'd  for  the  hnnter,  whose  bride's  lament 
On  the  wind  of  the  forest  at  eve  is  sent: 
We  look'd  for  the  first-bom,  whose  mother's  cry 
Sounds  wild  and  shrill  through  the  midnight  sky ! — 
Where  are  ihey ! — tlion'rt  seeking  some  distant  coast 
O  ask  of  them,  sli-anger! — send  bock  the  lost! 
Tell  them  we  mouru  by  the  dark  blue  streams. 
Tell  them  our  lives  but  of  them  are  dreams ! 
Tell,  how  we  sol  in  the  gloom  to  pine, 
And  to  watoh  for  a  step— but  the  step  was  thine ! 


THE  ISLE  OF  FOUNTS, 
i "  The  river  St.  Mary  hss  lis  sourM  from  a  vast  lake  or  niflrsh, 

loina  luge  iBlajids  grknoUsof  lich  bl^bland;  one  of  which  Ihe 

MISBflllapotof  Bulh:  Ihey  my  Itls  iDbabltecl  liy  ELpecnliarraceof 
Indiana,  whose  women  are  Incomparably  beautlfol.  The?  also 
tell  you  thai  thin  terresliBl  patadiie  has  been  seen  by  some  of  their 
enletprlslni!  hunters,  when  in  pusuit  of  genjo;  bnt  that  in  Ihalr 

•J^Jhs.M^^II'-BenchanW.llandrs'uil  ^™itey  ima^nld'lhey  hni 
and  disappaailnE.    They  resolved,  at  leugth,  to  leave  Oie  Sluslve 


L^Gcxr^-tr 


pumiil,  anil  to  reluni ;  wlilch.  urier  a  nnniber  of  difficu 
ofl^cled.    When  they  reported  Ihelr  adveuIurcB  to  thoir 

msfr'ailemp'ls  have  hlAem^proywL"  aliorUvel^nevM  hn 
(Srouf  t  AVrt*  and  StuA  Qavlinn,  |-c. 
ly  jmaeinftry.] 

SoK  of  the  Etronaer '.  wouldet  thou  take 

O'et  yon  bine  Mlla  thy  lonely  way. 

To  read)  the  still  end  wmaag  lake 

Alon^  whose  banks  the  west  winds  play  7 — 

Let  no  Tam  dreaios  thy  heitrt  beguiie. 

Oh  !  seek  thou  not  the  Fountain  Isle  1 

Lull  but  the  raighly  serpent  king,* 

'Midst  the  grey  rocks,  his  old  domain ; 
Ward  bnl  the  eoja;ar'B  deadly  spring, — 
Thy  Htep  that  lute's  green  shore  may  gain , 
Anil  the  bright  Isle,  when  all  is  pass'd, 
Shall  vaialy  meet  thine  eye  at  last! 
Yes !  there,  with-all  its  rainbow  streams, 

Cleat  aa  within  thine  arrow's  flight. 
The  Isle  of  Founls,  the  Isle  of  dreams, 
Floats  on  the  wave  in  golden  light ; 
And  lovely  will  ths  sliadows  be 
Of  groves  whose  linit  is  not  for  ihee! 
And  hi 


Or  hast  thou  hesxd  ths  sounds  that  rise 
From  Hie  deep  chEimheia  of  the  eailh  1 
The  wild  and  wondrous  melodies 
To  which  the  ancient  roclis  gave  birth  ti 
Like  that  Bweet  song  ofhidden  eaves 
Shall  swell  those  wood-notes  o'er  the  waves. 

recks,  are"inhabJled  byfte  kioga  or  chietS  of  ralHesn 
they  ilenomlnale  the  "bright  old  mhabllaul?."    Tlit 

of  drawing  to  aiem  ever  j  livinB  creature  that  uiniei  will 
of  Iheli  eyea.    Their  heads  are  said  to  be  Eruwned  with 

nflh«  rimnnnn.    called    bj 

alluded  to 


^-Cku-iolt^ 


The  emerald  waves !— Ihey  take  Iheir  hue 

And  imsge  from  that  auiibright  shore  ; 

But  wouldsl  lliou  launch  thy  light  canoe, 

And  wouldst  thou  ply  thy  rapid  oar, — 

Before  thee,  hadst  dioa  moming'a  speed, 

The  dreamy  land  should  Mill  recede  t 

Yet  on  the  breeze  thou  still  wouldst  hear 

The  music  of  its  flowerina  shades. 
And  ever  should  the  sound  be  near 
Of  founts  that  lipple  through  its  gladesi 
The  sound,  and  raght,  and  flashing  ray 
Of  joyous  wateis  in  their  play '. 
But  woe  for  hltn  who  sees  them  biust 

With  their  bright  spray^showers  to  the  laki 
.Earth  has  no  spring  to  quench  the  thirst 
That  semblajice  in  his  soul  shall  wake, 
For  ever  pouring  through  his  dreatna. 
The  gush  of  those  untasted  streams ! 


Parch'd  with  the  fevei ..  ., 

From  the  blue  mountams  to  the  mam. 
Oar  thousand  floods  may  roll  in  vain. 

E'en  thus  our  hnnteta  came  of  yore 

Back  liom  their  long  and  weary  qneat ; — 
Had  they  not  seen  th  untrodden  shore, 
And  could  they  'midst  onr  wilds  find  real  T 
The  liehtuing  of  theu-glatice  was  fled, 
They  dwelt  amongst  ua  as  the  dead .' 

onr  glittering  rills, 
in  their  darken'd  eye. 
Their  joy  was  not  amidst  the  hilis 
Where  elk  and  deer  before  us  fly ; 
Their  spears  upon  the  eednr  hung, 
Their  javeUns  lo  the  wind  were  flung. 

They  bent  no  more  the  forest-bow. 

They  aim'd  not  with  the  warrior-band. 
The  moons  waned  o'er  them  dim  and  alow— 
They  left  us  for  the  spirits'  land  ! 
Beneath  onr  pines  yon  greensward  he^p 
Shows  where  the  restless  found  iheic  deep. 


•n  of  the  stranger!  If  at  ei 


Silence  be  'midst  us  in  thv  place. 
Yet  go  not  where  the  mighty  leave 

The  strength  of  battle  and  of  chase ! 
Let  no  vain  dreams  thy  heart  beauiie. 
Oh !  seek  thou  not  the  Fountain  ItJe ! 


r7^0t.1g4g^-= 


THE  BENDED  BOW. 

These  was  heaiil  the  sound  of  a  coming  foe, 
There  was  sent  Ihrongh  Biilain  a  bended  how ; 
And  a  voice  was  pour'd  on  tiie  free  winds  for, 
As  ihe  land  rose  up  at  ttie  agn  of  war. 
"  Heard  you  nol  ihe  battle  horn  '. — 
Reaper !  leave  thj;  golden  com ! 
Leare  it  for  the  liirds  of  heaven, 
Swords  must  flash,  and  spenrH  he  liven ! 
Leave  it  for  the  «ii\d3  lo  shed — 
Aim !  ere  Britain's  tnrf  grow  i«d !" 
And  the  reaper  aim'd,  like  a  fteenian'B  son ; 
And  the  hended  how  and  t&e  voice  pass'd  on. 
'■  Hunter !  leave  the  monntoin-chaae  ! 
Take  the  fidchion  from  its  place  ! 
Let-the  wolf  go  free  toJay, 
Leave  him  for  a  nobler  prey '. 
Let  the  deer  ungall'd  sweep  hj^,— 
Arm  thee!  Britain'fl  foes  are  nighl" 


"  Chieftain  !  quit  the  joyous  feast ! 
Stay  not  till  t6e  soiiglmth  ceased ' 
Though  the  mead  he  ibaming  bright, 
Though  the  fii«s  give  ruddy  Tight, 


And  the  chieli^n  arm'd,  nnd  the  horn  was  h 
And  the  headed  bow  and  the  voice  paBs'd  oi 
"  Prince !  thy  father's  deeds  are  told. 
In  the  bower  and  in  the  hold ! 
Where  the  goatherd's  iay  is  sung, 
Where  the  minstrel's  harp  is  strung '. 
Foes  are  on  thjf  native  sea- 
Give  our  hatds  a  tale  of  thee !" 
And  the  priniie  came  arm'd,  like  a  leader's  s 
And  Ihe  bended  bow  and  the  voice  pass'd  oi 
"  Mother !  stay  thou  not  thy  boy ! 
He  must  learn  the  battle's  joy. 


.r.rii,.,G0_0_t^l 


Siatet !  bring  llie  awoid  eiuI  spear, 
Give  Uiy  brother  words  of  cheer! 
Maiden !  bid  thy  lover  part, 
Britnin  calls  the  strong  jn  heart  '■" 


HE  NEVER  SMILED  AGAIN. 


TiiE  bark  that  held  a.  prince  went  down. 

The  sweeping  waves  roll'd  on ; 
And  what  wasEnglimd's  slorious  crown 

To  Uim  that  wept  a  son7 
He  lived — for  life  may  long  he  borne 

Ere  son-ow  break  its  chain ; 
Why  cornea  not  death  to  those  who  mourn  !- 

He  never  enilled  again ! 

There  stood  proud  forms  around  his  throne. 
The  stately  and  the  brave ; 

But  which  could  fill  the  place  of  one. 
That  one  beneath  the  wove? 

Before  hun  pass'd  the  youiig  and  Mr, 
In  pleasure's  reckless  train  ; 

But  seas  dash'd  o'er  hia  son's  bright  hair- 
He  never  smiled,  agam ! 


He  saw  the  tourney's  i , 

Amidst  die  fcnighdy  rins ; 
A  muimar  of  the  restless  iftep 

Was  blent  widi  every  slrajn, 
A  voice  of  winds  that  would  not  sleep 

He  never  smiled  again ! 

Hearts,  in  that  tune,  closed  o'er  the  trace 

Of  vows  once  fondly  muv'd, 
And  strangers  took  the  kinsman's  place 

At  many  a  joyous  board  ; 
Graves,  which  true  love  had  bathed  with  tears. 

Were  left  to  heaven's  bright  rain, 


rCcTOi^ 


CCEUR  DE  UON  AT  THE  BIER  OF  H 


inched  himself  for  U 


ToEcHES  were  blazing  clear, 
Hymns  pealing  deep  and  slow. 

Where  a  kij^  lay  Blalely  on  his  bior 
In  (he  church  of  Fontevraud. 

BanneiB  of  battle  o'er  him  hang, 


A  strong  and  rnddy  glaie, 
Though  dimni'd  at  timesoy  the  censor's  breath, 

Yet  it  fell  sdil  brighleal  tliore : 
Aa  if  each  deeply  fiirrow'  d  tiaee 

Of  earthly  yeara  to  show, — 
Alas !  that  sceptred  niortttl'a  race 

Had  sorely  closed  in  woe  ! 

The  marble  floor  was  swept 

By  many  a  long  dark  alole, 
Aa  the  kneeluig  prieBla,  round  him  that  slept. 

Sang  mass  lor  the  parted  soul : 
And  solemn  were  the  strains  they  poar'd 

Through  the  stiilnesa  of  the  night, 
With  the  cross  above,  and  the  crown  and  sword. 

And  the  silent  kmg  in  sight. 

There  was  heard  a  heavy  clang. 

As  of  steel-girt  men  the  tread. 
And  the  tombs  and  the  hollow  pavement  rang 

With  a  soundmg  llirill  of  dr-  - ' 


he  holy  ch 


„  ..le  torch's  dame, 

A  gleam  of  arms  up  the  sweeping  aisle. 

With  a  mail-clad  leader  came. 

He  came  with  haughty  look, 

An  eagle-glance  and  clear  ; 
Bat  his  proud  heart  through  its  breaslplale  sh 

When  he  stood  beside  the  bier ! 
He  Blood  there  atill  with  a  drooping  brow, 

And  cbsp'd  hands  o'er  it  raised  ; — 
For  hia  fether  lay  before  him  low. 

It  was  CiEui-  de  I.ion  gazed ! 


K^WBjIe 


And  Hilently  he  strove 

With  the  workings  of  his  breast ; 
Bitf  there's  more  in  late  repentant  love 

Than  steel  may  keep  Buppress'd ! 
And  his  tears  brake  fortJi,  at  last,  like  rain^ 

Men  held  their  hreafh  m  nws, 
For  Ills  tace  was  seen  by  his  warrior-train. 

And  ha  reek'd  not  that  they  saw. 

He  look'd  upon  the  dead. 

And  sorrow  eeera'd  to  lie, 


iadtio 


Till  butstuig  words— yet  all  loo  weak— 

Gave  his  soul's  passion  way. 

"Oh,fiither!  is  it  vain, 

This  late  remorse  and  deep  T 
Speak  to  me,  felher  1  once  egsm, 

I  weep— behold,  I  weep  '. 
Alas !  my  eniltv  pride  and  ire  ! 

Were  But  this  worit  undone, 
I  would  give  England's  crown,  my  mre ! 

To  heat  tliee  bleta  thy  son. 

"  Speak  to  me  1  mighty  grief 

Ere  now  the  dust  hath  stiiyd  ! 
Heai  me,  but  hear  me !— feiher,  chief. 

My  king !  I  muat  be  heard  !— 
Hush'd,  huah'd— how  is  it  that  I  call. 

And  that  tliou  answetest  not  ? 
When  was  it  thus,  woe,  woe  for  idl 

The  love  ray  eouI  forgot ! 


And  fether,  felher !  bat  for  me, 
They  had  not  been  so  white  ! 

/  bore  thee  dewn,  high  heart  1  at  last, 
No  longer  cooid^t  thou  strive ; — 

Oh!  for  one  moment  of  die  past. 
To  kneel  and  say — '  forgive !' 
"  Thow  wert  the  noblest  king. 
On  royal  throne  ere  seen  j 

And  thou  didst  wear  in  knigbtlv  rine, 
np  «n  *u^  ^**.„ii^..4..„:^., .        ^ 


ii-.-.rfJ(J(.io^Te 


"  Thou  ihat  mv  boyhood's  guide 

Didal  lake  fond  joy  to  be  !— 
he  times  I've  spotted  at  tby  ade, 

And  climb'd  thy  paietit  Knee  ! 
od  there  before  the  blea^d  Elirine, 

My  sire !  I  see  thee  lie,— 
ow  will  that  sad  sliJI  face  of  thine 

Loolionme  till  Idle!" 


THE  TASSAL-S  LAMENT  F 


sevBtal  ilBys."— OiMDEB'a  Srihmitia.] 


Yes  !  I  have  seen  the  ancieot  oak 

On  the  dark  deep  waler  caal, 
And  it  waa  not  felled  by  tha  woodman's  stroke. 
Or  the  nish  irf  the  sweeping  bloat ; 
For  the  one  might  never  touch  llial  tree, 
And  the  air  was  etiU  aa  a  summer  sea. 
I  saw  it  lall,  as  &Ils  a  cliief 
By  an  arrow  in  the  fight, 
And  tlie  old  woods  shook,  to  their  lofdest  leaf. 
At  the  OKishiiij!  of  its  might ! 
And  the  startled  deer  to  their  coverts  drew. 
And  the  spray  of  the  lake  as  a  fountain's  flew ! 


An  old  man's  teara  lie  fat  to  _  _ 
To  be  ponr'd  for  this  iJone  ! 

Bui  by  that  " —  '—  ""-"  '  ' 

That  B  yoQ 
A  yonthfiil  head,  with  its  shining  hiur. 
And  its  bright  quick-flasJiing  eye — 
W^  may  I  weep  !  for  the  boy  is  feit, 
Too  fair  a  thing  to  die ! 
But  on  his  brow  the  mark  is  set — 
Oh '.  could  my  life  ledeem  hun  yet ! 
Ha  bounded  by  me  as  I  gazed 

Alone  on  the  fatal  sign, 
And  it  seem'd  like  sunshine  when  he  ra 
His  joyous  glance  to  mine ! 
With  a  stag's  fleet  step  he  hounded  by, 
So  full  of  liTe-but  he  must  die ! 


"Ooogli 


331  LAYS  OF  MANY  LANDS. 

He  must,  he  must !  in  ihat  deep  dell. 

By  that  dark  water's  side, 
'Tia  known  that  ne'er  a  prond  tree  fell 
But  an  heir  of  his  ^tliets  died. 
And  he — there's  laughter  in  his  eye, 
J07  in  his  Toice — yet  he  must  die  ! 
I've  borne  him  in  these  arms,  that  now 

Are  nerveless  and  unstrung ; 
And  most  I  see,  on  that  feir  brow. 
The  duet  untimely  flung  1 
I  mnat  '.—yon  green  oak,  branch  and  crest, 
Lies  floating  on  the  dark  lake's  hreaat ! 
The  noble  boy  '. — how  proudly  sprung 

The  falcon  from  his  hand '. 
It  seem'd  like  youth  10  see  him  young, 
A  flower  in  his  father's  land ! 
Bnl  the  hour  of  the  knell  and  tlie  dirge  is  nfgh, 
For  tiie  tree  hath  bU'ii,  and  the  flower  must  die 
Say  not  'da  vain !— I  tell  theej  some 

Are  wam'd  by  a  meleor'a  light, 
Or  a  pale  bird,  flit^ng,  calls  them  home, 
Or  a  voice  on  the  winds  by  night ; 
And  they  must  go ! — and  he  loo,  he — 
Woe  for  the  M  of  the  glorious  Tree ! 


THE  WILD  HUNTSMAN. 
■  belief  In  the  Odsnwald,  that  the  passing  of  the  WLW 


And  the  roar  of  the  stormy  chase  went  hy. 

Through  the  dark  unquiet  sky ! 
The  stag  sprung  up  from  his  mossy  bed 

When  he  caught  the  piercing  sounds, 
And  the  oak-bougha  crash'd  10  his  anfler'd  head 

As  he  flew  from  the  viewless  hounds ; 
And  the  ^con  soat'd  from  her  craggy  height. 

Away  through  the  rushing  night! 
The  banner  shook  on  its  ancient  hold, 

And  tlie  pine  in  ifa  desert  place, 
As  the  cloud  and  tempest  onwaiiil  roU'd 


iTUcK^JTe" 


BRANDENBURG  HARVEST-SOtJG. 
With  the  din  of  tlie  tiampling  lace  ; 
And  the  glens  were  fill'd  with  the  laugh  End  shoul. 

And  the  btigle -tinging  out ! 
From  the  chieftain's  hand  file  wine-cup  fell, 

At  the  caatle'a  festive  board. 
And  a  sudden  pauEa  came  o'er  the  swell 

Of  the  harp's  liiumphal  chord  ; 
And  the  Minnesinger  8*  thrilling  lay 

In  the  hall  died  fast  away. 
The  coiivenf  a  chanted  rile  was  stay'd 

And  the  hermit  dropp'd  his  beads. 
And  a  trembling  ran  inrough'the  fbrcst-shade, 

At  the  neigh  of  the  phantom  steeds. 
And  the  chorch-bells  peal'd  to  the  rocking  blast 

As  the  Wild  Night-Hun tsmaii  paea'd! 
The  storm  hath  swept  with  the  chase  away. 

There  is  stillness  in  the  sky  ■ 
But  [he  mother  looks  on  her  eon  to-day, 

With  a  troubled  heart  and  eye, 
And  the  maiden's  brow  hath  a  phade  of  care 

'Midst  the  gleam  of  her  golden  hair ! 
The  Rhine  flows  bright;  but  its  wayes  erelong 

Must  hear  a  voice  of  war, 
And  a  clash  of  speaia  our  hills  among. 

And  a  trumpet  from  afar; 
And  the  brave  on  a  bloody  turf  must  He. 
For  the  Huntsman  hath  gone  by  ! 


BRANDSNJiURG  HARVEST-SONG.t 

The  com,  in  golden  liaht 

Wauta  o'er  the  pfiin  ; 
The  fflokle'fl  gleam  is  bright ; 

£^11  sweiJa  the  grain. 
Now  send  we  for  around 

Our  liarvestlay! — 
Alas!  a  heavier  sound 

Comes  o'er  the  day  I, 


^SeitA  mrmiSMc'^ ' 
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THE  SHADE  OP  THESEUa 


Know  ye  not  wlicn  our  dead 

From  sleep  lo  hatlle  sprung  ? — 
When  tbe  Fcraan  charger'a  ireod 

On  their  covering  gtoensward  mug. 
When  the  trampling  march  of  foes 

Had  crushed  our  vines  and  floweraT 
Whenjewel'd  creslg  aiose 
Through  the  holy  lauiel  bowera ; 
When  banners  caught  the  breeie, 
When  hehns  in  sunlight  shone, 
When  maela  were  on  the  seaa, 
And  Bjiears  on  Marathon. 
There  was  one,  a  leader  cr 


Bnt  the  ^chlons  made 


that  day ; 


On  hifl  gleaming  war-atray. 
"■-■'--botle'E'"  —  •----:• 


With  his  tall  and  shadowy  crest ; 
But  the  arrows  drew  no  hiood, 
Though  iheir  path  was  through  Ms  breoM 
When  banneiB  caught  the  breeze, 
When  helms  in  sunlight,  sbona. 
When  mssts  were  on  the  seas. 
And  apears  on  Marathon. 

His  sword  was  seen  lo  flash 

Where  the  boldest  deeds  were  done  ; 
But  it  smote  without  a  clash : 

The  stroke  was  heard  by  none ! 
His  voice  was  not  of  ihoso 


When  bannera  caught  the  breeie. 
When  helms  in  aunliehl  shone. 

And  spears  on  Marathon. 
For  sweeping  through  the  &e, 
With  a  fiery  charge  he  bore ; 
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GREEK  FUNERAL  CHANT, 

And  tlie  Mede  lefl  many  a  bow 
On  Ihe  acunding  ocean-shora 

And  the  (baining  waves  eiew  red. 
And  Ihe  saila  were  crowded  fast, 

When  the  sons  of  Asia  fled, 
As  the  Shade  of  Theseus  psss'd ! 


ANCIENT  GREEK  SONG  OF  EXILE, 
fr  with  her  golden  su 


That  feslai  glory  halh  not  pass'd  fioi 
For  me  alone  the  laughing  day  is  doni 
Where  islheaummer  with  her  voice  ui  iimuii 
—Far  in  my  own  bright  land  1 
Whei-e  are  ihe  Fauna  wliose  flute  notes  btealhe  and  dia 

On  the  green  hills  ? — ihe  foiinis,  finm  spany  cavea 
Through  the  wild  places  bearing  melody) 
The  reeds,  low  whi^eiing  o'er  the  nver  wavesl 
— Far  in  my  own  bright  land ! 
Where  are  the  temples,  through  the  dim  wood  shining 

The  virgin-danees  and  the  choral  slrainal 

Where  Ihe  sweet  Biters  of  my  youth,  entwining 

The  Spring's  fitst  rofK3  for  then  sylvan  fanesT 

— Far  in  my  own  bright  land  ! 
Tier* 
The 
rhel;; 

the  tjiue  iii.^„.^,  ^..«  ...^  «... 
)wn  bright  land '. 
Where  the  deep  haunted  grota,  the  lanrel  bowers. 

The  Dryad's  footsteps,  and  the  minstrel's  dreams 
Oh !  that  my  life  were  as  a  SDuthem  flower's '. 
1  might  not  languish  then  by  these  chill  streams, 
Far  from  my  own  bright  land  ! 


GREEK  FUNERAL  CHANT,  OR  MYBIOLOGUE, 

"  Ls3  Chants  Fonebres  pu  lesquels  on  deplore  en  Qr^ce  la  mart  de 

qui  dirail,  Discours  de  lamentation;  coinplaintes.  0n  niafa^  Vienl-ll 
tie  rendrc  le  demise  boupir,  sa  feinnie,  sa  ni«rs,  ses  lilies,  ses  smurs, 

,  I  Qt 


A  wic  was  heard  around  ihe  bod,  the  deathbed  of  the  young, 
Amidst  herlearathe  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful  mother  sung. — 
"lenthia!  dost  thou  sleep! — Thou  aleop'sl ! — but  this  is  not 

the  rest. 
The  breatiiing  and  the  rosy  cahn,  I  have  piliow'd  on  my  breast ! 
I  lull'd  thee  not  to  this  repose,  lanthls !  my  sweet  boh  '. 
Afi  in  thy  glowing  childhood'a  time  by  iwiUght  I  have  done ! 
How  is  it  that  I  bear  to  stand  and  look  upon  the*  now  ? 
And  thai  I  die  not,  seeking  death  on  thy  pale  glorious  brow  ? 

"  I  look  upon  thee,  thou  that  vert  of  aU  most  &ir  and  brare  ! 
I  see  thee  wearina  still  too  much  of  beauty  for  the  grave  I 
Though  moumfiiffy  thy  smile  is  fii'd,  and  heavily  thine  eye 
Haih  shut  above  tns  Sicon-^ance  that  in  it  loved  to  he  ; 

And  fist  is  .bound  the  sptingmg  step,  thni  seem'd  on  breezes 

When  to  thy  eonoh  I  came  and  said, — '  Wake,  hunter,  waite ! 
Yet  art  thou  lovely  still, my  flowfl'!  untoueh'd  i™  slow  decay, — 
And  I,  &e  wiUier'tl  stem,  remain— I  would  that  giief  might 


1  saw  it  in  thy  kindling  ^eek,  and  in  thy  bearing  higti  !- 
A  voice  came  whispentig  to  my  soul,  and  told  me  rhon  must 
die !  [iiig  red. — 

That  thon  must  die,  my  {earless  one '.  where  swords  were  flash- 
Why  doth  a  mother  Uve  to  say — My  first-born  and  my  dead? 
They  t«!l  me  of  thy  youth&l  feme,  they  talk  of  victory  woo — 
Speak  tho>i,  and  I  wiU  hear !  my  ctiild,  lanthia  1  my  sweet  son !" 


=£ett^ 


Couldat  Ihou  depart,  nor  on  my  lips  pour  out  th^  fleeting 
"'  ■'  'Ihtliee  bulinioyjthflt  shoufd  boTe  beenin  deathl 


"  lanthiB !  look's!  thou  not  oQ  me  i"— Can  love  indeed  be  fled  ! 
When  was  it  woe  before  to  gaze  upon  thy  stately  head ! 
I  woald  that  I  had  follow'd  thee,  lanAis,  my  beloved  '■  [proved ! 
And  stood  qe  woman  oft  hath  stood  where  faithful  hearts  are 
That  I  had  bound  a  breastplate  on,  and  battled  at  thy  side- 
It  would  have  been  a  blesfed  thing  tt^ther  had  we  died ! 

"  But  where  wasi  when  diou  didst  Mlbeiealli  the  fatal  sword ! 
Was  I  beside  the  Bparklinglbunt, orat  the  peaceful boord? 
Or  aitiging  some  sweet  song  of  old,  in  the  ffiadow  of  the  vine. 
Or  praying  to  the  siuntB  for  thee,  before  the  holy  shiine  1 
And  thou  wert  lying  low  Uie  while,  the  life-drops  from  thy  heart 
Fast  gushing  like  a  mounlain-apring  !^-and  couldet  thou  thus 
depart?  [bi-eath?— 

.jOuldat  ■*■—  ' '   —  —  —  '■ '  '"—  "--'-- 

Oh!Iw 

"  Yes  I  was  with  thee  when  the  dance  through  mazy  rings  was 

led,  [was  spread! 

And  when  the  lyre  and  voice  were  tuned,  and  when  the  feast 
But  not  where  noble  blood  flo  w'd  ibrth,  where  sounding  javelins 

flew— 
Why  did  I  hear  love's  first  aweet  words,  and  not  its  laffladieul 
What  now  can  breathe  of  gladness  more,— what  scene,  what 

hour,  what  lonel 
The  blue  skies  fede  with  all  llieir  %hfs ;  they  fade,  Mnoe  tiioij 

_^. I  [moved — 


A  wail  was  heard  around  the  bed,  the  dealhbed  of  the  young. 
Amidst  her  teara  the  Funeral  Chant  a  mournful  sister  sung. 
"  lanthis !  brother  of  my  soul !— oh  where  are  now  the  days 
Thai  langh'd  among  the  deep  green  hiila,  on  all  our  inlimt  playa  T 
When  we  two  sported  by  the  streams,  or  traclt'd  them  to  iheir 

And  like  a  stag's,  the  rocks  along,  was  diy  fleet,  fearless  course, 

;  see  the  nines  thei-e  waving  yet,  J  see  tlie  rills  descend, 

I  see  thy  bounding  step  no  more — my  brother  and  ray  friend ! 

"  I  come  with  floweis — for  spruig  is  come !  lanthis !  art  thou 

here? 
I  bring  the  gariands  she  hath  brought,  I  cast  them  on  (hy  bier ! 
Thou  ^ouldst  be  crown'd  with  viotoi-y's  crown— but  oh!  more 

Thefirat  faint  violets  of  flie  wood,  and  lilies  of  the  stream ! 
More  meet  for  one  os  fondly  loved,  and  laid  tliua  early  low — 
A(bs  !  how  sadly  sleeps  thy  6ce  amidst  the  sunshine's  glow : 
The  golden  glow  that  ihrongh  thy  heart  was  wont  sueh  joy  to 
send,-  [friend!" 

Woe !  that  it  smiles,  and  not  for  thee ! — my  brother  and  ray 


'.lO.ggc 


THE  PARTING  SONG. 


mijJem  Greeks  are  accusMQieil  lo  pour  (brth  Iheir  fMlinga 

ding  ferewell  lo  ilieic  counttj'  Dud  fflenils.l 
A  YoiTiH  went  forth  lo  exile,  from  a  home 
Sucb  RS  to  early  Ihonght  gives  images. 
The  longest  treasuredj  and  most  oft  recall'd. 
And  btTghtert  kept,  of  love ;— a  mounliiin  honie, 
That  widi  the  murmui  of  its  rocking  pines 
And  Boimdiiig  imtere,  first  in  childhood's  heart 
Wakea  the  deep  eense  of  nolnre  unto  joy, 
And  half  nnconsEioufl  prayer  ,■— a  Grecisii  home, 
Widi  the  transparence  ofblue  skies  o'erhnng. 
And,  through  tlie  dimness  of  ifa  olive  shades. 
Catching  the  flash  of  Ibimtaiiis,  a:id  the  gleam 
Of  tjiining  pillars  from  the  fanes  of  old. 
And  this  wss  what  he  left !— Yet  mnny  leave 
Far  more ! — the  elistemng  eye,  that  first  trom  theirs 
Call'd  out  the  Boid'H  bright  smile ;  the  gentle  hand, 
Which  through  the  sonediuiB  led  hnh  mfant  steps 
To  where  die  violets  lay ;  the  tender  voice 
That  earliest  taught  them  what  deep  melody 
Lives  in  afleotioiPs  tones. — He  left  not  these, 
Happy  the  weeper,  that  bnt  weeps  to  part 
With  aU  a  motliei'a  love ! — a  bitterer  griel 
Was  his— lo  part  unloved.' — of  her  umoved 
That  should  have  breath'd  upon  his  heart,  like  spring 
Fostering  ite  young  iaint  floweis ! 

Yelhsd  he  friends. 
And  they  went  forth  to  cheer  him  on  his  may 
Unto  the  patting  spot ; — and  she  too  went. 
That  mother,  tearless  lor  her  youneest-born, 
The  parlina  spot  was  reach'd : — a  lone  deep  glen. 
Holy,  percminoe,  of  yore,  for  cave  and  fount 
Weie  there,  and  sweet-voiced  echoes;  and  above. 
The  ailetice  of  the  blue  still  upper  " 
Hong  round  the  crags  of  Findus, 


Th«r  crowning  snows.—Upon  a  rook  he  sprung. 
The  anbeloved  one,  for  his  home  to  gaze 
Through  the  wild  lanrelE  back ;  bnt  Uien  a  light 


,iroud  sadness  of  his  eye, 

A  sudden  quivering  light,  and  i'lom  his  lips 
A  burst  (/pas^onale  song. 

"  Farewell,  ferewell  '■ 
I  hear  thee,  O  thou  rushing  stream !— thou  'rt  from  my  nal 
doll,  rwe 

ThoQ  'rt  bearma  thenes  a  mournful  sound — a  murmur  ot  & 


■«vrii-,y  Google 


And  fere  thee  well — flow  on,  my  stream ! — flow  on  thou  bright 

and  free ! 
I  do  but  dream  that  in  thy  loice  one  tone  laments  for  me ; 
But  I  have  been  a  thing  unloved,  from  childhood's  loving  year's, 
And  therefore  tntns  my  soul  lo  thee,  for  ihou  hast  known  my 

teate!  [known: 

The  mJuatains,  and  the  eaves,  and  thou,  my  aecret  tears  have 
The  woods  can  tell  where  he  hath  wept,  that  ever  wept  alone ! 

"  I  Bee  thee  onco  aaain,  my  home  !  thou'rt  there  amidst  thy 


Theiiourthat  brings  (he  son  ftom  toil,  the  hour  the  mother 
The  hour  the  mother  lovea ! — for  me  beloved  it  hath  not  been ; 
Yet  ever  in  its  purple  emile,  (iottsmilest,  a  blessed  scene! 
Whose  quiet  beauty  o'er  my  soul  through  distant  years  will 

Yet  what  but  as  the  dead,  lo  thee,  diall  I  be  then,  my  home  1 

•'  Not  as  the  dead !— no,  not  the  dead  !— We  speak  of  ihem— 

we  keep  [deep ! 

Their  names,  like  light  fliat  must  not  &de,  within  our  bosoms 

We  hallow  even  the  lyie  they  touch'd,  we  love  the  lay  they 

We  pass  with 
But  1  depart  1 

No  trace  of  sorrow  or  dellslit,  no  memory  of  its  birth ! 
I  go!— theeiJioofthe  rock  a  thousand aongs  may  swell 
When  mine  is  a  ilirgotten  voice— Woods,  mounlaiiiB,  home, 

farewell ! 
"  And  farewell,  mother!— I  have  borne  in  lonely  silence  long, 
Uut  now  the  current  of  my  soul  grows  passionate  and  strong ! 
And  I  will  speak !  though  but  the  wind  that  wanders  through 

the  sky. 
And  but  the  dark,  deep-rustling  pines  and  rolling  streams  reply. 
Yes!  Iwill  speak! — within  my  breast  whate%r  hath  seem'd 

to  be,  [thee ! 

There  lay  a  hidden  fount  of  love,  that  would  have  gu^i'd  foi 
Brightly  It  would  have  gush'd,  but  thou,  my  mother !  thou  hnsi 

Back  on  the  forests  and  the  wilds  what  should  have  been  thine 


Foigiveme  that  thou  couldst  not  love  !— it  may  be,  that  a  tone 

Yet  from  my  burnmg  heart  may  pierce  throogli  tlune,  wiien  I 

am  gone  !  [hast  smd  d. 

And  thou,  perchance,  may'st  weep  for  him  on  whom  thou  ntf  el 


''^'OOgil: 


And  (he  gmve  g^ve  his  birthrighl  bnck  lo  ihj^  ncglect'd  child ! 
Might  bul  my  spirit  then  return,  and  'midat  ila  itindred  dwell, 
An3  qnench  ite  tiiiiat  wilh  love's  free  tears  I — 'Tis  ail  a  dr«iim 
— iarewell  1" 
"  Farewell !" — the  echo  died  with  thai  deep  word ; 
Yet  died  not  bo  the  late  repentant  pang 
By  the  stram  quicken'd  in  the  mother's  breast  1 
lliere  had  pasa'd  many  changes  o'er  het  brow, 
And  cheek,  and  eye ;  but  into  one  bright  flood 
Of  tears  al  last  all  melted ;  and  she  fell 
(ta  the  glad  boaun  of  her  child,  mid  cried, 
"  Retnm,  relutn,  my  son !" — The  echo  can^t 
A  lovelier  sound  than  song,  and  woke  again, 
Hiumnring — "  Retnrn,  my  son !" 


THE  SULIOTE  MOTHER, 


She  Blood  upon  the  loftiest  peak. 

Amidst  the  cleat  blue  sky ; 
A  bitter  smile  was  on  her  cheek. 

And  a  dark  flash  in  her  eye. 


Hast  thou  caught  the  gleani  of  tlie  conqueror's  crest  J 
My  babe,  thatl  cradled  on  my  breast ! 
WouldEt  thou  spring  from  thy  mother's  arms  with  joy  1 
—That  sight  lath  cost  thea  a  fether,  boy !" 

For  in  the  roeky  strait  beneath. 

Lay  Suliote  sii-e  and  son: 
They  had  henp'd  high  the  piles  of  death 

Before  the  pass  was  won. 

"  They  have  cross'd  the  torrsnt,  and  on  they  come, 
Woe  for  the  mountain  hearth  and  home  I 
There,  where  the  hunter  laid  by  hia  spear, 
T2iere,  where  the  lyre  hatli  been  sweet  to  hear, 


if^^aDgl^"^ 


THE  FAuaWELL  TO  TUB  DEAl 

mil  even  tlie  upper  nit  was  Bdrr'd, 
As  cliff  and  hollow  mug. 
"  Hark  !  thev  Wng  mirac,  my  joyous  child ! 
What  aailh  the  trumpet  Id  Suli's  wild ! 
Doth  it  Ughf  thine  eye  with  so  quidc  a  fire, 
Asifataglanceof  ihiufli       ^   *    " 


And  louder  ?weU'd  the  horn. 
And  fiirther  y 
Through  Wi 

"  HeEr*at  thou  the  sound  of  their  aavnge  inirth  ?- 
Boy !  thon  werl  free  wheu  I  gave  thee  birth, — 
Free,  and  how  cherish'd,  my  warrior's  son ! 
He  too  hath  bleBs"d  thee,  bb  I  have  done  I 
Ay,  and  unoliain'd  must  his  Wed  ones  be — 
Freedom,  jonng  Suhote !  for  thee  ami  nie  !'* 
And  from  the  aiTowy  peak  rfie  Bpnmg, 

And  fest  die  fair  child  bore  :— 
A  sell  upon  the  wind  was  flung, 
A  cry — and  all  was  o'er ! 


'HIE  FAREWELL  TO  THE  DEAD, 
lowing  sAsce  U  founded  en  n  beautiful  part  of  lh«  Greek 


Come  near ! — ere  yet  the  dust 
Soil  the  bright  palenese  of  the  settled  hrow. 
Look  on  your  brother ;  and  embrace  him  now. 

In  still  and  solemn  trust! 
Come  near! — once  more  let Jdndred  iipa  be  pr^Es 
On  his  cold  cheek  ;  then  bear  hira  to  ms  reac ! 

Look  yet  on  this  young  face ! 
What  shall  the  beauty,  from  amongst  us  gone. 
Leave  of  its  image,  eves  where  most  it  ^one. 


Came  near,  and  bear  the  t 

Ye  weep,  and  it  is  well ! 
For  tears  befit  earth's  partings  ! — Yesterdai", 
Song  was  upon  the  lips  of  this  pale  clay. 


nCt4»ijM 


MISCCT.l.. 

KE0U9  MECES. 

And  sunshine  seem'd  It.  dwe!i 
Where'er  he  moved— tiie  weicome  ai\d  ihe  blestf  d 
Now  gaae !  and  bear  Ihe  ailent  nnlo  rest ! 

Meelay 
Was  he 

Look  yet  on  him  whuas  eye 

ours  no  more,  in  sadness  or  in  mir^  l 

not  fair  amidst  the  sons  of  earth. 

How  may  the  mother's  heart 
Dwell  on  her  son,  ond  dare  to  hope  again? 
The  Sprino's  rich  promise  hath  been  given  in  vain, 

The  lovely  must  depart '. 
Is  he  not  gone,  onr  brightest  and  our  best  I 
Come  near !  and  bear  the  eiiriy  call'd  to  rest !  _. 

Look  on  liim  !  Is  he  laid 
To  slumber  from  the  harvest  or  the  chase  ? — 
Too  still  and  sad  the  smile  upon  his  £ice  ; 

Yet  that,  even  feat  mneS  fnAp  \ 

nclianged  his  taireat  aueat  !— 
HiB  mortal  to  hia  ret^cT 

His  voice  of  mirth  hath  ceased 
Amidst  the  vineyards!  there  is  left  no  place 
For  him  whose  auat  receives  your  vain  enibraoa, 

At  the  gay  biidal  teost ! 
Earth  must  take  earth  to  moulder  on  her  breast ; 
Come  near  I  weap  o'er  hun !  bear  him  to  his  rest  I 

Yet  mourn  ye  not  as  they 
Whose  pint's  hght  is  quendi'd  !~for  him  the  past 
Is  seal'd.    He  may  not  iiill,  he  may  not  cast 

His  bir^-tight's  hope  away ! 
All  is  not  here  of  oar  beloved  and  bless'd— 
JJeavs  ye  the  sleeper  with  his  God  to  rest ! 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 


THE  TEEASUBES  OF  THE  DEEP,* 

What  bidest  thou  in  thy  treasure-caves  and  cells  I 
Thou  hollow-sounding  and  mysterious  main  !•— 

Pale  glistening  pearls,  and  rainboiv-colot'd  shells, 
Bright  things  which  gleam  ura'eok'd  ofand  in  vain 

Keep,  keep  thy  riches,  melanoholv  sea  \ 
We  ask  not  such  from  thee. 


.■.;ii:;C(.vo'|TP" 


BRING  FLOWERS. 


n  tViovisond  roysl  Argosies  !- 
iiy  Epoils,  thou  wild  anawnil'-'^ 
Eaiih  claima  not  tJiese  agaii 

le  depths  have  more ! — thy  w 
cities  oCa  world  sone  bvl 


Sand  hath  lill'd  up  the  pali 


'orld  ffone  bv ! 

-■- --  ---Id; 


. .  _  o'ergrown  the  halls  of  revelry. — 
ic  them,  ocean !  in  thy  soorolul  pluy '. 
Man  yiatils  them  to  decay. 


Yetm 


w  the  hooming  i 

The  bottle-thundBiB  will  not  break  theiv  rest.— 

Keep  thy  red  gold  atid  gems,  thou  elonny  grave ! 

Give  back  the  true  and  brave! 

ffive  back  the  Icat  and  louely  ! — those  for  whom 
The  place  was  kept  at  board  and  hear^  so  long ! 

The  prayer  went  up  through  mjdnisht's  breatbleaa  gloo 
And  the  vain  yearning  woke  'midst  festal  song  ', 

Hold  ftat  thy  buried  isles,  ihv  toweis  o'eithrown — 
But  alls  not  tbiiSeoivn. 

To  thee  the  love  of  woman  hath  gone  down. 
Dark  flow  thy  tides  o'er  manhood's  noble  head. 

D'er  youth's  bright  locks,  and  beauty's  flowciy  crown  ; 
Yet  must  thoa  hear  a  voice— Restore  the  dead  ! 

Earth  shall  reclaim  her  precious  things  from  tliee  '. — 
Restore  the  dead,  thou  sea ! 


BRING  FLOWERS. 


Bking  flowers,  young  flowers,  for  the  festal  board. 
To  wreath  the  cup  ere  the  wuie  is  poni'd  : 
Brmg  flowera !  they  are  springmg  in  wood  and  vali 
Their  breath  floats  out  on  the  southern  ealo  : 
And  (he  touch  of  the  sunbeam  hath  waked  the  rose 
To  deck  the  hall  where  the  bright  wme  floH-a. 

Bring  floweis  to  strew  in  the  conqueror's 

He  hath  shaken  thrones  with  his  si 

He  cornea  with  the  spoils  of  natioiu  . 

The  vines  lie  cruah'd  in  his  chariot's _. 

The  turf  looks  led  where  he  won  tlie  day —   , 
Bring  flowcra  to  die  in  the  conqueror's  way ! 


riot's  track, 


iiGaaal 


Bring  flowers  lo  the  ca^itive's  lonely  cell. 
They  have  tales  of  the  joyous  wooda  to  tell ; 
Of  ths  free  blae  stieBJiia,  and  the  glowing  sky, 
And  the  bright  worid  shut  fi-om  hts  languid  eye ; 


_  _  IS  leaving  the  home  of  herchitdhood's  mirth, 
She  hath  bid  feirewell  to  her  fethev's  heailh, 
Her  place  is  now  by  another's  side— 
Bring  flowejs  for  the  locks  of  the  iait  young  bride ! 
Biing  fioweiB,  pale  flowers,  o'er  the  bier  to  shed. 


'b  isst  gift — bring  ye  flowers,  pale  flowers  '. 
Bring  flowers  to  the  shrine  where  we  kneel  in  prayer. 
They  are  nature's  ofi*ering,  their  place  is  tliere .' 
They  epeak  ofhope  to  the  fainting  heart, 
With  a  voice  of  iwomise  they  come  and  part, 
■They  sleep  in  dust  through  the  wintry  houis. 
They  break  forth  in  glory— bring  flowers,  bright  flowers ! 


THE  CRUSADER'S  RETURN. 


Rest,  pilgrim,  rest ! — thoo'rt  Ii™n  the  Syrian  land, 

Thou'rt  from  the  wild  and  wondrous  eoat,  1  know 
By  the  long-wilher'd  palm-branch  in  thy  hand. 

And  by  the  darkness  of  thy  sunburnt  brow. 
Atas !  the  btlght,  the  beautiful,  who  part 

So  full  of  hope,  for  that  far  country  s  bourne ! 
Alas !  the  weary  ajid  tlie  changed  in  heart. 

And  dimm'd  in  aspect,  who  like  thee  return ! 
Thou'rt  (aint — stay,  rest  thee  from  thy  toils  at  last : 

•Throrigli  the  high  cheetnuls  lightly  plays  the  breeze. 
The  stars  gleam  out,  the  Ave  hour  is  past, 

"The  sailor's  hymn  hath  died  along  the  ebhb. 
Thou'rt  faint  and  worn — hear'st  thou  the  fountain  welling 

By  the  grey  pillars  ofj^in  ruin'd  shrine ! 
Seest  thou  the  dewy  grapes  before  thee  swelling  1 
-He  that  hath  left  me  traiii'd  ^at  loaded  vme  ! 


■«vrii-,y  Google 


THE  CKCTBADEK'S  J1ET0RN. 

He  was  a  child  when  thus  the  bower  he  move, 

(Oh  1  hath  a  day  lied  since  hia  childhood's  time !) 
Thai  I  might  at  and  bear  the  sound  I  love, 

Beneath  its  shade — liie  eonvenl'e  vesper-chime. 
And  SLL  thou  thers ! — for  he  was  gentle  ever, 

With  his  glad  voice  he  wonld  have  welcomed  thee, 
And  broD^t  fresh  fniiffl  to  cool  thy  poreh'd  hps'  fever — 

There  in  hia  place  tliou'rt  resting — where  is  he) 
If  I  could  hear  that  laughing  voice  again, 

Bui  once  again ! — how  oft  it  wanders  hy. 
In  the  still  houis,  like  some  remember'd  strain, 

Troubling  the  haart  with  ifs  wild  melody  !— 
Thou  hast  seau  much,  ticed  pilgrim !  hast  thou  seei'. 

In  that  fer  land;  the  chosen  land  of  yore, 
K  youth — ray  Guido — with  the  Bery  mien 

And  the  dark  eye  of  this  Italian  shore  ? 
Tlie  dork,  clear,  lightning  eye  ! — on  heaven  and  eardi 

II  smiled — as  if  man  n-ere  not  dnst  it  rniiled  I 
The  veiT  air  seem'd  kindling  with  his  mirSh, 

And  f— my  heart  erew  young  before  my  child! 
My  blessed  child  l—fhad  but  him— yet  he 
__  Fill'd  all  my  home  even  with  o'emowmg  jo 


His  sunny  childhood  melted  &om  my  sight, 

Like  a  spring  dew-drop— then  his  forehead  wore 
A  prondar  look— his  eye  a  keener  light — 

I  knew  these  woods  might  be  his  world  no  more  ! 
He  loved  me — bat  he  left  me  !— thus  they  go 

Whom  WB  have  rear'd,  wateh'd,  bless  d,  too  much  adored  t 
He  heard  the  trumpet  of  the  Red-Cross  blow. 

And  hounded  from  me  with  bis  father's  swoi'd  ! 
ThoB  weep'st — I  tremble — thou  hast  seen  the  slain 

Prefdng  a  bloody  turf;  the  young  and  feir. 


e  hosts  have  met — spent !  answer  l — was  he  there  1 

„ ^di  his  smile  departed?— Could  the  grave 

Shut  o'er  those  bursts  of  bright  and  tEUneles  glee  ? — 

™™)t  be ! 
Still  weep'st  thou,  wand'rer  ? — some  fond  mother's  glaneo 

O'er  thee,  too,  brooded  in  thine  early  years— 
Think'at  thou  of  her,  whose  gentle  eye,  perclinnce. 

Bathed  all  thy  feded  hair  with  parting  teara? 
Speak,  for  thy  tears  distuih  me !— what  art  ihou  1 

Why  dost  thou  hide  thy  face,  yet  weeping  on  J 
Look  up ! — oh !  is  it— that  wan  cheek  and  brow ! — 

Is  it— alas !  yet  joy !— my  son,  my  son ! 


.^i^oo^le' 


ms  PIECES. 
THEKLA'S  SONG;   OR,  THE  VOICE  OF  A  SPIKIT 


Asc'sT  thou  my  homel — niypatiiway  would'st  thou  kiio 
When  from  Ihina  eye  my  floating  ehadow  paea'd  1 

Wbs  not  my  work  fiilnll'd  and  closed  below  f 
Had  I  not  lived  and  loved ! — my  lot  waa  cast, 

Would'at  thovi  ask  where  the  nightingale  is  gone, 


Thmk'at  thou  my  heart  ita  lost  one  iinth  ni 

Where'nT"  """"""" 

Where 
There  sknlt  thou  find  ns,  there  with  ne  be  hicst, 

Tf,  aa  our  love,  (Ay  love  ia  pure  and  true  1 
There  dwells  my  lather,*  siniesa  and  at  rest. 

Where  the  fierce  murd'rer  may  no  more  pursue. 
And  well  he  feela,  no  error  of  the  dust 

Draw  to  the  stars  of  heaven  his  mortal  ken. 
There  il  is  with  us,  even  as  is  our  trust. 

He  thai  believes,  te  near  the  holy  iken. 


THE  REVELLERS, 

J .'ds ! — ling  out  again ! 

er  still,  and  a  gilder  strain ! 


i.Gl.HJ'^ttr" 


E  BEVBLLKR9. 


-      -  .  aigll 

In  a  gauae  of  the  Ihriliing  melody! 
And  it  is  not  well  that  woe  ehould  breathe 
On  the  bright  spriog-floweiH  of  the  fesld  wreath 
Ye  that  to  thought  or  to  grief  belong. 

Leave,  leave  the  hall  dlsong! 
Riiie,  joyous  chords ! — but  who  art  thoa 
With  the  shadowy  locks  o'er  thy  pale  young  bio' 
And  the  world  of^dreamy  gloom  that  lies 
In  the  misty  deptha  of  thy  soft  dai-k  eyes  ! 
Thou  hast  loyed,  fair  girl !  Ihou  hast  loved  too  w 
Thou  art  ijiounung  now  o'er  a  broken  apell ; 
Thou  hast  pouc'd  thy  heart's  rich  treasures  forth. 
And  art  unrepaid  for  their  prioelesa  worth ! 
Mourn  on !— jst  come  Ihou  not  Jiere  the  while, 
It  is  but  a  pain  losee  thes  smile! 

is"  flee! 

_ _iit  dost  thou  with 

A  silveiy  voice  through  the  soil  au-  Hoats, 
But  lliou  hast  no  part  in  the  gladd'ning  notes ; 
There  are  bright  young  feces  that  pass  thee  by. 
But  they  fix  no  glance  of  thy  wandering  eye ! 
Away,  there's  a  void  m.  thy  ycBtning  breast. 
Thou  weary  tnan !  wilt  then  Sere  find  rest? 
Away !  for  thy  thonghls  from  the  scene  hath  fled. 
And  the  love  of  thy  spirit  ia  with  the  dead ! 
Thou  art  but  more  lone  'midst  the  sounds  of  mirth, 

Back  to  thy  silent  hearth '. 
Ring,  joyous  chords ! — ring  forth  again ! 
A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain.!—. 
But  tlum,  though  a  reckless  mien  he  thine. 
And  thy  cup  be  crown'd  with  the  Naming  wine. 
By  the  Sliiil  bursts  of  thy  laughter  loud, 
By  4dne  eye's  quick  flash  tinongh  its  troubled  cloud, 
I  know  -thee !  it  is  but  the  wakeful  tear 
Of  a  haunted  bosom  tliat  brings  thee  here  ! 
I  know  thee ! — thou  fearest  th^  solemn  ni^l. 
With  bet  piercing  ^ars  and  her  deep  wind's  might  ( 
There's  a  tone  in  her  voice  which  thou  fain  would'st  sh 
For  it  aelia  what  the  secret  soul  hath  done  I 
And  thou — there'a  a  dark  weight  on  thine— away  !— 

Back  to  thy  home,  and  piay ! 
Ring  joyous  chords !    rina  out  again! 
A  swifter  still,  and  a  wilder  strain  I 


Ua  JrlIS013I,L.-\N'EQU3  PIECES, 

And  brinp:  ire^  wreathe  I — we  will  bBniah  all 
Save  the  ftee  in  heail  from  our  festive  halL 
On !  thtoagh  the  maze  of  the  fleet  dance,  on  !— 
But  where  are  the  yonng  End  the  lovely  1 — gone ! 
Where  are  die  browa  wirh  the  Red  Cinss  crown'd. 
And  the  floating  forms  with  the  bright  zone  bound  T 
And  the  waving  loeka  and  the  flying  feet, 
That  still  should  be  where  the  matlSid  meet  1 — 
They  are  gone— they  are  fied— they  are  parted  all— 
Alas!  the  torsaken  hall ! 


THE  CONQUSROR'S  SLEEP. 

Sleep  'midst  thy  banners  fiiil'd  1 
Yes!  thou  art  there,  upon  thy  buckler  lying, 
With  the  soft  wind  uiitek  around  thee  sighing, 
Thou  chief  of  hosts,  whose  trumpet  shBkes  the  world ! 
Sleep  while  the  babe  sleepa  on  its  mother's  breast — 
Oh  J  strong  is  night— lor  thou  too  art  at  rest ! 

Sminess  hath  smootb'd  Ihy  brow. 
And  now  might  love  keep  liinid  vi^ls  by  thee. 
Now  mi^t  the  foe  with  stealthy  fuot  draw  nigh  thee. 
Alike  uueonsdouB  and  defenceless  thou '. 
Tread  li^tly,  watchers ! — now  the  field  is  won, 


ck  from  the  stormy  fight  thy  soul  is  bearl 
the  green  places  of  thy  boyish  daring, 
id  all  the  windhi^s  of  thy  native  stream ; 
hff.  this  wei-e  iov! — uuon  the  tented  olaii 


Break  not  tiie  rest  of  Nature's  weary  s( 

Perehanceso. ., 

Back  from  the  stormy  fight  thy  soul  is  bearing, 

Tothegr ' '^.f-'—.-i.  j-:— 

And  all  tl. 
Why,  tlus  w 
"    unon,tt 

But  thou  wilt  wake  at  mom, 
With  tiiy  strong  passions  to  the  conflict  leaping, 
And  Ihy  dark  troubled  thoughts  all  earth  o'ersweeping  ; 
So  wilt  Ihon  rise,  oh !  thou  of  woman  bom ! 
And  put  thy  terrora  on.  till  none  may  dare 
Look  upon  thee — tlie  tired  one,  slumbering  there  1 


Shalt  thou  be  siay'd  because  thy  brodier  weeps  1 — 
Wake  !  and  forget  that  'midat  a  dreaming  world, 
•Thou  hast  lahi  thus,  with  all  thy  bannersliul'd ! 

Forget  that  thon,  even  ihou, 
Hast  feebly  shiver'd  when  the  wind  pass'd  o'er  thee 
And  sunk  to  rest  upon  the  earth  which  bore  thee. 


And  felt  the  night-dew  chill  thy  fever'd  hi 
Wake  with  the  trumpet,  with  the  spear  pr 
tet  shall  the  dust  take  home  its  mortal  sc 


r^TO^ 


OUR  LADY'S  WELL,* 

Fount  of  the  woods:  Ihou  ait  hid  no  more, 
From  heaven's  clear  eye,  as  in  time  of  yore. 
For  the  roof  hath  sunk  from  ihy  moesy  walla, 
And  the  sun's  free  glance  on  thy  duniber  feiis ; 
And  Ihe  dim  tree-shadowa  across  tliee  paes, 
Ab  Ihe  boughs  are  sway'd  o'er  thy  silvery  glass ; 
And  the  reddening  leaves  to  thy  breaflt  are  blown, 
When  the  autumn  wind  hath  a  slormy  tone  : 
And  thy  bubbles  rise  to  Ihe  flashing  rain — 
Bright  Fount  I  thou  ait  nature's  own  again  ! 

Fount  of  the  vale  !  thou  art  sought  no  more 
By  the  pilgrim's  foot,  as  in  time  of  yore, 
When  he  came  from  afkr,  his  bead?  to  tell, 
And  to  chant  his  hymn  at.Our  Lady's  Well. 
There  is  heard  no  Ave  through  ihy  bowers. 
Thou  art  gleaming  lone  'midst  thy  water-flowers ! 
But  the  herd  may  drink  ftom  thy  — ••■ 


Bright  1  outit  I  (hou  art  nature  a  own  again  ! 

Fount  of  the  Virgin's  ruin'd  shrine  ! 

A  voice  that  speaks  of  the  past  is  thine ! 

If  mingleB  the  lone  of  a  thoughtfiil  sigh, 

With  the  notes  that  ring  tiirough  the  laughing  aky ; 

'Midst  the  mkthfiil  song  of  the  aumnier  bird, 

And  the  sound  oK  the  breeze,  it  will  yet  be  heard  1 

Why  is  it  that  thus  we  may  gaze  on  thee, 

To  the  brilliant  sunshine  sparkling  fiee  1 — 

'Tis  that  all  on  earth  is  of  Time't  domain — 

He  l^th  mode  thee  nature's  own  again ! 

Fount  of  the  clinpel  with  ages  grey ! 
Thou  art  springing  freshly  amidst  decay  ; 
Thy  rites  are  closed,  and  thy  crosa  lies  low. 
And  the  changeful  hours  breathe  o'er  thee  now : 
Yet  if  at  thine  altar  one  holy  thought 
In  man's  deep  spirit  of  old  hath  wrought  j 
If  peace  to  tlie  moumsr  hath  here  been  given. 
Or  prayer,  from  a  chastened  heart,  to  Heaven- 
Be  the  ^ot  Btin  hallow'd  while  Time  shall  reign. 
Who  hath  made  thee  nature's  own  again ! 


atSL  Asaph,  forn 
^1  of  pilgrims. 
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MISCHLLANEODS  PI 


THi;  PARTING  OF  SUMMER. 

THotfaT  bearing  hence  thy  roses. 

Glad  snmmer,  fare  thee  well ! 
Thou'rt  singing  Ihy  last  melodies 

111  every  wood  and  dell. 
But  ero  the  golden  sunaet. 

Of  thy  laleat  lingering  day, 
Ohi  tell  me,  o'er  this  ciieqnered  earth. 

How  haat  thon  paaa'd  away  ? 
BriBhtly,  sweet  Summer !  hrightly 

Thine  houis  have  floated  by. 
To  the  joyous  birds  of  the  woodland  boughs. 

The  rangers  of  the  aliy. 
And  brightly  in  the  forests, 

To  the  wild  deer  wajideiiiig  fies  ; 
And  brightly  'midet  the  garden  flowers, 

Is  thenappy  mnrmnring  bee  : 
But  how  to  hnmnii  bosoms, 

With  all  their  hopes  and  feats. 
And  thoughts  that  make  them  eagle-wings. 

To  pierce  the  unborn  years  ? 
Sweet  Slimmer !  to  the  captive 

Thou  hast  flowu  in  baming  dreams 
Of  the  woods,  with  all  their  whispering  leaves 

And  the  blue  rejoicing  streams ; — 
To  the  wasted  and  the  weary 

On  the  bed  of  sicltness  bound, 
In  swifs  deiiiious  fenlasiea, 

That  changed  witli  every  sound  ;— 
To  the  sailor  on  the  billows, 

In  longings  wild  and  vain. 
For  the  eushing  founts  and  breeiy  hills. 

And  the  homes  of  earth  again ! 
And  nnlome.glad  Summer! 

How  hast  Ihou  flown  to  me  ? 
jlfe  chainlesa  footstep  nought  halh  kepi 

From  thy  haunts  of  song  and  glee. 
Thon  hast  flown  in  wayward  visions. 

In  memories  of  flie  dead- 
la  ^adows  from  a  troubled  iieart. 

O'er  thy  sunny  pathway  shed ; 
In  brief  and  sndden  strivinga 

To  flmg  a  weiaht  aside— 
Midst  these  thy  melodiee  have  ceased. 

And  all  thy  roses  died. 


i,,GtH)^le 


But  oh !  thoa  genlle  Sumniet '. 

If  I  greet  ihy  flowers  once  m. 
BriM  me  again  ihe  buoyancy 

WTieMwiai  my  eonl  should  eo 
Give  me  to  hail  thy  sunshine, 

With  song  and  epitil  free  ; 
Or  in  a  purer  nir  than  this 

May  that  nest  raeedng  be ! 


THE  SONGS  OF  OUR  FATHERS. 


Smo  them  upon  the  saniiy  hills 
Wlien  days  are  long  and  btlght. 

And  the  blue  gleam  oT  shinmg  rilla 
la  loveliest  lo  ihe  sight! 

Sing  them  along  the  misly  moor. 
Where  ancient  hnnteiB  roved 


The  songe  their  souls  rejoiced  to  hear 

When  harps  were  in  the  hall. 
And  each  proud  note  made  lance  and  eoear 

Thrill  on  the  bannet'd  ^vall : 
The  songs  that  through  our  valleys  green, 

Sent  on  from  age  to  age, 
X-ike  biB  own  river's  voice,  have  been 

The  peasant's  heritage. 
The  reaper  smga  them  when  the  vale 

Is  iili'd  with  plumy  sheaves ; 
The  woodman,  by  iHe  slarlight  pale, 


A  memory  of  the  gentle  dead, 
A  lingering  speir  of  love. 

Murmuring  the  names  of  mighty  m 
They  hid  our  streams  roll  on, 

And  hnk  high  Iboughts  to  every  gle 
Where  valiant  deeds  were  done. 


^TCJUDgte 


Teach  them  your  children  round  the  hearth. 

When  evening  fires  bum  clear. 
And  in  the  Helds  of  harvest  mirth. 

And  on  the  tiilla  of  deer : 
So  shall  each  unlbrgoMen  word, 

When  far  those  loved  ones  roam, 
Csil  back  the  heatls  which  once  it  slirr'd 

To  childhood's  holy  home. 
The  green  woods  of  their  native  land 

Shall  wbispei'  in  the  strain. 
The  voices  of  their  bousehold  band 

Shall  breathe  Iheir  names  again ; 
The  heathery  heights  in  -------  ---- 


Where,  like  the  stag,  they  roved- 

■^ing  to  your  sons  those  melodies, 

lie  Bongs  your  fiithera  loved ! 


THE  WORLD  m  THE  OPEN  AIR. 


Come  to  the  woods,  in  whose  mossy  dells 

A  light  all  made  for  the  poet  dwells  ; 

A  1^1,  color'd  softly  by  lender  leaves. 

Whence  the  primrose  a  mellower  glow  receives. 

The  fltock-dove  is  thera  in  the  becchen  tree. 

And  Ihe  lallmg  tone  of  the  honey-bee ; 

And  the  voice  of  cool  waters  'midst  feathery  fern. 

Shedding  sweet  sounds  fiom  some  hidden  um. 

There  ie  life,  there  is  j;outh,  there  is  lameless  mirth, 

Wheie  the  slteams,  with  the  lilies  they  wear,  have  binh  ; 

TheCB  is  peace  where  the  aldeia  are  whispeiine  low : 

Come  Horn  man's  dwellings  with  all  their  woeT 

Yea  1  we  will  come — we  will  leave  behind 

The  homes  and  the  sorrows  of  human  kind : 

It  is  well  to  rove  mhere  the  river  leads 


And  to   

And  to  hear  the  gushing  of  gentle  springs, 
Where  the  hearlhas  been  fretted  by  worldly  st 
And  to  watch  the  colors  that  flit  and  pass, 
With  inseot-wings,  through  the  wavy  gisss; 
And  the  silvery  gleams  o^r  tlie  nsh-tree's  bar 
Boriie  in  with  a  breeze  ihrougli  ihc  foliage  do' 


rGcKit^'- 


KINDRi;!)  HEARTS 


But  if  by  the  tbrest  biijok  w 
A  line  iQte  the  patliway  of  1 
li,  'midst  the  hills,  in  some  lonely  sf 


pathway  of  former  leel  j- 


We  reach  the  grey  tt 
If  the  cell,  where  a  hermit  of  old  hath  pray'd. 
Lift  up  its  croaa  through  the  solemn  shade  ; — 
Of*if  some  nook  where  the  wild  flowers  wave. 
Bear  token  aad  of  a  mortal  grave, — 
Doubt  not  but  there  will  our  steps  be  Blay'd, 
There  our  quick  spirits  awhile  delay'd  ; 
Thsre  will  thought  fis  onr  inipa^ent  eyes. 
And  win  back  onr  hearts  to  fheir  sympathies. 
For  what,  though  the  mountains  and  skies  be  Mr, 
Steep'd  in  soft  hues  of  the  Summer-air,— 
'Tis  the  soul  of  man,  by  its  hroes  and  dreams, 
That  lights  up  all  nature  with  living  gleams. 
Where  it  liath  suffer'd  and  nobly  striven. 
Where  ilhalh  pour'd  forth  ils  vows  to  heaven; 
Where  to  repose  it  hath  bristly  pass'd. 
O'er  this  green  earth  there  la  gloiy  cast. 


KliNDRED  HEARTS. 
Oh  !  ask  not,  hope  thou  not  too  much 

Of  sympathy  below ; 
Few  are  the  hearts  whence  one  same  touch 

Bids  the  sweet  tountaiuB  flow : 
Few — and  by  slill  conflicting  powers 

Forbidden  here  to  meet— 
Soeh  ties  would  nialtt  this  hfe  of  oars 

Too  fair  for  aught  so  fleet. 
It  may  he,  that  thy  brother's  eye 

Sees  not  as  thine,  which  turns 
In  sutji  deep  reverence  to  the  sky, 

Where  the  rich  sunset  bums : 
It  may  be,  that  the  breath  of  spiing, 

Born  amidst  violets  lone, 
A  rapture  o'er  thy  siiul  can  bring — 

A  dream,  to  hie  unknown. 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES 

Tlie  lune  that  speaka  of  oilier  times— 

A  aonowiiil  ilelight ! 
The  melody  of  dielact  chimes, 

The  EOuDcl  of  wBvea  by  night, 
The  wind  that,  with  so  many  a  tone. 

Some  chord  within  can  thnll, — 
These  may  have  langunge  all  thine  owt 

To  Mm  a  myetery  etill. 
Yet  seom  thou  not,  for  this,  the  true 

And  steadfast  love  of  j;eai3 ; 
The  kindly,  that  from  childhood  grew, 

The  feithful  to  thy  terns'. 
If  there  ba  one  thai  o'er  the 

Hatf  *     ■ 
Andw 


erfloweiB  of  on 

With  the  same  hreeze  that  bend. 

For  that  full  bliss  of  thought  allied. 
Never  to  mortals  given, — 

Oh  I  lay  thy  lovely  dreama  aside. 
Or  Uft  them  unto  Heaven. 


THE  TRAVELLER  AT  THE  SOURCE  Of  T 

Ih  sunaet's  light,  o'er  Airic  tlirown, 

A  wanderer  proudly  stood 
Beside  the  welf-sptiLig,  deep  and  lone 


He  heard  ifa  life's  first  muimuring  sound 

A  music  sought,  but  never  found 

By  kings  and  warriors  gone ; 
He  listen^ — and  his  heart  beat  high — 
That  was  the  song  of  victoiy ! 
The  rapture  of  a  conqneror's  mood 

Rush  d  burning  through  his  frame, — 
The  depths  of  that  green  solitude 

Though  stillness  lay,  with  eve's  last  smile — 
Round  those  far  fountains  of  the  Nile, 
Night  came  with  stars  :-^croBS  his  soul 
There  swept  a  sudden  change ; 


E'en  at  the  pilgrim'B  glorious  goal 

A  ahadow  dark  and  strange 
Bicathed  from  the  thought,  bo  awift  to  M 
O'er  triumph's  hour — and  is  this  ail  ?* 


Bathed  hia  own  n 

ountainland! 

Whence,  far  o'er  V 

sle  and  ooean  Uack 

Their  wUd.  sweet  V 

oiues  CKll'd  him  back 

They  cali'd  him  back  to  many  a  glaile, 

HiB  childhood's  haunt  of  play. 
Where  brightly  through  the  beechen  shade 

Their  waters  glanced  away 
They  cali'd  him,  with  their  sounding  waves. 
Back  to  bis  father's  hills  and  graves. 

But,  darkly  uimgUng  with  the  thought 

Ctf  each  fiimihur  scene. 
Rose  up  a  fearful  vision,  ftauaht 

With  all  that  lay  between; 
The  Arab's  lance,  the  deserfs  gloom. 
The  whirling  sands,  the  red  simoom  ! 

Where  was  the  glow  of  power  and  pride  1 

The  spirit  bom  to  roam? 
His  aller'd  heart  within  him  died 


He  wept — the  BtniB  of  Afric's  heaven 

Behold  hia  bursluig  tears, 
E'en  on  that  spot  where  fate  had  ^en 

""  '      toiling  years ! — 


imph  10  despoodency,  is  given  in  Bruca?  AbyMlnlan  Travel!     The 

vaa  almost  louuedlaielf  Buc«eeded  by  a  gloom,  which  li6  thua  pnr 
raya ;— "  I  was,  at  Uial  very  rBoment,  In  poaieirion  of  what  had  for 
oany years  beentba  ^InidpalohiecIcd'niyBmbillonBiid  wishes,  in- 
lia^runcB,  which,  than  the  naiialliifirmUj'ofliUDHiliuiInTe.tbJIans. 


atrUtingoiijecIliiniys^ht.  Ireme 
iveed.  Clyde,  and  Annan,  rise  in  one  hHl.  I  b^n,  In  my  aorro 
dislempeted  ftney." 


I,  God^L 


MIS  CELL  ANEODS  PIECES. 

CASABIANCA* 
The  boy  Btood  on  (he  burning  deck 

Whence  all  but  he  had  fled; 
The  flame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck, 

ShoiiB  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 
Yet  beaotiM  and  bright  he  Blood, 

As  born  to  rule  the  storm ; 
A  orealure  of  heroic  bloody 

A  proud,  though  child-like  form. 
The  flames  roll'd  on — he  would  not  go 

Without  hia  Father's  word ; 
That  Father,  ftint  ia  death  below. 

His  voice  no  longer  heard. 
He  eall'd  aload  :— "  Say,  Fatiier  Bay, 

If  yet  my  task  ia  done?' 
He  knew  not  ^at  the  chieiiatn  lay 

Unoonaciona  of  his  son. 
"  Speak,  Father  I"  once  again  he  cried, 

"Ifl  may  yet  be  gone!" 
And  but  the  booming  shols  replied. 

And  fast  the  flames  roll'd  on. 
Upon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath. 


■-■  'FntliP..  .,.„.,„,„,  . 
.  —  ....11  &at,  throuflh  sail  and  shroud. 

The  wreathing  fires  made  way. 
They  wrapt  the  ship  in  splendor  wild. 

They  caught  the  ilag  on  high, 
And  slream'd  above  the  gallant  child, 

Like  banners  in  the  slty. 
There  came  a  burst  ofllnmder  sound — 

The  boy — oli !  where  was  he  1 
Ask  of  the  winds  that  &r  araund 

With  fragmenla  atrew'd  the  sea ! — 
With  mast,  and  helm,  and  pennon  fair. 

That  well  had  borne  ibeir  part- 
But  the  nobJeHl  thing  which  perish'd  there 

Was  lhat~yonng  teith&l  heart  1 
un^Cteaa^nca,  a  boy  about 


Admiral  of  the  Orient,  teouiinsd  at  bis  wut,  (lu  Ihi 
Nile,)  aner  Ihe  ship  had  laliEn  Ri«  and  all  Uw  guns 
doned ;  and  perished  in  the  £:^pLosLDa  of  the  vessel,  n 
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-DAILY  PATHS. 


THE  DIAL  OF  FLOWERS' 

'TwAS  a,  lovely  ihoiight  to  maik  the  hoow, 

As  they  floated  in  light  away, 
Ey  the  opening  and  the  iolding  iTowere, 

That  laugh  to  the  eummePa  day. 
Thus  had  each  momenl  ils  own  rich  hne, 

And  ifs  graceful  cup  and  bell. 
In  whose  color'd  vase  mi^t  sleep  ihe  dew. 

Like  a  pearl  in  an  oceau-^i^. 
To  Bnch  aweet  aigijB  might  the  time  have  How'it 

In  a  golden  turtenl  on, 

ec  abode, 
gone. 
So  might  ihe  days  have  been  biighlly  told— 

Those  dajra  of  song  and  dreams — 
When  ^epherds  gatber'd  iheir  floois  of  old 

By  ihe  blue  .^x^adian  stieama. 


Has  sought,  but  still  in 

itg  teal  flight, 


OUR  DAILY  FATHS.+ 


Tht^e's  beautjr  all  oround  out  paths,  if  but  out  walchful  eyes, 
Caiitraceit'midslikmiliarlhjnga,  and  through  their  lowly  giuaa ; 


oura  bj  the  ogiGnLDg  and  closinE,  u  reguJiu-  InBrvaia,  01 
t  This  little  poBin  derives  an  addllfonal  interest  (bom 


r-S^»egjc 


558  MISCELLAKEOt-S  PIECES. 

We  may  fiiiii  it  where  a  hedge-row  showers  its  bloBsomH  o'er 
Or  a  cottage  window  sparkles  inlh  in  the  last  red  light  of  day. 
We  may  find  it  whei-e  a  spring  shines  clear  beneath  an  aged 
iree,  .  [by  the  bee  ; 

With  the  foxdove  o'er  the  water's  gla?s,  borae  downwards 
Or  where  a  awili;  and  aunny  gleam  on  Ae  birchen  stem  is  thrown, 
Aa  asoft  wind  playing  parts  the  leavea,  in  copses  green  and  lone. 


While  soft  on  icy  pool  and  stresm  their  pencil'd  sliadows  lie, 
When  we  look  upon  their  tracery,  by  the  fairy  frostwork  bound, 
Whence  the  ihlliag  redbreast  shakes  a  shower  of  ci-ystiils  to 

the  ground. 
Yes !  beauty  dwells  in  all  our  paths— but  sorrow  too  is  there  ; 
How  ott  some  cloud  within  nsdimsthehciehl.stiUsummerBU'! 
When  we  carry  our  siek  hearts  abroad  amidst  the  joyous  thin^ 
■Thai  through  tlie  lealy  places  glance  on  many-color'd  wings, 
With  shadows  &om  the  past  we  fill  the  happy  woodlond  shades. 
And  a  mournful  memory  of  ^  dead  is  wiA  us  in  the  gladea ; 
And  our  dream-like  fancies  lend  the  wmd  an  echo's  plaintive 
Of  voices,  and  ot  melodies,  and  of  silvery  laughter  gone.  [lone 
But  are  we  free  to  do  even  thus — to  wander  as  we  will — 
Bearing  sad  visions  through  the  grove,  and  o'er  llie  breezy  hill  ? 

M(B.  HeniBDi'a  pnelry,  was  mingled  with  repet  that  sliB  so  generally 
made  choice  of  melancholy  su^ecla  ;  and  on  one  ocmeIod,  he  seol 

Bhe'  wouM  employ  her  tbia  lalenB  In  giving  more  consolatory  vleivs 
of  the  ways  of  Ptovldepee,  thus  InfUslng  comtlirc  and  cheer  Into  Iho 
txHoms  oC  her  readers.  In  a  ai^lt  of  CliiisliaD  philosophy,  which,  he 
thooffht,  would  be  more  oonHonant  with  the  plons  mind  nnd  lovinir 
heart  diaplayad  In  Bvsiy  llae  she  wrote,  than  dwelling  on 
palnlhl  imd  deMBSHhig,  howe- —  ■■ — "«■""  "-■•  • — <■ 
eubjgctfl  might  be  treated  of<    - 

led,  and  almost  by  r-* '  - 

Bidlni  hi  Wales,)  ee 

warded,  thr ' 

en  to  Mr.  8 ^ „ 

he  look  In  her  wriUnlP.  and  alleging  es  the  reasoa  of  ihe 
fitrala  which  pervaded  them,  "  that  a  cload  hung  over  her 
■he  conUl  not  always  rlas  above." 

The  letter  reaoheil  Sir.  Stewart  ]u«t  aa  he  was  stepping  Into  the 
caniBge,  to  leave  his  countlv  residence  (Kin  nell  House,  ihe  properly 
oTlheDukaor  Hamilton)  6a  Edinhur^— the  last  lime,  alas!  his 
presenoe  was  over  to  gladdea  that  happy  home,  as  hU  valuable  life 
waa  closed  veryshorlly  afterward.  The  poem  was  read  to  him  by 
his  danghler  on  Ids  way  to  Edhiburgh,  and  he  expressed  liimself  In 
the  hlghflsl  degree  charmed  and  gratifled  with  Ilie  result  of  his  Bug- 

fy  were  often  repealed  to  dim  during  the  ifew  rcui,.lnlng  weeks  of 
hisliffe. 


led,  and  almost  by  retorn  of  post.  Mis,  Heraans  (who  was  the 

■"-■-■■"-■--,)  sent  lo  Ihe  Mad  Mead  lo  whom  U  had  been 

._    ,        ,    im  of  "  Oar  Dally  Paths."  requesting  it  might  ba 
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THE  CROSS  IN  THE  WILDEKNESS.  5S3 

No!  in  our  daily  palts  lie  cares,  that  ofttimea  bind  UB  fast. 
While  from  their  narrow  round  we  see  tlie  golden  day  flEet  pafll. 
They  hold  us  &om  Ihe  woodlark'a  haunla,  and  violet  dingles, 

back,  [track ; 

And  from  all  thelovelyeoundsandsleaniBinfheBliinineriver'a 
They  bat  us  frou         '     ■  -   ^ 

And  weigh  our  I 

of  earlli. 
.  should  this  be  ?— Too  much,  ti 


It  by  the  bitda  of  heaven— which  tell 
hat  through  Ihe  desert 
Shall  not  this  knowledge  calm 


A  better  lesson  we  ate  taught  by  Ihs  lilies  of  the  Md  I  [yield  I 
A  Bweetot  by  the  bitda  ofheaveii— which  tell  ns  in  theit  ilight, 
Of  Ono  that  through  the  desert  ait  for  ever  guides  Ihem  right. 


Ay,  when  they  commune  with  themeelves  in  holy  houia  of 
And  feci  that  by  the  lights  and  clouds  through  which  our  path- 
way jiea, 
By  the  beauty  and  the  giief  alike  we  are  iralning  for  the  skies ; 


THE  CROSS  IN  THE  WILDERNESS, 

Silent  and  monmliil  sat  an  Indian  chief, 

In  the  red  sunset,  by  a  gi  assy  tomb  : 
Hia  eyea^  that  might  not  weep,  were  dark  with  grief. 

And  his  arms  folded  in  majestic  gloom ; 
And  his  bow  lay  unstrung,  beneatii  the  mound 
Which  sanclified  the  gorgeoua  waste  around. 
For  a  pale  cross  aboTc  ita  greensward  rose, 

Teliing  the  cedars  and  the  pices  tliat  there 
Man's  heart  and  hope  had  elruKgied  with  his  woes, 

And  lifted  from  the  dust  a  voice  of  ptayer. 
Now  all  waa  hush'd~and  eye's  last  splendor  shone 
With  a  rich  sadness  on  th'  attesting  stone. 
Thete  came  a  lonely  ttaveller  o'et  the  wild, 

And  he,  too,  paused  in  reverence  by  that  grave, 
A^ing  the  tale  of  its  memotial,  piled 


d  for  the  words,  which,  years  ago, 
..  u« ..  u  ^,  these  waters  ;  though  the  voice  is  fled 

Which  made  them  as  a  smamg  fountain's  llow, 
Yet,  when  I  sit  in  their  long-faded  Iraek, 
Sometimes  the  forest's  murmur  gives  them  bock, 
"  Ask'si  thou  of  him  whose  house  is  lonebeneathl 

I  was  an  eagle  in  my  youthful  pride. 


*rii,y(Jodgle 


Many  the  times  of  flowers  have  been  aince  then — 

Many,  but  biinging  nought  like  him  again ! 

"  Not  with  the  hunter's  bow  and  spear  he  came, 

O'ev  the  blue  hills  to  chase  the  flying  roe  ; 
Not  the  dark  glory  of  the  woods  to  tame, 

Laying  iheir  cedais,  ]ike  the  corn-stalks,  low  ; 
But  to  apread  tidmga  of  all  holy  Ihinga, 
Giadd'ning  our  soub,  as  with  the  morning's  wings. 
"  Doth  not  yon  cypress  whisper  how  we  met, 

I  and  my  brethren  that  from  earth  are  gone. 
Under  iis  boughs  to  hear  his  voice,  which  yel 

Seeina  through  their  gloom  to  send  a  silvery  tone  ! 
He  (old  of  one,  the  grave's  dark  bands  who  broke, 
And  our  hearts  hum'd  withm  us  as  he  spoke. 
"  He  told  of  far  and  sunn^  lands,  which  Ue 

Beyond  the  dust  wherein  our  falhera  dwell : 
Bright  must  they  be  ! — for  there  are  none  that  die, 

And  none  that  weep,  and  none  that  say '  Farewell . 
He  came  [o  guide  us  fhither;  but  away 
The  Happy  cali'd  him,  and  he  might  not  stay. 
"  We  saw  him  slowly  fede — athirst,  perchance. 

For  the  fresh  waters  of  (hat  bvely  clime  j 
Yet  was  thei-Q  still  a  snnbeam  m.  hia  glance, 

And  on  his  gl 

Therefore  we  h(, 

For  the  green  summer  comes — and  Gads  not  hun  '. 
"We  gather'd  round  him  in  the  dewy  hour 

Of  one  still  morn,  beneath  his  chosen  tree  ; 
From  his  clear  voice,  at  first  the  words  of  power 

Came  low,  like  moanings  of  a  distant  sea ; 
But  swell'd  and  sliook  the  wilderneBS  ere  long. 
As  if  the  spirit  of  the  breeze  grew  strong. 
"  And  then  onoa  more  they  trembled  on  his  tongae 

And  his  white  eyehda  tiulter'd,  and  his  head 
Fell  back,  and  mist  upon  bis  forehead  hung — 

Know'at  ^ou  not  how  we  puss  to  join  tlie  dead  ? 
It  is  enough ! — he  aanlc  upon  my  bwaal — 
Our  fKendf  thai  loved  us,  he  was  gone  to  rest ! 
"  We  buried  him  where  he  was  wont  to  pray. 

By  the  calm  lake,  e'en  here,  at  eventide  ; 
We  rear'd  Ihia  Cross  in  token  where  he  lay. 

For  on  the  Cross,  he  aaid,  his  Lord  had  died  ! 
Now  hath  he  surely  reaeh'd,  o'er  mount  and  wave, 
That  flowery  land  whose  green  turf  hides  no  grave 
"But  I  am  sad  !— I  mourn  the  clear  light  taken 

Back  from  my  people,  o'er  whose  place  it  ahone. 


i,,Goo^le 


LAST  aiTES  S 

The  patliwoy  to  the  better  shore  foiBaken, 

And  the  true  words  forgotten,  aase  by  one. 
Who  hears  them  ^ntly  sounding  from  the  past, 
Mingled  with  death-aongs  in  eadi  fitful  blast." 
Then  spoke  the  wand'rer  fortli  with  kindling  eye : 

"Son  oftha  wildstnesa!  despair  thou  not, 
Though  the  bright  hour  may  seem  to  thee  gone  by, 

And  the  cload  settled  o'er  thy  nation's  lot! 
Heaven  darkly  works— yet,  where  the  seed  hath  been 
There  shall  the  fruitage,  glowing  yet,  Be  seen. 


After  cold  dleiil  months,  the  woods  among  i 
And  by  the  rending  of  the  frozen  chains. 
Which  bound  the  Joriona  rivets  on  their  pkiina ! 
■Olds  of  light  that  h( 


lovely  song,  to  leave  no  trace : 

— ' — .  which  wraps  thy  hills  be  broken, 

_,  jpring  rise  upon  thy  race ! 

And  fading  misla  the  better  path  disclose, 


t  shall  the  gloom  which  wraps  thy  hil 


And  the  full  dayspring 
And  fading  misla  the  betL..  ,. . 
And  the  wide  deeen  blossom  as  ihe 
So  by  the  Cross  they  parted,  in  the  wild, 

EBoh  fiaughl  with  muamga  for  life's  after-day. 
Memories  to  visit  one,  the  forest's  child. 

By  many  a  blue  stream  ui  its  lonely  way ; 
And  upon  one,  'midst  busy  throngs  to  presa 
Deep  thoughts  and  sad,  yet  full  ofbollnesB. 


LAST  RITES. 


O  er  the  eea  hune  mounfuTlv  -, 

Know,  a  prince  liath died! 
By  the  drnm'a  dull  muffled  sound, 
By  the  arms  that  sweep  the  ground. 
By  the  volleying  muskela'  tone, 
Speak  ye  oi^a  soldier  gone 

In  his  manhood's  pride. 
By  Ihe  chanted  psalm  that  fills 
Reverently  the  aiuiient  bills,' 
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MISCELLANEOUS  P 

Learn,  that  from  hia  harves 

Peaeauts  bear  a  brother  on 

To  hia  last  repose. 


By  the  pall  of  snowy  while 
llirough  the  yew-trees  gleamicg  bi-ighl ; 
Br  the  garland  on  the  bier, 
'''eep !  a  maiden  claima  ihy  tear- 
Rmkfln  ia  the  rose  ! 


% 


Brolisn  ia  the  ro 
Which  ia  the  teoderest  rite  of  all  ?— 
Buried  virgin's  coronal. 
Requiem  o'er  the  monarch's  head. 
Farewell  mill  for  warrior  dead, 

Herdsman's  funeral  hymn  ) 
Telia  not  each  of  human  woe  1 
Eadi  of  hope  and  strength  brought  iow  I 

Number  each  with  noly  things, 
if  one  chastening  thought  it  brings 

Ere  MIffB  day  grow  dini ! 


■ttm  HEBREW  MOTHER, 

The  rose  was  m  lich  bloom  on  Sharon's  plain. 
When  a  young  mother,  with  her  firat-bom,  thenoo 
Went  np  to  Zion ;  for  the  hoy  waa  vow'd 
Unto  the  Temple  aervioe . — by  the  hand 
She  led  him,  and  her  silent  soul,  the  while. 
Oft  as  the  dewy  laoghter  of  hia  eye 
Met  her  aweet  serious  stance,  r^oiced  to  think 
That  aught  so  pure,  so  beaatilhl,  wr  - ' — 


Of  the  broad  sycamore  made  sounds  at  ni , 

lAke  lulling  r^n-drops,  or  the  ohra  boughs. 
With  their  oool  dimne^,  cross'd  the  sult^  blue 
Of  Sytia's  heaveti,  she  paused,  that  be  might  rest : 
Yet  fiom  her  own  meek  eyehds  chased  the  sleep 
That  weigh'd  their  dark  fiinge  down,  to  sit  and  watch 
"The  crimson  deepening  o'er  his  cheek's  repose. 
As  at  a  red  flower's  heart.    And  where  a  ftmnt 
Lay,  like  a  twilight  star,  'midst  palmy  shades, 
Making  its  bank  gi«en  gems  along  the  wild. 
There,  loo,  she  Imger'd,  Irom  the  diamond  wave 
Drawmg  bright  w"'-  '^-'-' '-— 


The  earth's  one  sanctuary — and  rapture  hush'd 
Her  bosom,  as  before  her,  through  the  day. 
It  rose,  a  mountain  of  white  marble,  steep'd 
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In  light  like  ftoaUi^  gold.    Gut  when  that  hour 
Waned  to  the  Gii-ewell  moment,  ivhe^  ihe  boy 
Lifted,  through  rainbow^^lenming  teara,  bis  eye 
Beseechingly  to  hera,  andhalf  in  fear 
Tnm'd  frffln  the  white-robed  priest,  and  round  her  arm 
Clung  even  as  joy  clinas~lhe  deep  spring-tide 
Of  nature  then  swell'dhigh,  and  o'er  her  child 
Bending^  her  soul  broke  Inrih,  in  mingled  sounds 
Of  weeing  and  sad  song. — "  Alaa !"  she  cried, — 
"  Alas !  my  boy,  thy  geaOs  grasp  is  on  me  ; 
The  briehl  leais  qmver  in  thy  pleading  eyes ; 

And  now  fond  IhongbS  arise, 
And  silver  cords  again  to  earih  have  won  me  ; 
And  like  a  vine  thou  claspest  my  full  heart — 

How  Ehall  I  hence  dep^t! 
"  How  the  lone  paths  retrace  where  thon  wert  playing 
So  late,  along  ihe  monntains,  al  my  side  1 

And  I,  in  jpyons  pride, 
By  every  place  of  flowers  my  couise  delaying, 
Wove,  e'en  as  pearls,  the  lilies  round  thy  hair, 

Beholding  thee  so  fair ! 
"  And,  oh  J  the  home  whence  thy  bright  smile  hath  patted, 
Will  it  not  seem  as  if  the  suimy  day 

Turn'd  from  ils  door  away  ? 
While  through  its  chambers  wandering,  weary-hearled, 
I  languish  for  thy  voice,  which  past  me  still 

Went  like  a  anging  rill  1 
"  Under  the  palm-lreca  thou  no  moie  ahalt  meet  me. 
When  from  the  fount  at  evening  I  return. 

With  the  full  water-urn ; 
Nor  will  thy  sleep's  low  dove-hke  breathing  greet  me, 
As  'midst  the  silence  of  the  stars  I  wake. 

And  watch  for  thy  dear  sake, 
"  And  thou,  will  slumber's  dewy  cloud  fall  round  thee. 
Without  thy  mother's  hand  to  smooth  thy  bed ! 

Wilt  thou  not  vainly  spread 
Thine  arms,  when  darkness  as  a  veil  bath  wound  thee. 
To  fold  my  neck,  and  lift  up,  in  Ihy  fear, 

A  cty  which  none  diall  heat ! 
"  What  Iiave  I  said,  ray  child !— Will  He  not  hear  thee. 
Who  the  young  ravens  heareth  from  their  nest  J 

Shall  He  not  guard  liiy  rest, 
And,  in  the  bush  of  Holy  midnight  hear  thee. 
Breathe  o'er  thy  soul,  and  fill  its  dreams  with  joy? 

Thou  Shalt  sleep  soft,  my  boy. 


on.  He  slialt  have  thee, 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

,  _eantiful,i 

And  ^ou  shall  bt 
"  Therefore,  farewell !— I  go;  my  soul  may  full  me. 
As  die  heart  panteth  for  the  water  brooks. 

Yearning  for  thy  sweet  loolia 
But  thou,  my  firss-bom,  droop  not,  nor  bewail  me  ; 
Thou  in  the  Shadow  of  the  Hock  shall  dwell. 

The  Rock  of  SQength.— Farewell !" 


THE  WRECK. 


A  barque  froiii  India's  coral  atraruJ, 

Before  the  raging  blast, 
Had  veil'd  her  topsaila  to  the  sand, 

And  bow'd  her  noble  mast. 
The  queenly  ship ! — braTB  hearts  had  Btrivea 

And  true  ones  died  with  her ! — 
We  saw  her  mighty  cable  riven. 

Like  floaitog  gossamer. 
Wa  saw  her  proud  flag  stracfc  that  mom, 

A  star  once  o'er  the  seas— 


We  saw  her  treasures  cast  away;— 

The  rocks  with  pearls  were  sown. 
And  strangely  sad,  the  mby's  ray 

Flasb'd  out  o'er  fretted  stone. 
And  gold  was  strewn  the  wet  sands  o'er. 

Like  ashes  by  a  breeze ; 
And  gorgeous  robes — bnl  oh  \  that  shore 

Had  sadder  things  than  these ! 
We  saw  the  strong  man  still  and  low, 

A  cruah'd  reed  thrown  aside ; 
Yet,  by  that  rigid  Up  and  brow, 

Not  without  Btrife  he  died. 
And  near  him  on  the  sea-weed  loy— • 

Till  then  we  had  not  wept — 


gushing  hearts  might  say, 
t  a  flioiner  slept ! 


That  there 
For  her  pale  arms  a  babe  had  prsBs'd 

With  such  a  wreatbine  grasp. 
Billows  had  dash'd  o'er  that  fond  breiiM, 

Yet  not  undone  the  clasp. 
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THE  TEITMPET. 

Her  very  tresses  had  been  flung 

To  wrap  the  fiiir  diild's  form, 
Where  aifl  their  wet  long  streamers  hunii 

All  tangled  V  the  storm. 
And  besHlifiil,  "midst  that  wildaesne, 

Gleam'd  up  the  boy's  dead  fiice, 
Ijke  slumbei-'s,  tniBl^nglf  sei«iie, 

In  melancholy  grace. 
Deep  in  her  bosom  lay  hia  head. 

With  bBlf-ahut  violet-eye— 
He  bad  known  little  of  her  dread, 

Nooght  of  her  sgony  1 


Its  passionate  adieu — 
Surely  thou  hael  another  lot ; 

There  is  some  home  for  lliee, 
Wbere  thou  shall  rest,  lememb'riiig  m 

The  moaning  of  the  sea! 


TIffi  TRUMPET. 

The  Itttmpet's  voice  bath  roused  the  land- 
Light  up  the  beacon-pyre  ! — 

A  hundred  bills  have  seen  the  brand. 
And  waved  the  sign  of  fire. 

A  hundred  banners  to  the  breeze. 
Their  gorgeous  folds  have  cast — 

And, hark!  was  that  tbesonndofseasl 
A  king  to  war  went  past. 


The  mourner  hears  the  ihriQing  call. 

And  rises  from  the  earth. 
The  mother  on  her  first-born  son, 

Looks  with  a  boding  eye — 
Th^  come  not  back,  Uioagh  all  be  won 

Whose  young  hearts  )eap  so  high. 
The  bard  ha&  ceased  his  song,  and  boi 

The  fttlehion  fa  his  side ; 
E'en  for  the  marriage  altar  crown'd. 

The  lover  quits  h:8  bride. 
And  all  this  hasle,  and  change,  and  fea 

By  eartily  clarion  spread  T— 
How  will  it  DC  when  kingdoms  hear 

Tlie  blast  that  wakes  the  dead  t 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 
EVEKING  PRAYER, 


Hnsu !  'tis  a  holy  hour — the  quiet  mom 

Seemi  like  a  temple,  while  yon  £oft  lamp  sheds 
A  fiiint  ttnd  sten?  rodiance,  thnnigh  the  gloom 

And  the  sweet  stiUneBB.  down  on  &ir  yonng  heads, 
With  bH  iheir  dnafring  locio,  untonch'd  bv  care, 
And  bow'd,  ae  floweiB  are  bow'd  with  night,  in  prayer. 
Gaze  on — 'tis  lovely! — Childhood's  lip  and  cheelt, 

Mantling  beneath  its  earnest  brow  of  thought — 
Gaze — yet  wiiat  eeest  thou  in  those  lair,  and  meek, 

And  fra^e  tilings,  as  but  for  sunshine  wrought  1 — 
Than  BEBBt  what  grief  miist  nurture  for  the  sky. 
What  death  mast  fashion  for  eternity ! 


Ligk 
As  birds 


birds  with  slumber's  hoi!ey-dew  opptcst, 

'Midst  the  dun  folded  leaves,  at  set  of  sun- 
Lift  up  your  hearts !  though  yet  no  sorrow  lies 
Dark  m  the  summer-heaven  of  those  clear  eyes. 
Thouaii  fresh  within  your  breasts  th'  untroubled  springs 

Of  Gope  mate  melody  where'er  ye  tread. 
And  o'er  your  sleep  bright  shadows,  from  the  wings 

Of  ^irita  lifting  but  youth,  be  spread ; 
Yet  in  those  fluleJike  voices,  mingling  low, 
Is  woman's  lendeniefs — how  soon  her  woe ! 
Her  lot  ia  on  you — alent  tears  to  weep, 

And  patient  smiles  to  wear  through  suffering's  hour, 
And  aumlees  riches,  from  affecdon's  deep, 

To  pour  on  broken  reeds — a  wasted  shower ! 
And  to  make  idols,  and  to  £nd  them  clay. 
And  to  bewail  that  wor^ip — therefore  pray  [ 
Her  lot  is  on  you— to  be  found  unlired, 

Watching  the  stars  out  by  the  bed  of  pain. 
With  a  pale  cheek,  and  yet  a  brow  inspired. 

And  a  true  heart  of  hope,  though  hope  be  tain ; 
Meekly  to  bear  vrith  wrong,  to  cheer  decay. 
And,  oh !  to  love  through  oil  things — therefore  pmy ! 
And  take  the  thought  of  this  calm  vesper  time. 

With  its  low  murmuring  sounds  and  silvery  light. 
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THE  HOUR  OF  DEATH. 


Thou  baat  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death  ! 

Day  is  for  mortal  care. 
Eve,  for  mad  meetings  round  the  jnyous  heprth, 

Niglit,Tbr  the  dreams  of  sleep,  the  voice  of  prayer — 
Bui  all  for  ihee,  thou  mighlieHt  of  the  earth. 

The  banqnet  hath  ils  hour, 
Ita  feveri^  hour,  of  mirth,  and  song,  and  wuie  ; 

There  comes  a  day  for  grief's  o'erwhelming  power, 
A  lime  for  softer  terns— but  all  are  thine. 

Youth  and  the  opening  rose 
May  look  like  things  too  glorious  for  decay, 

And  smile  at  thee~bu!  thou  art  not  of  those 
That  wait  the  ripen'd  bloom  to  seize  their  prey. 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall. 
And  floweta  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath, 

And  stars  to  set— but  ail, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  owa,  0  Death  I 

We  know  when  moons  shall  wane, 
When  Summer-birds  from  Eir  shall  crora  the  sen. 

When  autumn's  hue  riiall  tinge  the  golden  grain- 
But  who  [jiall  t«aoh  us  when  to  look  for  thee  f 

Coi - -.- 

Is  it  when  roses  in  our  paths  grow  pale  t — 
They  have  one  season— oJi  are  ours  to  die ! 

Thoa  art  where  billows  foam, 
Thou  art  where  musio  melts  upon  the  air  ; 

'Thou  art  around  us  in  our  peaceful  home. 
And  the  world  calls  us  forth — and  thou  oit  there. 

Thou  art  where  friend  meets  fiiend, 
Beneath  the  shadow  of  the  elm  to  rest— 

Thou  art  where  foe  meets  ice,  and  trumpets  rend 
The  dticB,  and  swords  beat  down  the  princely  crest. 
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Leaves  have  their  lime  to  fell, 
And  flowers  to  wither  al  the  north-wind's  breath. 

And  slnta  to  aet~hnt  all. 
Thou  haet  all  seasoiia  for  tfune  own,  0  Death ! 


THE  LOSl'  PLEIAD. 

And  is  there  glory  from  ths  heavens  departed  1 — 

Ovoid  unmark'd  ! — thy  sialei-s of  tlie  ekv 
Still  hold  their  place  on  high 
Though  from  its  rank  ihiiie  orb  so  long  hath  started. 

Thou,  that  no  more  orl  eeen  of  mortal  eye  ; 
Hath  the  ci^t  lost  a.  gem,  ^s  regal  ni^t  J 

She  wears  her  crown  of  old  maaiiilioeiioe. 
Though  thou  art  exiled  thence — 
No  desert  eeems  to  part  those  urns  of  light, 

'Midet  the  &c  depths  of  puijile  gloom  intense. 
They  lise  in  joy,  the  stariy  myriads  hnrain^ — 

The  ehejiherii  greets  them  on  hia  mountama  free ; 
And  from  the  silveiy  sea 
To  them  the  auilor'a  wakeful  eya  is  turnmg — 

Unchanged  they  rise,  they  have  not  mourn'd  for  thee 
Cooldst  thou  be  diaken  from  thy  radiant  [dace, 

Even  as  a  dew-drop  from  the  myrtle  spray. 
Swept  by  the  wind  away  1 
Wert  thou  not  peopled  by  some  glorious  race, 

And  was  there  power"  to  smite  them  with  decay  ? 


When  fiom  its  height  afo 
A  world  sinks  thus — and  — 
Shines  not  the  less  for 


irld  sinks  thus — and  yon  majestic  heaven 
-  ■'     '    -  •■    that  one  vanish'd  fltar ! 


Above  the  surge  and  spray ! 
My  spirit  greets  you  as  ye  stand. 

Breasting  the  billow's  foam: 
O !  thus  forever  guard  the  land. 

The  sever'd  Und  of  home  [ 
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THE  GRAVES  or  MAItTYHS, 
1  have  left  ridl  blue  skies  behind. 

Lighling  up  claasio  ebrinea  j 
And  music  in  the  eauthern  wind ; 

And  Bun^iiUB  on  the  vines. 
The  breathings  of  the  myrtle  flowers 

Have  floated  o'er  my  way ; 
The  pilgrim's  voice,  at  vBsper-houia, 

Ha.th  soothed  me  with  its  lay. 
The  islea  of  Greece,  the  bills  of  Spain, 


The  puipli 


I  bleaa  thee,  innd  of  home ! 
For  thine  tbe  Sabbath  peace,  my  land ! 

And  thine  the  guarded  hearth ; 
And  ehiae  the  dead,  the  noble  band. 

That  make  thee  holy  earth. 
Their  voices  meet  me  in  thy  breeze  ; 

Their  steps  are  on  thy^  plains ; 
Their  names,  by  old  majestic  trees. 

Are  whisper'd  round  thy  fencs. 
Their  blood  hath  mingled  with  the  lido 

Of  thine        - 

-Uioi,.r-~- 
ie  for  thee ! 


THE  GRAVES  OF  MARTYRS. 


The  mounds  arise  where  heroes  died  ; 
But  show  me,  on  thy  fioweiy  breast, 
EarlJi !  where  thy  mimetess  martyrs  test ! 
The  thousanda  that,  imcheer'd  by  praise. 
Have  made  one  ofleiing  of  their  days  ; 
For  Truth,  for  Heaven,  for  Freedom's  sake, 
Resign'd  the  bitter  cup  to  taJie  ; 
And  silently,  in  feailess  faith. 
Bowing  their  noble  souls  to  death. 
Where  sleep  they,  Earth  ?— by  no  prond  sto 
Their  narroiv  couch  of  rest  is  known ; 
The  still  sad  glory  of  their  name 
Hallows  no  monntain  unto  Fame  ; 
No— not  a  tree  the  record  beare 
Of  their  deep  thoughts  and  lonely  prayers. 
Yet  hapiy  all  around  he  strew'd 
The  ashes  of  thai  multitude ; 
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It  may  be  that  each  dny  we  tread, 

Where  Ihiia  devoted  heaits  have  bled  ; 

And  the  young  flowers  our  children  sow, 

Take  root  id  holy  dual  below. 

0  that  the  niany-rualling  leaves. 

Which  rotind  our  homea  the  summer  weave 

Or  that  the  ECicame,  in  whose  glad  voice 

Our  own  (kmiliar  paths  Fejoice, 

Might  whisper  throngh  the  starry  sky, 

To  tell  where  those  blest  sttmiherers  he .' 

Would  not  our  inmost  heaits  be  etill'd, 

With  knowledge  of  their  preaance  EU'd, 

And  by  its  brealhinge  tandit  to  prizs 

The  meeknesa  of  aeff-^sactiBGe  T 

—But  the  old  woods  and  Bounding  waves 

Are  silent  of  thoas  hidden  graves. 

Yet  what  if  no  light  footstep  there 

In  pilgrim-love  and  awe  repair, 

So  let  it  be  be ! — hke  him  whose  clay 

Deep  buried  by  his  Maker  lay, 


THE  IIODR  OF  PRAYER. 


Mother  with  thine  earnest  eye. 
Ever  following  eilenUy  i 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Call'd  thy  harvest  work  to  leave 
Pray ;  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  he. 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee ! 
Traveller,  in  the  stranger's  land, 
Far  from  thine  own  honsehold  band  i 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tons 
Of  a  voice  from  tliLe  woild  gone ; 

Sunahuio  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor  on  the  datlceninz  sea- 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  kneel 
Wanior,  that  from  battle  won 
ErealhesI  now  at  set  of  sun ; 
Woman,  o'er  Ihe  lowly  slain 
Weeping  on  his  burial-plain ; 
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Ye  ihat  triumph,  ye  that  aigh, 
Kindred  by  one  holy  tie, 
Heaven's  nrat  star  alike  ye  se&- 
Lifl  the  heart  and  bend  the  knei 


THE  VOICE  OF  HOME  I'O  THE  PRODIGAL. 


0  !  wHEH  wilt  thou  i-eturn 

To  thy  spirit's  early  luves ! 
To  the  IreahDesa  of  the  morn, 

To  die  alillnesa  of  the  gloves! 
The  Sununer-biids  are  calling 

Thy  household  porch  stoimd. 
And  the  merry  waters  falling 

With  sweet  laughter  in  their  sound. 
And  a  thousand  bright-vein'd  floweta, 

From  their  banks  of  moss  and  fern, 
Breathe  of  the  punny  hours — 

But  when  will  thou  return  ? 
Oh !  thou  hast  waiider'd  long 

From  thy  home  without  a  guide ; 
And  thy  native  woodland  son^, 

In  thine  aller'd  heart  hath  died. 
Thou  hast  flung  the  wealth  away, 

And  the  glory  of  thy  Spring  : 
And  to  ihee  the  leaves'  hght  play 

Is  a  long-forgotten  thing. 
But  when  will  thou  tehimT— 

Sweet  dews  may  fi«sben  soon 
The  flower,  within  whose  um 

Too  fiercely  gazed  the  noon. 
O'er  the  unage  of  the  sky, 

Which  the  lake's  clear  bosom  wore. 
Darkly  may  sliadows  he — 

Give  back  lliy  heart  aaain 
To  tlie  freedom  of  the  woods, 

To  the  bhda'  triumphant  Blraui, 
To  the  mountain  soliludeB  1 

But  when  wilt  thou  retam  1 
Along  thine  own  pure  air, 
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Still  al  Ihy  falher's  board 

There  la  kept  a  place  for  thee ; 
And,  by  thy  smile  reaiored, 

Joy  touiid  the  hearth  shall  be. 
Slill  hath  thy  mother'a  eye, 

'J'hy  coming  step  to  greet, 
A  look  of  daye  gone  by, 

Tender  atid  gravely  sweet. 
Still,  when  the  prayer  is  said, 

For  lliee  kind  bosoms  yearn, 
for  thee  kind  tears  are  shed— 


THE  WAKENING, 


Some  to  ihe  aonge  trnm  the  forest  boi^. 
To  Ihe  rustling  of  leaves  at  the  lattice-pane. 
To  the  chuniiig  fall  of  tlie  early  ruin. 


And  BoniB  in  the  camp,  to  the  bugle's  breath. 
And  the  liamp  of  Ihe  Bleed  on  the  echoing  heath, 
And  the  sudden  roar  of  the  hostile  gan, 
Which  telle  that  a  Held  muse  eie  night  be  won. 
And  some,  ii\  the  glootny  convict-cell, 
To  the  duU  deep  note  of  tiie  warning-bell. 
As  it  heavily  calls  them  forth  to  die. 
When  the  bright  sun  moimls  in  the  langhing  sky. 
And  some  lo  the  peal  of  the  hunter's  horn. 
And  eome  lo  the  dui  from  the  city  bome, 
And  some  to  the  rolling  of  Eortent-floods, 
Far  'midst  old  mountams  and  solemn  woods. 
So  are  wo  roused  on  this  chequered  earth : 
Each  unto  light  hath  a  daily  birth ; 
Though  feaitui  or  joyous,  ttiou^  sad  or  sweet. 
Ate  the  voices  which  iiist  our  unspringing  meet. 


Which  from  the  dnst  aball  awaken  ua  all ; 
One ! — but  xo  sever'd  and  distant  dooms. 
How  flhall  the  sleepers  arise  ftora  Ihe  tombs  1 


THE  BREEZE  FROM  SHORE. 

["  Poeny  reveals  10  iia  lia  LovettneM  of  nature,  trlDgs  toBck  the  fresh- 
ness of  youthful  &eUiie,  rerives  Uia  tellilL  of  simple  pleasures, 
keeps  nnqenched  the  enthnslssm  whioh  mnoed  tSe  tprlng-tlms 


Joy  is  upon  the  lonely  aeas, 
When  Indian  foresla  pour 
Forth,  to  the  billow  and  the  breeze, 
Their  odora  from  the  shore ; 
Joy,  when  the  soft  air's  fniming  sigh 
BeaiB  on  the  breath  of-Ataby. 
Oh !  welcome  are  the  winds  lliat  tell 

A  wand'rer  of  the  deep, 
Where,  far  away,  llie  jaamiaea  dwell. 
And  where  the  myrth-trees  weep ! 
Blest,  on  the  Eounding  surge  and  foam. 
Are  tidings  of  the  citron's  home '. 
The  sailor  at  the  helm  they  meet, 

And  hope  his  bosom  sdra, 
Utepriiig^ng,  'midst  (he  waves,  to  greet 
Tlie  Sir  earth's  messengers. 
That  woo  him,  from  the  moaning  main. 
Back  to  her  glorious  bowers  agam. 
They  woo  him,  whispering  lovely  tales 

of  many  a  flowering  glade, 
And  fount's  bri^t  gleam,  in  island  vales 
Of  golden -fnuted  shade: 
Across  his  lone  ship's  wake  they  bring 
A  vision  and  a  glow  of  Spiing. 
And  O !  ye  masteis  of  the  lay. 

Come  not  even  thus  your  songs 
That  meet  08  on  life's  weary  way. 
Amidst  her  toiling  throngs? 
Yes '.  o'er  the  spirit  dius  they  b«ar 
A  current  of  cefestiai  air. 


rTtJ'Oe^' 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIKCES. 

Their  lones  are  of  the  world,  which  til 
Ssars  not  withiu  the  heart  ■ 
They  lell  na  of  the  livins  light 
In  ils  green  places  ever  bright. 
They  call  us,  with  a  soicB  divine. 

Back  io  our  earlj'  love, — 
Onr  vows  of  youth  at  many  a  ehiine, 

Whence  far  and  fast  w 
■■elcome  high 
Thai  mokes  u; 


THE  DYING  IMPROVISATORB.' 


The  spirit  of  my  land, 

a  me  once  more  ! — though  I  m 

)ni  ihe  myrtles  which  thv  bree; 

Munwnhriirht  Italv! 


■n  bright  Italy ! 

It  is,  it  is  thy  breath, 
Which  stiiB  my  soul  e'en  yet,  as  waTciin; 
Is  shalien  ty'  the  wind ; — in  life  and  dcatl 

Still  trembUng,  yet  the  aorae ! 


Oh!  that  love's  quenchless  power 
Might  wafb  my  voice  to  liQ  ihy  summer  sky. 
And  thi-ougli  thy  groves  its  dying  music  ahower 

Italy!  Italy! 

is  there, 

—  - citron-flower's  perfume. 

The  south-wind^  whisper  in  the  scented  air — 

It  will  not  pierce  the  lomb ! 

Never, oh!  nevermore. 
On  my  Rome's  purple  heaven  mine  eye  shall  dwell, 
n .„u  .1...  1 — k. ^8  melt  along  thy  shore — 

_  Alas ! — thy  hills  among, 
Had  iTut  left  a  memory  of  my  name. 
Of  love  and  grief  one  deep,  Irae,  fervent  song, 

Unto  immortal  fame ! 

But  like  a  lute's  brief  tone, 
Like  a  rose-odor  on  the  breezes  cast, 
Like  a  swifl  fuah  of  daysprmg,  seen  and  gone. 

So  halh  my  spirit  pas'd — 

•Sestinl,  Iho  Rooiao  iDiprovlsBIore,  when  on  his  de3.1h-b 
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MDSIC  OF  YESTERDAY 

Pouiing  itself  away 
As  a  wild  bird  amidst  the  foliage  turns 
That  which  within  him  triumpEs,  beate,  or  bums 

into  a  fleeting  lay; 

That  swells,  and  floats,  ai)d  dies. 
Leaving  no  echo  to  the  samraer  wocda 
Of  the  rich  breaihinss  and  impas^on'd  fflghs, 

Which  thrilPd  their  solitudes. 

Yel,  yet  remember  me ! 
Friends  '■  that  upon  its  niHrmura  oft  have  hung. 
When  from  my  bOBom,  joyously  and  fi-ee. 

The  fiery  fountain  sprung. 

Under  the  dark  lich  blue 
Of  midnight  heavens,  and  on  the  star-liC  sea, 
And  when  woods  kindle  mto  Spring's  first  hue. 

Sweet  friends !  remember  me ! 

And  in  the  marble  halls, 
Where  life's  Ml  glow  the  dreama  of  beautv  wear. 
And  poet-thoughla  embodied  light  the  walls, 

Let  me  be  with  yoa  there ! 

Fain  would  I  bind,  for  you, 

"      -  -  with  all  glorious  things  to  dwell ; 

lovely  sounds  my  name  renew — 
eet  friends!  bright  land  !  farewell ! 


MUSIC  OF  YESTERDAY, 


The  chord,  the  harp's  foil  chord  is  hush'd 

The  voice  hath  died  away. 
Whence  muac,  like  sweet  waters,  gush'd. 

But  yesterday. 
Tli'  awakening  note,  the  breeze-lilte  swell, 

Thefill  o'ersweeping  tone. 
The  sounds  that  sigh'd  "  Farewell,  farewell ! 

Are  gone — all  gone ! 
The  love,  whose  fervent  spirit  pass'd 

With  the  rich  measure's  flow  ; 
The  grief,  to  which  it  sank  at  last- 
Where  are  they  now  ? 
They  are  with  the  scents,  by  Summer'a  breath 

Borne  ftom  a  rose  now  shed : 
With  the  words  from  lips  long  seal'd  in  death— 


■Tv^i,yG(.)OglF 


srs 

Theeefl-Ehfll.ofilB 
A  moaning 

But  earth  and  ait  no 
Of  patted  s 

thrill  retains ; 

And 
The 

11  the  memorie 

They  woke 

ender  thonghle 

,  all  the  dreams, 

n  floating  by ; 

ih-  Elysian  gleams- 

They  died—as  on  the  watei's  breast 

The  tipple  melts  away, 
When  tht  breeze  that  slitr'd  ic  anka  to  real— 

So  peiiaii'd  they ! 
Mysterious  in  theit  sudden  hirtb, 

And  mournful  in  their  close. 
Passing,  and  iinding  not  on  eatth 

Aim  or  repose. 

Whence  were  they  !— like  the  breath  of  flowers 
"Why  thus  lo  come  and  go! 

'  Ere  this  wclmow! 


THE  FORSAKEN  HEARTH. 


Tbe  Hearth,  the  Hearth  ia  desolate,  the  fire  Is  qoench'd  and 

That  into  happy  children's  eyes  once  brightly  langliing  shone ; 
Ths  place  wlSre  mirth  and  music  met  is  hudi'd  through  day 

Oh!  for  one  kind,  one  sunny  lace,  of  all  that  there  made  light 


Those  kindred  eyes  reflect  not  now  each  other's  ioy  Ol 
Unbound  ia  that  sweet  wreath  of  home— alaa!  the 


„_g,  [hold  lone,- 

Ssd,  strangely  sad,  hi  stranger  lands,  must  sound  each  hoose- 
TheHearQi,  the  Hearth,  ia  desolate,  the  bright  (ire  quenctfd 

and  gone. 
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e  changed,  and  never  shull 
Blend  llieir  fraternal  cadences  Iriumphondy  Bgain ! 
And  of  the  hearlB  that  here  were  linh'd  hy  iong-remember'il 

Alas !  the  hrother  knows  not  now  when  fell  the  sister's  tears ! 
One  haply  revels  al  the  feost,  while  one  may  droop  alone. 
For  broken  is  the  liousehold  chain,  the  bright  fire  quencii'd 

and  gone ! 
Not  BO — 'lis  not  a  broken  diain — ihf  memory  binds  them  still, 
Thou  holy  Hearth  of  other  days,  though  ailent  now  nnd  chill ! 
The  smiles,  the  tears,  the  rites  beheld  by  thine  attesting  stone, 
Have  yet  a  living  power  to  mark  thy  children  for  thine  ovm. 
The  fcthet's  voice,  the  mother's  prayer,  thongh  called  from 

earth  away, 
With  music  rising  from  the  dead,  their  spirits  yet  shall  sway ; 
And  by  the  past,  and  by  the  grave,  the  parted  yet  are  one, 
Thougl!  the  loved  hearth  be  desolate,  the  bright  fire  quench'd 

and  gone ! 


THE  DREAMER.. 
"  There  Is  no  such  thing  as  fOrgelliTtg  possible 


PesOe  to  thy  dreams ! — thou  art  slnmbering  now. 

The  moonlight's  calm  is  upon  thy  brow ; 

All  the  deep  love  that  o'ernows  thy  l:reast 

Lies  'midst  the  hush  of  thy  heart  at  rest, 

Like  the  aeent  of  a  flower  in  its  folded  beU, 

When  eve  through  the  woodlaiidBhathaigh'dferewell. 

Peace  ! — the  sad  memoiies  that  through  the  day 

With  a.  weight  on  thy  lonely  bosom  lay, 

The  sudden  thoughts  of  the  changed  and  dead, 

That  bow'd  thee  as  winds  bow  the  willow's  head, 

The  yearnings  for  faces  and  voices  gone — 

All  are  forgotten '. — sleep  on,  sleep  on  1 

Are  (hey  forgotten  1— It  is  not  so ! 

Slumber  divrdes  not  the  heart  i'rom  its  woe. 

E'en  now  o'er  thine  aspect  swift  changes  pass. 

Like  Ughts  and  ^ades  over  wavy  grass  - 


On  thy  parted  iipa  there's  a  quivecing  thrill, 

As  on  a  lyre  ere  il8  chords  are  still ; 

On  the  long  ailit  lashes  that  fringe  thme  eye, 

There's  a  large  teat  aalheting  heavily  i 

Arainfiom  the  clouaa  of  thy  spirit  press'd— 

Sonrowfal  dreamer !  this  is  not  rest.! 

It  ia  Thought  at  work  amidst  buried  hours — 

It  ia  Love  keeping  vigil  o'er  peri^'d  flowera. 

Oh!  webenr  williiQ  us myaterioua  things; 

Of  Memory  and  Anguiali,  unfathom'd  springfl  ; 


Well  might  we  pause  ere  we  gave  them  sway. 
Flinging  the  peace  of  oar  couch  away  ! 
Well  might  we  look  on  our  soala  in  fear. 
They  find  no  fount  of  oblivion  here  l 
They  ibi-gel  not,  the  mantle  of  sleep  beneath— 
How  know  we  if  under  the  wings  of  death  t 


THE  WINGS  Ob'  THE  DOVE. 

"Oh!  (hat  I  had  wings  like  a  dove,  Tor  [hen  ivoiiM 
nd  He  ai  real."— Psaim  iv. 

Oh  !  for  lh)[  wings,  thou  dove  ! 
Now  sailing  by  with  sunshine  on  ttiy  breast ; 

That,  borne  like  thee  above, 
I  too  might  flee  away,  and  be  at  rest ! 

Where  wilt  thou  fold  those  plumes, 
Bird  of  the  forest  shadows,  holiest  bird  ? 


Over  what  blessed  home. 
What  roof  with  dark,  deep  summer  foliage  cro 

Shall  thy  bri^t  bosom  sited  a  gleam  around ! 

Or  seek'sl  ihon  some  old  ^rine. 
Of  nymph  or  aaint,  no  more  by  votary  woo'd. 

Though  still,  Es  if  divina. 
Breathing  a  spirit  o'er  the  aolitude  1 

Yet  wherefore  ask  thy  wsy  ? 
Bleat,  ever  blest,  whate'ei  its  aim;  Ihou  art ! 

Unto  the  greenwood  spray. 
Bearing  no  dark  remembrance  at  thy  heart ! 


[,,GtX?^fer^ 


PBYCHB'S  DEPARTIJEE. 

No  echoea  that  will  blend 
A  sadness  with  the  whispers  of  the  groTO  ; 

No  memory  of  a  friend 
fat  off,  or  dead,  or  changed  to  Ihee,  thou  dove ! 

Oh !  to  some  cool  reeets 
Take,  take  me  with  thee  on  Iho  Bumnier  wind, 

Leaving  iha  weariness 
And  all  the  fever  of  this  life  behind : 

., __..je  reply, 

IB  yonng  bright  hopea  deslroy'd — 

ir  mo  with  thee  through  the  sunny  sky ; 

Wild  wish,  and  longing  vain. 
And  brief  upspringing  to  be  glad  andiree  I 

Go  to  ttiy  woc3land  reign : 
My  eoul  is  bound  and  held — I  may  not  flee; 

For  even  by  all  the  fears 
And  thoughts  that  hannt  my  dreams— untold,  unk 

And  burning  woman's  tears, 
Pour'd  irom  mme  eyes  in  eilence  and  alone  ; 

Had  I  thy  winga,  thou  dova  I 
High  'niidst  the  aoraeous  isles  of  cloud  to  soar, 

Soon  the  strong  cords  of  love 
Would  draw  me  earthwards — homewards — yet  one 


PSTCHB  BO 

PLEASURE. 

.^i°"'}«'' 
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I^iETOlLT  and  mournfully 
Thou  bidst  the  earth  ferewell, 

And  yet  thou'rt  passing,  loveliest  oi 
In  a  brighter  land  to  dwell. 


*  Wrillen  Ibi  a  plclurt 
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And  there  the  day's  last  ci 


No  thought  of  dead  or  distant  ftiends. 

Or  paitings — as  on  earth. 
Yelfeatfullyand  mourafitlty 

Thou  bidd'at  that  earlh  farewell, 
ugh  thou'rt  passing,  loveUeat  one  I 


Although  thou 


..  land  whera  all  is  deathless — 

The  auiiny  wave's  repose. 
The  wood  with  its  rich  melodies, 

■I'he  Hummer  and  its  rose. 
A  land  (hsi  sees  no  parting, 

That  heats  no  sound  of  sighs. 
That  waits  thee  with  immortal  aii^- 

Lift,  lift  those  anxious  eyes ! 
Oh!  how  like  iftee,  thou  trembler! 

Man'sspirit fondly  clings 
With  timid  love,  to  this,  its  woild 

Of  old  fiimiliar  things ! 
We  pant,  we  thirst  for  fonntaina 

That  gn^  not  here  helow ! 
On,  on  we  toil,  allured  by  dreama 

Of  die  iiving  watei's  flow  : 
We  pine  for  kindred  natures 

To  mingle  with  oiu  own  ;      ,    , 
For  communings  more  full  and  high 

Than  aught  By  mortal  known ; 
We  strive  with  brief  airings 

Against  oar  bonds  in  i^ain  ; 
Yet  summon'd  to  be  free  at  last, 

Wb  sl^nk — and  elasp  our  clmin ; 
And  fearfiilly  and  mournfully 


£i  a  blighter  worid  to  dwell. 

THE  BOON  OF  MEMORY. 

"Many  things  answered  me."—M<infred. 

I  ao,  I  go  ! — and  must  mine  image  fede 
From  ihe  green  spots  wherein  inj  childhood  play"!!, 
By  my  own  streams  1 


\,Ciod<iJc 


As  a  bim'asoiig, 
Of  its  To 


7  life  pi 

themes  1 


The  welcomes  there,  the  hours  when  we  have 

In  grief  or  glee! 
All  the  aiveet  counsel,  the  communion  high. 
The  kiiidlv  words  of  tttet,  in  days  gone  by, 

Four-d  full  nnd  free? 
A  boon,  I 
To  shrint 

Bid  die  windapeakof  me  where  Ihaye  dwelt. 
Bid  the  stream's  voice,  of  all  my  soui  hath  felt, 

A  thou^t  restore ! 
In  the  rich  rose,  whose  bloom  I  loved  so  well, 
111  the  dim  brooding  violet  of  the  dell, 

Set  deep  that  though ! 
And  let  the  sutisefH  melancboly  glow. 
And  let  tlie  Sprmg's  firal  whisper,  fiiint  aud  low, 

With  me  be  fraught ! 
And  Memory  oiiswer'd  me ;— "  Wild  wish  and  vnm ! 
I  have  no  hnes  the  loveliest  to  dotidn 

In  the  heart's  (.■ore. 
The  place  they  held  in  bosoms  all  their  own, 
Soon  with  new  shadows  fiU'd,  new  flowers  o'eigrown. 

Is  theirs  no  more." 
Hast  (ftou  such  pc    __.  _ 
"It  is  not  miner    Pour  c 

Of  hope  and  trust, 
Prayer,  lea^,  devotedness,  that  boon  to  gain — 
■Tie  but  to  write  with  the  heart's  tiery  rain, 

Wild  words  on  dust !" 
Sotig,  is  the  gift  with  thee  1 — I  ask  a  lay, 
Sofi,  lervent,  deep,  that  will  not  pass  away 

From  the  still  breast; 
Rll'd  mth  a  tone— oh !  not  for  deathles  fame, 
Bnt  a  sweet  haunting  murmur  of  my  name. 

Where  it  would  rest. 
And  Song  made  answer — "  It  is  not  in  me. 
Though  call'd  immortal ;  though  my  gifts  may  be 

All  but  divine. 
A  place  of  lonely  biightness  I  can  give : 
A  changeless  one,  where  thou  with  Love  wouldst  live— 

This  is  not  mine!" 
Death,  DeathI  will  (feu  the  restless  wish  fulfill  ? 
And  Death  the  Strons  One,  spoke ;— "  I  can  but  still 

Each  vain  regret. 
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38S  DARTMCIOK 

What  iflbrgolten?— All  tliy  soul  would  era' 
Thou  too,  within  the  manlle  ol  Ihe  grave, 

Wilt  soon  forget." 
Then  did  my  heart  in  lone  faint  sadness  die 
Aa  from  al!  nature's  voices  one  reply, 

But  one — was  given. 
"  Earth  has  no  heart,  fond  dreamer !  with  a 
To  send  thee  bock  the  spirit  of  thine  own — 

Seek  it  in  Heaven," 


Am         h   pe  pi  d     d  h      eal  Isl 

Wh  1         )        g       h      b       5   sml 

Wh  f     1  BB   f  th   sp   1 

And  Be  d  rybre  fp 

Hath  D  sol  ai-d  h    self     thr 

And  mark'd  a  pathiess  region  for  her  own  I 

YeB  !  Ihoush  ihylQtfnoatain  of  ccrnage  wore. 

When  bled  the  noble  hearts  of  many  a  shore, 

Though  not  a  hostile  step  thy  healh-flowers  bent. 

When  eraphes  totler'd,  and  the  earth  was  rent  j 

Yet  lone,  aa  if  some  tiampler  of  manldnd 

Had  sdll'd  life's  busy  mnimutB  on  the  wind, 

■  'd  with  power  in  daring  pride's  eioeaa, 

,.  iU^aaII  tt,a  .^■■^»  nf  han^nTiAoa' 


Slamp'd  on  thy  soil  th , 

For  thee  in  vain  descend  the  dews  of  heaven, 
In  vain  the  sanbeam  and  the  shower  are  given 
Wild  Dartmoor !  thoa  that,  'midst  thy  mountai 
Hast  robed  thyself  with  hanghty  soliltide, 
Ab  a  dark  oloud  on  summex-a  clear  blue  sky, 
A  mourner,  choled  with  festivity  ! 
For  all  beyond  is  life  !~the  rolling  sea. 
The  rush,  the  swell,  whose  echoes  reach  not  tbi 
Yet  who  shall  find  a  soena  so  wild  and  bare. 
But  man  has  left  his  lingering  ti'aces  there  I 
F^'en  on  mysteiious  Afnc's  boundieBa  plains. 
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DARTMOOR. 

Where  noon  willi  ullribiites  of  midnight  reigns. 
In  gloom  and  silence,  iearfully  pro&und. 
As  of  a  world  unwaked  lo  soul  or  soand, 
Though  the  sad  wand'rer  of  the  faai-mng  zone 
Feels,  as  amidst  infinity,  alone, 
And  nought  of  life  he  neair ;  liis  caniel's  tread 
Is  o'er  the  prostrnte  citiea  of  the  dead ! 
Some  column,  reat'd  hy  long-lbrgotten  hands, 
Just  lifts  its  head  above  the  biilowy  sands- 
Some  mouldeiing  shrine  sliU  .conseerates  the  acem 
And  tells  that  glory's  footstep  there  liath  been. 
Tliere  hath  the  spirit  of  tiie  mighty  pass'd. 
Not  without  lecind  i  though  t^  desert  blaM, 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  Time,  hath  swept  away 
Tile  proiid  creations  reafd  lo  brave  decay. 
Bat  thou,  lone  region '.  whose  uimotlced  name 
No  lofly  deeds  have  inuigled  with  their  fame. 
Who  shall  onfold  Ihme  annaJa )— who  shall  tell 
If  on  thy  soil  the  sons  of  heroes  fell. 
In  those  fiir  ages,  which  have  left  no  trace, 
No  sunbeam,  on  the  pathway  of  ^eirracel 
Though,  haply,  in  the  unrecorded  days 
Of  kings  and  cniefe,  who  pass'd  without  their  piaise. 
Thou  might'st  have  reat'd  the  valiant  and  the  frea ; 
In  history's  page  there  is  no  talo  of  thee. 

Yet  host  thon  thy  raernoiinls.    On  the  wild 
Still  rise  the  cairns  of  yore,  all  rudely  piled,' 
Bui  hallow'd  by  that  ins^nct  which  reveres 
Things  fraught  with  characters  of  elder  years. 
And  such  are  tliese.    Lone  centuries  are  flown, 
Bow'd  many  a  crest,  and  ahatter'd  many  a  throne, 
Mii^line  the  unt,  the  trophy,  and  the  bust. 
With  what  Ihey  hide — their  shrined  and  treasured  dust ; 
Men  travetsc  Alps  and  oceans,  lo  behold 
Earth's  glorious  works  fcsl  mingling  with  her  mould ; 
But  still  these  nameless  chronicles  of  death, 
'Midst  the  deep  silence  of  ihe  unpeopled  heath. 
Stand  in  primeval  artlessness,  and  wear 
The  same  sepulchml  mien,  and  almost  share 
TW  eternity  of  nature,  with  ihe  forms 
Ofthe  crown  d  hills  beyond,  fiie  dwellings  of  the  storms. 

Yet,  what  avails  it,  if  ouch  moss-grown  heap 
sail  on  the  waste  ila  lonely  vigils  keep, 
Guarding  the  dust  which  lumbers  well  beneath 
(Nor  needs  such  care)  from  each  cold  season's  breath  t 
Where  is  the  yoice  to  tell  their  tale  who  rest, 
Thus  rudely  pillow'd  on  the  desert's  breast  1 
Doth  the  sword  sleep  beside  them !     Hath  there  been 
A  aoimd  of  battle  'inidst  the  silent  scene 
Wherenow  the  flocks  reprise  !— did  llie  scythed  car 
Here  reap  its  harvest  in  the  ranks  of  war ! 


Il  may  be  thus: — the  vestiees  ofsitife, 
Around  yet  lingering,  mark  the  awpa  of  life. 
And  the  iiide  arrow  a  borh  reiuaina  to  tell  = 
How  bv  ilfl  ecroke,  perchance,  ihe  mighty  fell 
To  be  tbreotten.    Vain  the  warrior's  pride, 
The  chieftain's  power— they  had  no  Sard,  and  died.* 
But  other  scenes,  from  their  untroubled  ^hei'e, 
The  eternal  sloiB  oi' night  have  witne^'d  here. 
There  stands  an  altar  of  unBculptured  stone,' 
Far  On  the  moor,  a  thing  images  gonei 
Propp'd  oQ  its  granite  puian,  whence  the  rains. 
And  pure  bright  dews,  have  laved  tlie  crimson  stains 
Left  by  dark  rites  of  bloodj  for  beta,  of  yore. 
When  the  bleak  waste  a  robe  of  fbrest  wore, 
And  many  a  crested  oak,  which  now  liea  low, 
Waved  its  wild  wreath  of  BScred  mistletoe ; 
Here,  at  dead  midnighc,  through  the  haunted  shade, 
On  Druid-harps  the  guiveiing  moonbeam  play'd. 
And  spells  were  breath'd,  that  lill'd  tlie  deepening  s^ooni 
Wilh  tlje  pale,  shadowy  peopla  of  the  tomb. 
Or,  haply,  torches  wstuia  through  the  night, 
Bade  the  red  cHim-fires  Haze  from  every  neighl,' 
Like  battle  signals,  whose  uneartldj  ^esnis 
Threw  o'er  the  desert's  hundred  hills  and  streams, 
A  savage  grandeur ;  while  the  starry  skies 
Rung  with  the  peal  of  mj'Htic  hannonies, 
As  ifie  loud  harp  its  deep-toned  hymns  sent  forth 
To  the  storm-ruling  poweiH,  the  war-gods  of  the  North. 

But  wilder  Bounds  were  there ;  th'  imploring  oiy 
That  woke  the  forest's  echo  in  reply. 
But  not  the  beatf  3 '.-  'Unmoved,  tne  wizard  tr^ 
Stood  round  their  human  victim,  aiid  in  vaui 
Hia  prayer  for  mercy  rose ;  m  vain  his  glance 
Look'd  up,  appealing  to  the  blue  expanse, 
Where,  in  Iheir  calm,  unraortal  beauty,  shone 
Heaven's  cloudless  orbs.    With  feint  and  feinter  moan. 
Bound  on  the  ^rlne  of  sacrifice  he  lay, 
Till,  drop  by  drop,  life's  current  ebb'd  away ; 
Till  rock  and  turf  grew  deeply,  darkly  red. 
And  the  pale  moon  gleam'd  paler  on  the  dead. 
Have  such  thin^  been,  and  here  1 — where  elillneBa  dweils 
'Midst  the  rude  Dartows  and  the  moorland  swells, 
Thusundisturb'd!— Oh!  long  the  gulf  of  tune 
Hath  closed  in  darkness  o'er  those  days  of  crune. 
And  earth  no  vestige  of  their  path  retains, 
Save  such  as  thrae,  which  strew  her  loneliest  plains 
With  records  of  man's  cnnfiiots  and  his  doom, 
His  spirit  and  his  dust — the  altar  njid  the  tomb. 
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Bat  ages  roll'd  away  ;  and  England  stood, 

Wilh Tier  proud  banner  elreaming  o'er  tho  flood  ; 

And  wilt  a  lofty  calmnesa  in  her  eye, 

And  regal  in  collected  majesty, 

To  breast  the  storm  of  battle.    Every  bremie 

Bore  souoda  nf  triumph  o'er  her  own  blue  seas; 

And  other  lauda,  vedeeni'd  and  joyous,  drank 

The  life-blood  of  her  lieroes,  aa  they  flank 

On  the  ted  fields  they  won ;  whose  wild  flowers  wave 

Now  in  luiuriant  beauty,  tfei  ^eir  grave. 

'Twss  then  the  captives  of  Britannia's  war,* 
Here  for  their  lovely  southern  eUmea  afar 
In  bondage  pined  :  the  spell-deluded  throng 
Dragg'd  at  ambidon's  chariot-wheels  so  long 
To  die — because  a  despot  could  not  clasp 
A  sceptre,  fitted  to  his  bouudieas  graap  ! 

Yea!  they  whose  march  had  rook'd  the  ancient  thrones 
And  temples  of  the  world  ;  the  deepening  tones 
Of  whose  advancing  trumpet,  from  repose 
Had  startled  nations,  wakening  to  their  woes ; 
Were  prisoners  here. — And  [here  were  soma  whose  dreams 
Were  of  sweet  homes,  by  chainlesa  monntain-slreams. 
And  of  the  vine-olad  hills,  and  many  a  strain. 
And  festal  melody  of  Loire  or  Seine, 
And  of  chose  moUiers  who  had  watch' d  and  wept. 
When  on  the  Reld  the  imsheltei'd  conscript  slept, 
Bariied  wi*  Iha  midnigbt  dews.    And  some  were 
Of  sterner  spirits,  haiden'd  by  despair ; 
Who,  m  their  dark  imaginings,  again 
Fired  the  rich  palace  and  the  stately  fane. 
Drank  m  the  viotim's  shriek,  oa  music's  breath. 
And  lived  o'er  scenes,  the  festivals  of  death ! 

And  there  was  mirth,  too !— strange  and  aavage  mirth. 
More  fearful  far  than  all  the  woes  of  earth! 
The  lauaiiter  of  eold  hearts,  and  scofis  that  spring 
From  minds  lor  which  there  is  no  sacred  thing, 

The  lightning's  flash  upon  its  blasted  tree  ! 

But  still,  howe'er  the  aoul's  di^ise  was  worn, 
!f  from  wild  revelry  or  haughty  leorii 
Or  hujyant  hope  it  w  on  an  outward  show 
Shght  w  as  the  mask  and  all  beneath  1 1 — woe, 

at  thp  dmgeon  gloom. 
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Yea !  as  the  night  calls  forfh  from  sea  noi  ekf. 
From  breeze  and  wood,  a  Holemn  haimonj', 
Loat,  when  llie  swift,  triumphant  wheels  of  day. 
In  light  and  sound,  are  hariying  on  their  way ; 
Thos,  from  the  deep  recesses  of  the  heart. 
The  vo'iee  whicli  sleeps,  but  never  dies,  might  Blart, 
Call'd  up  by  solitude,  each  nerve  W  thrill 
With  accents  heard  not,  save  when  aU  is  still ! 

The  vtaoe,  inaudible  when  havoc's  train 
CruBh'd  the  red  vintage  of  devoted  Spain ; 
Mute,  whan  sienas  lb  the  war-wlioop  rung. 
And  the  broad  Ught  of  coiiflagralioi:  sprung 
From  the  aouth'fl  marble  cities ;— huah'd  'niidst  crie 
Thai  told  the  heavens  of  martal  agonies  ; 
But  gathering  silent  strength,  to  woke  at  last 
In  concentrated  thimders  of  the  past ! 


._.;ex,  whose  fierce  ruler  blent 

The  earthquake  power  of  each  wild  element, 
To  lend  the  Udf,  which  bore  his  throne  on  ragh, 
One  impulse  more  of  desperate  energy  j 
Might — when  the  billow's  awful  rash  was  o'-er. 
Which  loas'd  its  wredt  npon  tlie  storm-heat  shore. 
Won  from  its  wand'iings  past,  by  sufieritig  tried, 
Bearch'd  by  remoiBe,  by  anfTiish  purified — 
Have  fis'd,  at  leuglh,  its  tfoubled  hopes  and  fears, 
On  Ihe  far  world,  seen  brightest  through  our  tears. 
And,  in  that  honr  nF  trinmnh  nr  d^anau-. 
WheiBa  BBcretB  all 
Whenoflhethme 

Fills  the  dim  eye  ot  trembling  penitence. 
Have  tum'd  to  Him  whose  bow  is  in  the  cloud, 
Around  life's  limits  gathering,  as  a  sh»ud  ; — 
The  tearful  mysteries  of  the  heart  who  knows. 
And,  by  the  tempest,  calls  it  to  repose ! 

Who  visited  that  deathbed  ?— Who  can  teil 
Its  brief  sad  tale,  on  which  the  soul  miglit  dwell. 
And  leam  immortal  lessons 'f — who  bcEtld 
The  straggling;  hope,  by  shame,  by  doubt  repeli'd— 
The  agony  ofprayBr — the  bursting  tears — 
'The  dark  remembrances  of  guilty  j^cHia, 
Crowding  upon  the  ^irit  in  their  inightl 
He,  through  the  storm  who  look'd,  and  there  was  liglit  ■ 

That  scene  is  closed ! — that  wild,  tumultuous  breast, 
With  all  its  Jiangs  and  passions,is  at  rest! 
He  too,  is  fiillen,  the  master-power  of  atrife. 
Who  woke  those  passions  to  delirious  life : 


It  is  a  glorioue  hour  when  Spring  goes  Smh 
O'er  the  EleEk  mountains  of  the  al^owy  north, 
And  with  one  radiant  glance,  one  magic  breath. 
Wakes  all  things  lovely  from  the  sleep  of  death  ; 
Whiie  the  glad  voieea  of'a  thousand  streams, 
Buralirg  their  bondage,  triumph  in  her  beams ! 

But  Peace  hath  nobler  ehnngea !    O'er  (he  mind. 
The  warm  and  living  spirit  of  niankuid. 
Her  iniluenoe  breathes,  and  bids  tJie  blighted  heart. 
To  life  and  hope  Irom  deGotaliaii  start  I 
She,  with  s  ioolt,  dissolves  the  captive's  chain. 
Peopling  with  beauty  widow'd  homes  again ; 
Around  tlia  mother,  in  her  cloang  years. 
Gathering  her  sons  once  more,  and  irom  the  tears 
Of  the  dun  past,  bnt  vcinnirig  purer  Uglit, 
To  make  the  present  more  serenely  bright. 

Nor  rests  that  influence  here.    From  clune  to  dime. 
In  Mleneo  gliding  with  the  stream  of  time, 
Stiil  doth  it  spread,  borne  onwards,  as  a  breeze 
With  healing  on  its  wings,  o'er  isles  and  seas  i 
And,  as  Heaven's  breath  call'd  fijtth,  with  genial  power. 
From  the  dry  wand,  the  almond's  living  flower ; 
So  doth  its  deep-ieli  charm  in  secret  move 
The  coldest  iieart  to  gentle  deeds  of  love  i 
While  round  its  pathway  nature  softly  glows. 
And  the  wide  desert  blossoms  as  the  cose. 

Yes  I  let  the  wasfa  lift  up  the  exnl^  voice ! 
Let  Ihe  far-echoing  solitude  rejoice '. 
And  Ihon,  lone  moor !  where  no  blithe  reaper's  song 
E'er  lightly  sped  the  snmmer  honrs  along. 
Bid  thy  wild  riveis,  from  each  mountain-source, 
Rushing  in  joy,  make  music  on  their  course  l 
"Tliou,  whose  sole  records  of  esistenee  mark 
The  scene  of  barbarous  rites,  in  ages  dai^^ 
And  of  some  nameless  combat;  hope's  bright  eye 
Beams  o'er  thee  in  the  light  of  prophecy  ! 
Yet  shalt  thou  smile,  by  Busy  culture  drest. 
And  the  rich  harvest  wave  upon  thy  breast ! 
Yet  ^1  thy  coltage  smoke,  at  dewy  morn, 
Rise,  in  blue  vireathH,  above  the  flowering  ihom, 
And,  'midst  thy  hamlet  shadea,  the  embosom'd  spire 
Catch  from  deep-kindling  heavens  their  earliest  fire. 

Thee  too  that  hour  shall  bless,  the  bahuy  close 
Of  labor's  day,  the  herald  o[  repose. 
Which  gathers  hearts  in  peace;  while  social  mirdi 
Ba^sin  the  blaze  of  each  free  village  health; 
Whiie  peaaant^ongs  ate  on  the  joyous  gales, 
And  merry  England's  voice  floato  up  from  all  her  vales. 
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Yet  are  lliete  aweeier  auunJs  ;  and  thou  shall  hear 

Snch  as  lo  Heaven's  immortal  hosl  ai-e  dear. 

Oh  !  if  there  Blill  be  melody  on  earlh. 

Worthy  the  aacred  bowers  where  rnaii  drew  birth 

When  angel-stepa  their  paths  rejoioitig  erode, 

And  the  air  trembled  with  the  breath  of  God  ; 

Ic  lives  in  those  soft  acoenls,  to  ihe  sky' 

Borne  from  the  lips  of  stainless  intaii'^y, 

When  holy  Blrains,  from  life's  pure  fount  which  ^rai 

Breathed  with  deep  reve.rence,  feller  on  it3  tongue. 

And  such  ^all  be  thy  mn^c,  when  the  cells, 
Where  Gmll,  the  child  of  hopeless  Misery,  dwells, 
(And,  lo  wild  strength  by  desperation  wrought. 
In  silence  broods  o'er  many  a  fearful  ihtatsht.l 
Resound  to  pity's  voice  ;  and  ohi 

Ere  the  cold  bhj^t  hath  reached 

Ere  that  soli  rase-bloom  of  the  soul  be  Hcd, 
Whidi  vice  but  breathes  on,  and  ite  huea  are  flead, 
Shall  at  ihe  call  pres  forward,  to  be  mads 
A  glorious  oficring,  meet  for  him  who  said, 
"Mercy,  not  sacritice!"  and  when,  of  old. 
Clouds  of  tidi  iiicense  ftom  bis  altars  roU'd, 
Dispersed  the  smoke  of  perfumes,  and  laid  bnre 
The  heart's  deep  61ds,  to  read  its  homage  there ! 

When  some  crown'd  conqueror,  o'er  a  trampJt^  -votld 
His  banner,  shadowing  nations,  Mth  unfurl'd. 
And,  Hhe  those  visitations  which  deform 
Nature  for  centnriea,  hath  made  the  storm 
His  pathway  to  duminioa'a  lonely  sphere, 
Silence  behind — before  hini,  flight  and  fear ; 
When  kingdoms  rock  beneath  hiB  rushing  wheele. 
Till  each  feir  isle  the  mighty  impulse  feels. 
And  earth  is  moulded  but  by  one  proud  wili, 
And  sceptred  realms  wear  feltera,  and  are  mill ; 
Shall  the  tree  soul  of  song  bow  down  to  pay. 
The  earthquake  homage  on  its  halefiil  way  ! 
Shall  the  glad  harp  send  up  exulting  strains. 
O'er  burning  cities  and  ibisaken  plains  ? 
And  diall  no  harmony  of  softer  dose 
Attend  Ihe  stream  of  marcy  as  it  flows, 


Oh !  there  are  loftier  Seines,  Ebr  him  whose  ^yen 
Have  Eearch'd  the  depths  of  life's  realities. 
Than  the  red  battle,  or  the  trsphied  car. 
Wheeling  the  monareh-yietor  fnat  and  for ; 
There  are  more  noble  slrsins  thou  those  wiiich  svnU 
The  triumphs,  min  may  sulfide  to  tell  I 

Ye  prophet-bards,  who  sat  in  elder  days 
Beneath  Qie  palms  of  Judah  !    Ye  whose  lays 
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With  torrent  rapture,  from  their  Eonrce  on  high, 

Burst  in  the  atrength  of  inonotiBlity  ! 

Oh  !  not  alone,  those  haunted  grorea  among, 

Of  conquering  hosis,  of  empires  crush'd,  ye  aung, 

But  of  liiDt  spiiit,  dealined  to  rxplore 

With  the  bright  doy^ring  every  distant  shore. 

To  dry  the  tear,  to  bind  the  broken  reed, 

To  make  the  home  of  peace  in  hearts  tlial  bleed  ; 

With  beams  of  hope  to  pierce  the  dungeon'a  gloom, 

And  pour  etemai  atat-ligbt  o'er  the  iomb. 

And  bles^'d  and  hallon'd  be  its  haunts!  ibr  there 
Hath  man's  high  soul  been  rescued  from  despair! 
There  halJi  ibe  immortal  apark  for  Heaven  Seen  nursed'; 
There  from  the  rock  the  springs  of  life  have  burst, 
Quenchless  and  pure  !  and  holy  thoughts,  ihat  rise, 
Watm  from  the  source  of  human  sympathies — 
Where'er  its  path  of  tadlance  may  bo  traced. 
Shall  find  their  temples  in  the  Mlent  waste. 
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Then  siaiufa  m  ultar  of  v.iuiculptiiTtd  stmc. 

On  13ie  east  of  Daitnioor  are  some  Druidical  reinaius,  one  otwhitb 

Ifl  a  Cromlech,  whose  three  rough  pillars  of  gmoite  sunjiml  a  pm 

derous  tahle-stone,  ajid  form  a  kiad  of  large  Irregular  trjpod. 

Notes,  page  584.  line  S4. 
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And  watrior  heai-ls  iif     .  -       . 
And  1h6  bright  mead  at  Owain's  feosl  weiil  round : 
Wake  with  the  spirit  and  ihe  power  of  yore ! 
Harp  of  ihe  ancient  hills  I  be  heard  once  more ! 

Thy  tones  are  not  lo  cease !    Tbe  Roman  came 
O'ar  the  blue  viaXem  with  iiis  thooaiuid  oara : 
Through  Mona's  oalie  he  sent  the  wasting  flame ; 
The  Druid  shrines  lay  prostrate  on  oar  shores : 


Thy  tones  are  not  to  cease ! — The  Saxon  pasa'd, 
IEb  bannera  floated  on  Eryri's  gales ; 
But  thou  weit  heard  above  the  trompet'a  blast, 
E'en  when  liia  towers  rose  loftiest  o  er  the  vales '. 
Thine  was  the  voice  lliat  eheer'd  tiie  brave  and  free  j 
They  had  their  lulls,  their  chainless  hearts,  and  thee. 

Those  were  darkyeais! — They  saw  [be  valiant  fall, 
The  tank  weeds  garnering  round  the  cliieltain's  board, 
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DBOID  CilOUUy.— THE  GREEN  ISLT. 

The  liearth  lefl  lonely  in  the  ruined  hall- 
Yet  power  was  thine — a  gilt  in  every  chord ! 
Callback  that  spirit  to  the  days  of  peace. 
Thou  nohla  Haip  ! — thy  tones  are  not  lo  cease 


DRUID  CHORUS  ON  THE  LASDIrJG  OF  THE  R 

By  the  dread  and  viewless  powers 

Whom  the  storms  and  seas  obey. 
From  the  Dark  Ide's*  mystic  bowers, 

Romans !  o'er  ihe  deep  away ! 
Think  ye,  'tis  but  uature^s  gloom 

O'er  our  shadowy  coast  which  hrooda  J 
By  the  altar  and  the  tomb. 

Shun  these  haunted  solitiules! 

Kiow  ye  Mona'a  awfiil  spells  ! 

She  the  rolling  orbs  can  stay ! 
She  the  mighty  grave  compels 

Back  to  yield  its  felter'd  prey ! 
Fear  ye  not  the  hghtning-strolte  1 

Mark  ye  not  the  fiery  sky  1 
Hence  !— around  our  central  oak 

Gods  are  gathering— Romans,  fly  ! 


THE  GREEN  ISLES  OF  OCEAN  • 

Where  are  they,  those  green  fiiiry  islands,  repoMiig 
lu  sunlight  and  beauty,  on  ocean's  calm  breast  ? 

What  spiiit,  the  thin™  which  ai-e  hidden  dieoloaing, 
Shallpomtthebri^it  way  to  their  dwellings  of  rest! 

Oh !  lovely  they  rose  ou  the  dreams  of  past  ages. 
The  mi^ty  have  sought  them,  imdatmted  in  feith ; 

But  behind  hatii  been  eadfor  her  warriors  and  sages. 
For  the  guide  to  those  realms  of  the  blessed,  is  death. 
*  Ynyi  JJjmuR  or  the  Oarlt  Island,  an  oiitlent  nome  for  Anslesey, 
t The  "Green  Islanda  of  Oceaji,"  or  "  Greon  Spola  of  tlio  Ftoods," 
■    ■■    tiana  been  pMiBtvod  in  Wales.)  were  sup- 


posed Id  be  tlie  abode  al 
Dmlii.  who  sonld  not  ealer  the  Obiiattan : 
ted  ui  enjoy  tbls  puadlas  at  their  own. 
BriUsh  cbleflBtn  of  Uie  fltUi  century,  went 
AiDillv,  to  disoavet  these  ii]B4ida ;  ' 

lATds.  ani  the  flxpedlttoo  a  Mad 
disappearance  af  the  island  of  Bi 


i  i^Waleaj^wB 


-.-■i^ni7Gt.-^>^|i 


.19S  WELSH  MELODIES. 

Where  are  Ihey,  the  high-minded  cliildreii  of  glory 

Who  Bteer'd  ibr  those  distant  green  spola  on  ^e  wave  ! 
To  the  mnds  of  the  ocean  thsy  left  Ihejr  wild  story. 

In  the  fields  of  their  country  they  found  not  a  grave. 
Parohanee  they  repose  where  the  Summer-breeze  gatheia, 

From  the  flowers  of  each  vale,  immotlBlUy's  breadi ; 
But  ihtii  steps  shall  be  ne'er  on  the  hills  of  ftieir  feihers— 

For  the  guide  to  those  realms  of  the  blessed,  is  death. 


THE  SEA-SONG  OF  GAFRAN.* 

WiTHH  ye  well  '■     The  moon  ia  shrouded 

On  her  bright  throne ; 
Storms  are  gathering,  sIdi^  are  clouded, 

Waves  make  wild  moan. 
'Tis  no  night  of  hearih-fiies  glowing. 
And  gay  songs  and  wme-cupa  flowmg; 
But  ol  winds,  in  darkness  blowing 

O'er  eeaa  unknown ! 
In  the  dwellings  of  our  feihers. 

Round  the  ^ladbluze. 
Now  the  festive  cii-cle  gathers, 

With  harps  and  lays ; 
Now  the  rush-strewn  halls  are  ringing. 
Steps  are  bounding,  bards  are  sdngmg, 
— Ay !  the  hour  to  all  is  bringmg 

Peace,  joy,  or  praise : — 
Save  to  us,  our  luahl-waloh  keepings 

Storm-wmds  to  brave. 
While  the  very  sea-bird  sleeping. 

Think  of  us  when  hearths  are  beaming, 
Tbink  of  us  when  mead  is  streamuig. 
Ye,  of  whom  cur  seals  are  dreaming 


THE  HIRLAS  HORN. 


ch  ths  bom,  Oiat  we  may  dripk  together,  ■ 
11  of  the  sei;  whoseeieen  handles  she 


THE  HALL  OF  CYNDDYLAN 

And  bear  thou  the  rich  foaming  mead  to  the  bravo, 

The  dragons  of  hatile,  the  sons  of  the  free ! 
To  those  Irom  whose  epeara,  in  the  ehook  of  the  tight, 

A  beam,  lilse  heaven's  lightning,*  flash'd  over  the  iielJ ; 
lo  those  who  came  rushing  as  storms  in  their  might. 

Who  have  ^iver'd  the  hehnet,  and  cloven  the  shield ; 
The  sound  of  whose  strife  was  ]iks  oceans  a&r, 
When  lances  were  red  from  the  harvest  of  war. 
Fill  high  the  bine  hirlss !  O  cap-bearer,  fill 

For  the  lords  of  the  field,  in  their  festiiral's  hour, 
And  let  the  mead  foam,  like  theHtreHm  of  the  hill. 

That  bnrslH  o'er  the  rook  iothepiide  of  its  power: 
Praise,  praise  to  the  mighty,  fill  hi^  the  smooth  horn 

Of  honor  and  mirth,t  for  the  conflict  is  o'er; 
At5d  round  let  the  golden-tipp'd  hirlas  be  borne. 

To  the  lion  defendera  of  Gwynedd'B  fair  ^lore. 
Who  msh'd  to  the  field  where  the  elor7  was  won, 
As  eagles  that  soar  from  their  clifTa  to  the  sun. 
Fill  higher  the  hirlaa !  ibreetdng  not  thosa 

Who  Ediaied  its  bright  draught  in  the  days  which  are  fled 
Thon^  cold  on  their  moanlaios  the  valient  repose. 

Their  lot  shall  be  lovely— renown  to  the  dead  ! 
While  haipainthe  hall  of  the  feast  ahalt  be  strung, 

While  refflil  Bryri  with  snow  shall  be  crown'd— 
So  Ions  by  Uie  bards  shall  Ihdr  battles  be  sung, 

Andthe  heart  of  the  hero  shall  bum  at  the  sound 


THE  HALL  OF  CyNDDYLAN. 


Maeloi,  put  of  (be  count 
"  The  Holl  of  CjTilWylan 


if  Cynddylan  is  withou' 


The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  voiceless  and  still, 
The  sound  of  its  hiupings  hath  died  on  the  hill '. 
Be  silent  forerer,  thou  deaolale  sceue, 
Nor  let  e'en  an  echo  recall  what  halli  been ! 
The  Haii  of  Cynddylsn  ia  lonely  and  bare. 
Mo  banqnet,  no  eue3t,not  afootsteji  is  there  I 
Oh !  where  are  iSe  wan-iors  who  circled  ite  board  ^ 
— The  grass  will  soon  wave  where  the  mead-oup  w 
The  Hall  of  Cynddylan  is  loveless  to  night, 
Since  he  is  departed  whose  smile  made  it  bright  l 
I  mourn;  but  thesigli  of  my  soul  eliull  he  briet^ 
"JTie  piitliwoy  is  sliort  to  the  grave  of  my  chief! 


THE  LAMENT  OF  LLYWARCH  HEN. 
fLljTvaroh  Sea,  or  Llyworoh  llio  Aged,  n  coloiiraleii  bnrd  and  c 
of  tlie  times  of  Arthur,  waa  prince  of  Arftoed.  supijoseil  to  be  a 
of  tbs  present  Oumberland.  Havlnesuslalasd  thelosE  nf  hisuf 
numy.  end  wltnsgied  the  bit  of  most  of  hli  sons,  in  the  uner 
conteal  maintained  by  the  North  Britons  agajnat  the  growing  pa 
of  the  Saions,  Llywarch  was  campelLed  to  fly  (torn  his  coun 
andseekrefUgela  WaJes.  He  there  fbundnnaayliun  for  some  t 
In  the  realdencs  of  Cynddylan,  Pilnca  of  Powys.  whose  Ikll 

and  his  elegy  on  nld  age  and  the  Inas  of  hia  sous,  U  remarhablt 
lea  alm|iUcl^  and  beauty. — See  Ca^vtirian  Bioariwky,  avd  Owk 
Heroic  Eieffia  and  other  poems  of  Llsftoanjt  Hbti-I 

The  blight  horns  return,  and  the  blue  sky  is  ringing 
With  song,  and  the  hills  are  all  mantled  with  blootn ; 

Bnt  fairer  than  aught  which  the  er '"  ■----'-- 

The  beauty  and  youth  gone  to  j 
Oh !  why  Miould  I  live  to  bear  n 

loteleps  surroimdihg  t 


Which  cannot  awtie  ye,  my  lovely,  my  brave  X 


in  the  voice  of  the  Mnger,' 
I  to  the  sunlight's  glad  bes 


»  of  the  rock  of  Hydwylh, 

t3  lord,  without  company,  withonl  the  drclhiE  fhaals  T 
f9ee  Owts's  "  Heroic  Elegies  of  U/fxareh  Hoa." 


CGoo^Te" 


Yet,  yet  I  live  on,  though  foiBaken  and  weepmg! 
— On  grave !  v/hy  reftise  to  the  aged  thji  beif. 
When  valor's  high  heart  on  thj  bosom  is  sleeping, 
When  youth's  glorious  flower  js  gone  down  to  the  dead ! 
Fair  were  je,  my  sons !  and  all-ldngly  your  beaiiiig. 
As  OQ  to  the  fields  of  your  glory  ye  node ! 
Each  prince  of  my  race  the  bright  golden  chaii 


Which  rouaea  je not !    O,  my  lovely !  my  brave! 

When  warriors  and  chiela  to  their  proud  steeds  are  bounding, 

1  turn  from  heaven's  light,  for  it  smiles  on  yoar  giave  !t 


GRUFYDD'S  FEAST. 


("Crufyili  ah  Rhya  ; 


7W  to  celelwiite  tUs  evept.    To  Ihlsf^ast.  wblch  waa  codHui 

for  fbriv  days,  hf  '— '—'  -" •' ' - 

Gajfntid,  Jwpj,  —  , <  „  -,  —  —  , 

Against  the  apinbilad  lime  ho  prepand  all  kinds  of  daUdoi 


Saimcid.  nxisa,  the  Doimiiirt*,  Glamoraan,  and  llis  marchea. 

It  the  appolDlad  lime  ho  prepared  all  kinds  of  daUdoiu  viands 

juora ;  with  every  enienalnntent  of  vdcbI  and  lnamiuipDin! 

song;  LhnB  patronising  the  poels  and  musicians    He  eacouraged- 

gifia.")— rids  Oambrias  Biography. 

Let  the  yellow  mead  sliine  for  the  sons  of  the  brave. 
By  the  bright  festal  torthea  aronnd  us  tJial  wave ! 
Set  open  Uie  gataa  of  the  prince's  wide  hall, 
And  hang  up  the  chief's  ruddy  spear  on  the  wall ! 

There  Is  peace  in  the  land  weliave  buttled  to  save  : 
Then  spread  ye  the  feost,  bid  the  wine-cup  foam  highit 
Tlial  those  may  fejoice  who  have  lear'd  not  to  die ! 


BDldan  ihaio  as  a  bodge  of  honor,  worn  liy  heroes,  1 
I  alluded  to  in  the  worlts  of  the  ancient  UrtUah  barda. 
t  "  Hardly  has  the  snow  covered  the  v^e. 


(he  ancient  G>msh  ba 


F^«U^ 


sue  WELSH  MELODIES 

Let  thn  rich  iJraught  it  oBite  with  gladness  be  crown'd, 
For  the  strong  hearta,  in  combat  that  leap'd  at  its  eouiid  ! 

Like  the  billow's  dark  swell,  was  the  padi  of  their  Hiight, 
Red,  red  a3  their  blood,  fill  the  wine-cup  on  high, 
That  thoBB  mar  rejoice  who  have  fear'd  not  to  die ! 
And  wake  je  the  children  ofaongftom  their  dreams, 
On  Maelor'a  wild  hilla,  and  by  Dyfed's  fair  streams  I* 
Bid  them  haste  with  those  sti-ains  of  the  lofty  and  Iree, 
Which  shall  float  down  the  waves  of  long  agea  lo  be. 

Sheath  the  sword  which  hath  given  them  unperishina  ihemeB, 
And  pour  the  bright  mend  ;  1st  the  wine  cup  foam  high. 
Thai  thoBs  may  rejoice  who  have  ieat'd  cot  to  die  1 


THE  CAMBRIAN  IN  AMERICA. 

When  the  last  Hu^  of  eve  ia  dying 
On  boundless  lakes,  afar  that  shine  ; 

When  wuids  amidst  die  pnlms  are  siting, 
And  fragrance  breatliea  from  every  pine  :t 

When  stars  through  cfpress-boughs  are  gleaming, 
And  fire-fliea  wander  bright  and  free. 


.._.y  home  my  spirits  knows  I 

Sweet  land,  whence  memory  ne'er  hatli  parted ! 

To  thee  on  sleep's  light  wing  I  ily ; 
But  happier,  coald  tlie  weary-hearltd 

Look  on  his  own  blue  bil^,  and  die  ! 


THE  MONARCHY  OF  BRITAIN. 


aad  whUD  It  was  pTBparLnjrfDT  battle.  ordLvLdlng  the  Bpoila,  he  pei- 
(biDKd  SB  aaeient  gong,  <£atll  ClnhnnEsU  FrgiaiH,  the  luonatchy 


of  Biltalu.    It  bu  been  conjectureil  that  this  pneiu  ref^rre 
tradldun  of  the  WeLsb,  that  the  wbols  IslsodliBd  once  b 


*  Uaelor,  nut  of  the  coualies  of  Denbigh  luicl  Flint.    Dyfed.  (s^d 

f  The  aromatic  odor  of  the  pine  tia^freiiaeatly  been  menUODed  by 
tiavelleii. 


TALIE SIN'S  PROPHJIOV. 

of  Iho  spoils,  \be  bnrd,  for  Ihe  performance  of  llila  anng,  wj 
wiLFded  wUK  Ihe  most  valuable  lieasi  [tial  remained,— See  Joi 
mstariral  ^ccmKt  of  thi  W^ah  Barda.\ 

Sons  of  the  Fair  Isle  !*  forget  not  the  time. 

Ere  spoikra  had  brealh'd  the  free  winds  of  your  dime  ! 

All  ihat  its  eagles  behold  in  (heir  Si^t, 

Wae  youis  from  the  deep  to  each  slorm-mantled  Iieighe  I 

Though  from  your  race  that  prond  birthright  be  toro, 

Unqueiioh'd  ia  the  Bpirit  for  monarchy  bom. 

Darkly  thouah  clouas  may  hang  o'er  iia  awhile. 

The  crown  fliall  not  pass  from  the  BeautiM  Isle. 

Ages  may  roll  ere  your  children  regain 

The  land  for  which  heroes  have  peiiah'd  in  vain. 

Yet  in  the  sound  of  your  name  shall  be  power, 

Around  her  still  gathering  till  glory's  full  hour, 

SlFongin  the  feme  of  the  mighty  that  sleep. 

Your  Britain  shall  eil  on  the  throne  of  the  deep ! 

Then  shall  their  spirils  rejoice  in  her  smile, 

Who  died  iox  the  crown  of  the  Beautifid  Isle ! 


TALIESIN'S  PROPHECY. 


The  path  of  imhom  ages  is  ti-aced  upon  my  soul, 
TTie  clouds  wMch  mantle  things  unseen,  away  before  me  rt 
A  light,  the  depths  revealing,  hath  o'er  iji/ spirit  paaa'd, 
A  ruEhing  sound  from  days  to  be,  swells  tilfiil  in  llie  blast. 
And  tells  me  that  for  ever  shall  live  the  lofty  tougue. 
To  which  the  haip  of  Mona's  woods  by  freedora'a  hand  w 
Strang. 


I  see  from  Dthyi^Bt:  kingdom  the  sceptre  pass  away, 

And  many  a  bne  of  bards,  and  chiefe,  and  princely  men  decay. 


Pa-diln,  the  0 

cietit  name  of 

Ccdein,  or  Isl 

of  lUe  Wlglity, 

Fendmeon,  W 

ig  of  Brlmin.  =n 

?;-Go'C.n?fc' 


S98  WELSH  MELODIES. 

But  long  as  Arvon'a  mountaina  shall  lift  llieir  sovereign  fo 
And  wear  the  crown  to  wliicli  ia  given  dominion  o'er  the  Bio 
So  long,  their  empire  sharing,  snail  live  tile  lofiy  tongae, 
To  wluch  the  h^p  of  Mona's  woods  by  freedom's  hand 


OWEN  GLYNDWR  S  WAR  SONG. 

Saw  ye  the  blaiing  star  !* 

The  heavens  loolc  down  on  freedom's  war, 

And  H^t  her  torch  on  high ! 
Bright  on  the  dragon  treatt 
Tt  f  eljB  that  glory's  wing  shall  rest, 

When  waniors  meet  to  die ! 
tiet  earth's  pale  tyrants  read  despair, 

And  vengeance,  in  its  flame  i 
Hail  ye,  my  bards !  the  omen  fair 

Of  conquest  and  of  feme. 
And  swell  tiie  rushingnioiintam-iiir 

With  eongs  to  Glyndwr'a  name. 
At  the  dftad  hour  of  night,    ■ 
Mark'd  ye  how  each  majestic  height 

Bnm'd  in  its  awful  heams  f 
Red.  shone  th°  eternal  anows. 
And  all  the  land,  as  bright  it  rose. 

Was  Ml  of  potions  dreams! 
Oh!  eagles  of  the  battle  !t  risel 

'The  hope  of  Gwynedd  waltea  14 
It  is  your  banner  in  the  akica, 

Through  each  dark  cloud  which  breakii. 


•  The  yt 


It  served  lo  iiJW  si^rlt  Into  the  minds  of  a  Buperslllioua  people,  Ihs 
Ant  sneaeu  of  theli  diiettejn  couflrmed  tluB  Jjelief,  and  gave  new 


aeDra-ffon;  a  name  he  asHuioed 

by  tlie  appearance  of  a  star  with  a  dra^a  beneatb,  which  Ulher 
used  as  his  badge ;  andonlhataccountilbacame  a  fevorila  one  with 

f'Bruis'ae  horn  wTudwrnu,  tie  Entffc  ^  flalt/es."— Vide  Tki 
ffirfiijH«™,BixwKi%OwiiHCYri:ii.ii.D.  The  eagle  ia  a  very  fa 
vortte  Image  with  the  mitient  Welsh  poets. 

4  GWTBKDD  (pronounced  Gwy  leili,)  Nonh  Wales. 


rtiiTO^ 


PJiraOK  MADOC'S  FAEEWELL. 

The  Saxon  on  his  way  ! 
.  lO !  spear,  and  shield,  and  lance, 
From  Beva'a  wavea,  with  Ushtninjj  glon 

"   "        '  :o  me  day  f 


Let  those  who  wake  the  soul  chat  dwells 

On  our  free  winds,  beware  ! 
The  greenest  and  the  lovelieet  dells 

May  be  tlie  lion's  lair ! 
Of  us  they  told,  lie  eeers 
And  monarcli-bai'ds  of  elder  years. 

Who  wallt'd  on  earth,  as  po?rere! 
And  in  tlieir  hurnina  strains, 
A  spell  of  might  end  tnyster^  rpigns. 


Before  his  gifted  sight, 
The  march  of  ages  pass'd  away 

With  hero-fooislepa  bright, 
But  proudest  in  thol  long  array. 

Was  Glyndwr's  path  of  lig 


PRINCE  MADOC'S  li'AREWELL. 


Why  rise 

Where  the  harp's  lofty  sc 
Be  hiish'd,  he  forgotten!  lor  ne'er  shall  the  hand 

Of  minstrel  with  tiielody  greet  my  relura. 
— No  i  no ! — let  your  echoes  still  float  on  the  breeze. 
And  my  heart  shall  he  strong  for  the  conquest  of  seas ! 
'Tis  not  for  the  land  of  my  sires,  to  ^ve  bulh 

Unto  bosoms  that  shrink  ivhen  then'  trial  is  nigh ; 
Away !  we  will  bear  over  ocean  and  earth 

A  name  and  a  spirit  that  never  shall  die. 
My  course  to  the  winds,  to  the  stars,  I  leagn  ; 
But  my  soul's  quenchless  fire,  O  ray  country !  is  thine. 


Metdlin  BmrvB,  IB  B^cl  to  have  cnnipoaed  hla  prophe- 

f  [liBse,  and  other  ancleflt  urnphecies,  were  applied  liy 
LB  oWD  cnuse,  Bad  assJaieil  hlin  greatly  in  aminaiing 


WELSri  MELODIES, 


CASWALLON'S  TRIUMPH. 


oppoBlng  Csrar,  nnder  (he  litis  of  Blected  Cbief  ot  Bsllle.  Whal- 
erqr  ImptfluLDn  the  discipllued  legloaa  Qf  S/aoB  might  ban  m&de  on 
Ihs  BilloDB  li  the  Snt  Inataace,  Ihs  Bubseqasnt  depiuUin  of  Cbiu 
thsv conaldersd  bi  a  cuus  of  MuiDph;  odditis  staled  Ibat  Cas- 
nallon  proclBdined  sji  assembly  of  the  Torlons  alFLtea  of  the  Island, 


Our  wild  seas  and  mouiitiiina  lioaiyl 
Back  from  lliqir  tilouJj'  teaLin  it  flies. 
To  floBt  in  light  through  softer  skies; 
Oh  1  chainleaa  winds  M  heaven  ariae  ! 

Bear  a  yanquish'd  world  the  story  l 
Lords  of  earth  !  to  Rome  returning. 

Tell,  how  Britain  combat  wages. 
How  CAswiLLON's  aoul  is  burning 

When  the  storm  of  battle 


0  holy  ai 


The  brightness  of  his  name  prolong, 
....      ,  . .  . .    .^  tluough  ages ! 


HOWEL'S  SONG. 
11^  Llygliw  was  a  dlBtlngulshed  l)ard  of  the 

ifl WelsH baida^    TbetnipsofJ^nny's 

sDlnasF  '  ■  '  ' 

It  Llansollen.] 


sinonsstlheremalns''oflliflWel5llbaid3^    Tbe tnipsof J^nnj- 
___.._....  ^,....  ,r,. —  »^^^  may  jet  te  traced  on  a  high  k 


r;Goo^-|tf^ 


Sweet  floatins  from  the  holy  dell 

O'er  woods  and  waters  round, 
Perchnnoe  the  maid  I  love,  s'en  now. 
From  Dinas  Mian's  majestic  brow, 
Looks  o'er  the  feiry  world  beloi*. 

And  Ustens  to  the  sound  I 
I  feel  her  presence  on  tha  scene ! 
The  Bummet  air  ia  more  serene. 
The  deep  woods  wave  in  richer  green, 

The  wave  more  gontly  flows ! 
0  fell-  as  Ocean's  curling  toajn!* 
Lo !  with  the  bahny  liour  I  come, 
The  hour  that  biings  the  waod'rer  home, 

The  weary  to  repose  ! 
Haste !  on  each  mountain's  dark'ning  crest, 
The  glow  halh  died,  the  shadows  rest. 
The  twilight-alar  on  Deva's  breast. 

Gleams  (remulously  bright; 
Speed  for  Myfanwy'a  bower  on  high ! 
Thooeh  scorn  may  wound  me  Irom  her  eye, 
Oh !  BEtler  by  the  sun  lo  die, 

Than  live  in  rayleas  night ! 


THE  MOUNTAIN-FIRES, 
f  The  cnsttim  retained  in  Wales  of  lighllne  firea  ICaelcci-lhi'  m  So- 
the  BriUah  chiefs  by  Hei^al,  on  Salisbury  plain.    The  pracllco  is, 

WDen  tliese'lirei  ar"  kindled  on  Ihe'mouiilains,  and  seen 
UuDi^li  the  dnrkness  of  astormy  night,  ca-sUng  a  red  and  fitful  glaffi 
orer  heath  and  rock,  Iheii  el&otis  sailLngLy  plciureaque.] 

Light  the  hills  1  dllheaveniaglowina 

.  Aa  with  some  red  meteor^  rays  J 

Winds  of  iriglU,  thondi  mdely  dowing, 

Shall  but  Jan  theb«acon-blaze. 
laght  the  hills  till  flames  are  streaming, 

Fromf  Yr  Wyddfa'a  soyereign  steep, 

■peed  was  with  eageinesa,  and  the  sttoig  long-liamm'il  Bleed  of  A 

•"My  loving  heart  Hnta  with  grief  ivllhoul  lliy  aunport,  O  tliou 
IhathaBtlhB  whltaneBsof  the  turUng  WBvaa!  •  •  *  *  »  I  know 
that  this  pain  will  bvbH  me  nothing  towards  oblainuif  thy  love,  O 
IhiHL  wliose  coDDlenaDce  Is  bright  as  the  llowets  of  liiB  hawthorn  I' 
— Howitt's  Ode  M  JSyfimwy. 

t  Yr  Wyddfa,  the  Welsh  name  of  Snowdon,  said  to  mean  the  am- 
Bpi&ttona  plaeot  or  o^ecJ. 


i.TGtxj^Te 


To  the  vmvee  round  Moiia  eleniniits. 


Be  the  mountain  watch-fires  heighten'd, 

File  them  to  the  alormy  eky ! 
Till  each  toneiit-wave  ia  hrigbten'd. 

Kindling  as  it  rushes  by. 
Now  each  rook,  the  mist's  nidi  dwelling. 

Towers  in  reddening' light  sublime  ; 
Heap  the  fiames !  BrDuiid  them  telling 

Tales  of  Cambria's  elder  time. 
ThUB  our  dres,  the  ftarlesa-hsateed. 

Many  a  solemn  vigil  kept, 
When,  in  ages  long  departeo. 

O'er  Ihe  noble  dead  they  wept. 
In  the  winds  we  hear  their  voices, 

"  SonB !  though  yours  a  brighter  lot, 
When  the  moui.lain-knd  rejoices. 

Be  hor  mighty  miforgol '" 


["  SsowDOM  ITSB  held  aa 


Theiks  was  no  dream,  O  Monatch-hill, 

With  heaven'8  own  axme  ci'own'd ! 

Who  cali'd  thee— what  thou  shall  be  still, 

While  Snowdon  f — lioly  ground. 
They  fabled  not,  thy  sons,  who  told 

Of  the  dread  power,  enrfirined 
Within  thy  cloudy  mantle's  fold. 

And  on  thy  rushing  wind ! 
It  shadow'd  o'er  thy  silent  height, 

It  fill'd  thy  chainless  au. 
Deep  thoughts  of  majesty  and  might 

For  ever  breathing  there. 
Nor  halh  it  fled  I  the  awfiil  spell 

Yet  holds  unbroken  away, 
As  when  on  that  wdd  rook  it  fell. 

Where  Merddin  Emrys  lay  !* 

'Blnas  Emtys  (the  fotlreBS of  Ajnliroaa,)  acelebrfttedrockamou 


-Goo"g1^ 


Though  finm  their  slorniy  haanta  of  yore. 


Yet  from  ihy  ir 

Pierce  then  the  heavens,  thou  hil]  of  sti 
And  make  the  snows  thy  crest ! 

The  BunliKht  of  immortal  dreams 
Around  thee  still  shall  rest. 

Eryti !  temple  of  the  bard ! 

And  forti-esB  of  the  tree ! 
'Midst  rooks_,  which  lieroes  died  to  gua 

Their  spiiit  dwells  with  thee ! 


!  BARDS  BBPORE  THIEIl  MASSACRE  BY 


Raise  ye  the  sword !  lei  the  death-Btroke  be  given : 
O I  Bwift  may  it  fall  as  the  lighinuig  of  heaven '. 
So  shall  our  spirits  be  free  as  our  strains  : 
The  children  of  song  may  not  laiigaisli  in  chains ! 

Have  ye  not  tramplL-J  out  country's  bright  crest  ? 
Aie  heroes  reposing  in  death  on  her  breast  1 
Red  with  their  blood  do  her  mountain-streams  flow, 
And  thinic  yo  that  still  we  would  linger  below  J 

Rest,  ye  biave  dead  !  'midst  the  hills  of  yonr  ares, 
O  1  who  would  not  slunJier  when  freedom  expiree  I 
Lonely  and  voiceless  your  halls  must  remain — 
The  chiidien  of  song  may  not  breothe  in  the  chain '. 


There  is  tuiDlher  carioaa  (radlllon  respecUnif 
Arddu.    It  is  saJd,  It 


"•"ft  IB  beLLBred  amaaiBt  the  Inhabllanls  of  Uieat 
eagles  have  bsielofiire  Med  In  tlie  lofty  ciefta  of  tl 


TTinglr 


THE  DYING  BARD'S  PROPHECY." 


i-niflht, 

It  hath  no  mead,  il  hath  no  light ; 

No  voice  of  melody,  no  BDund  oi  n 
The  bow  lies  broken  on  the  floor 

Whence  the  free  step  ia  gone ; 


The  pUgrim  tu 
Where  mins 


And  I,  too,  go :  my  wonnd  ia  deep. 

My  brethren  long  have  died  ; 
Yel,  ere  my  soul  grow  dark  with  sleep 

Winds!  beat  ibe  Bpoilei  one  more  tone  of  pride! 
Bear  it  where,  on  hie  battle  plain. 

Beneath  the  setting  sun. 
He  connla  ray  country's  noble  slain — 

Say  to  him — Saxon,  think  not  ail  is  won. 
Thou  hast  laid  low  the  warrior's  head. 

The  rainstrel's  chainlesa  hand : 
Dreamer!  that  numberest  wilh  tne  dead 

The  burning  spirit  of  Ihe  m 


Think'st  thou,  hecauss  the  song  hath  censed, 

Tha  aoal  of  song  is  flown  7 
Think'Bl  thou  it  woke  to  crown  the  feast. 

It  lived  beside  the  niddy  hearth  alone  1 


We  leave  it  as  we  leave  the  mow 
Blight  and  eternal  on  Eryri'st  crest 

We  leave  it  with  our  feme  to  dwell 
Upon  OHT  children's " 


ne  tor  the  Biio 
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THE  FAIR  IBLE-CADEK  IDRB 
He  dies ;  but  yet  Ihe  m 


THE  FAIR  ISLE.f 


All  thai  its  englefl  behold  in  flieit  fli„... 
Waa  ynurs,  from  the  deep  to  each  alorni-mBDtled  height. 
Though  fi-oni  your  race  mat  proud  birthright  te  lorn, 
Unq.iencii'd  is  the  spirit  for  monarchy  bom. 


Yet,  iu  the  sound  of  your  names  ahall  be  power, 
Around  her  still  gathering  in  glory's  full  hour, 
S'tons  in  the  fame  of  the  migfi  ly  that  deep. 
Your  Brilam  ^iill  sit  on  the  duone  of  the  deep. 


THE  ROCK  OI''  CADER  IDRIS, 


nay.  oi  t 


I  LAY  on  tliat  rock  where  the  storms  have  their  dwelling, 

The  birthplace  of  phantoms,  tlie  home  of  the  cloud  ; 
Around  it  ibr  ever  deep  music  ia  swellmg, 
_Tlie  voice  of  the  mountsin-wind,  solemn  and  loud. 
,vaa  a  midnight  of  shadows  all  fitfully  Bt 


Of  wild  waves  and  breezes,  tiiat  mingled  their  iiiosn 

Of  dim  shrouded  stare,  as  from  gulls  foinlly  gleaming ; 

And  I  met  the  dread  gloom  of  its  grandeur  alone. 

•  AneuriD,  one  of  the  noblest  of  the  Welsh  herds. 
tViD'sFrydi^n  was  (he  ancient  Welsh  nsjne  of  Briton,  ai 


V^t^ttt'^W 


I  lay  ihMe  in  ^enee — a  wjirit  ciuna  o'er  me ; 

Mdji'b  tongue  hath  no  Jangnage  to  ^eak  what  I  sa.w: 
Thinga  glorious,  snearthlj,  paa^  ilcotmg  before  me, 

Antl  my  heart  almost  Shited  with  rapture  and  awe. 
1  view*!!  the  dread  beings,  around  us  that  hover. 

Though  veii'd  by  the  misls  of  mortaltty'a  breolEi ; 
And  I  ooU'd  upon  dr-' *■■"  -"""  • 


Like  the  sweep  of  ^e  white-rollinB  wave 
T  feli  their  dim  pressnca, — but  fiiew  m  . 
w  tliepi — (he  mighty  tu  ages  departed — 

1 — 1_.  J around  me  that  night  on  ' 

s  they  pcse'd,  a  cold  radiai 
on  my  soul,  but  my  heart 
ooka  on,  and  dies — hut  m 


A  flame  all  immortal,  a  voice,  and  a  power 
Day  buiBt  on  that  rock  with  the  gurple  dond  c 

And  high  Gader  Idria  rejoiced  in  Ihe  sun  ■. — 
But  0  !  what  new  gbty  afi  nature  invested, 

When  the  sense  which  givea  soul  to  her  bea 


HYMNS  FOR  CHILDHOOD. 


IHTRODOCTOST  V 


CUmb  the  wild  mountain's  aiiy  brow  1 
And  gaze  alar  o'er  cultnr'd  plains, 
And  citieg  with  their  stately  fenee, 
And  forests,  that  beneath  thee  lie, 
And  ocean  minglmg  with  the  sky. 
For  men  can  show  thee  nought  so  iaii 
As  Nature's  varied  marvels  there ; 
And  if  thy  pare  and  ardess  breast, 
Can  feel  their  grandeur,  thou  art  blesl 
For  thee  the  stream  in  beauty  flows, 
For  thee  the  gale  of  summer  blows  ; 
And,  m  deep  glen  and  wood  'Walk  be 
Voiles  of  joy  still  breathe  for  Ihee. 


*rii,7G"OOgle"' 


n  w  thine  fye  the  aimpiest  flower 
Portray  His  bounty  and  His  power ; 
If,  in  whale'et  is  bright  or  grand, 
Thy  mind  can  trace  His  viewless  hand. 
If  Nnmre's  music  bid  thee  r^sa 
ig  ol' gratitude  and  praiea  ; 


If  heaven  and  earlh,  with  beanty  fraught, 
Lead  to  Hia  throne  thy  raptured  thought; 
If  there  thou  lovest  His  love  to  read  ; 
Then,  wand'rer,  thou  art  blest  indeed! 


THE  RAINBOW. 

Soft  fells  the  mild  reviving  shower 

From  April'a  changeliil  aides. 
And  tain-drops  bend  each  trenMng  fk 

They  linge  with  richer  dies. 
Soon  shall  their  genial  influence  call 

A  thousand  huds  lo-day. 
Which,  waiting  bnt  that  balniy  M, 

1q  hidden  beauty  lay. 
E'en  now  full  many  a  bloaaom's  bell 

With  Iragrance  fills  the  shade  ; 
And  verdure  elolhea  each  graesy  dell, 

in  brighter  dnle  attoy'd. 
Bnt  mark !  whal  arch  of  varied  hue 

From  heaven  to  eaith  is  bow'd  J 
Haste  ;  ere  it  vanish,  haste  to  view 

The  rambow  in  the  cloud ! 
How  bright  its  glory  '■  there  behold 

The  emerald's  verdnnl  rays. 
The  topaz  blends  its  hue  of  gold 

With  the  deep  ruby's  blaie. 
Yet  not  alone  to  charm  thy  eight 

Was  given  the  vision  faii-—- 


i;'SnD^tc^ 


HYMN9  FOR  CIIII.DHOOD. 

It  tfillB  that  seasons,  heat  nncl  cold, 

Fii'd  by  his  soveteian  will, 
BhsU,  in  tlieir  course,  T>id  mmi  behold 

Seed-time  and  harvest  still. 
That  still  the  flower  shall  deck  the  fisld. 

When  vernal  zeghyte  blow : 
That  still  the  vine  its  fruit  shall  yield, 

When  untuinn  aunbeams  glow. 
Then,  child  of  tha  t  feir  earth !  wliieh  yet 

Smiles  with  each  charm  endow'd, 
Ble-ss  thou  His  name,  whose  mercy  set 

The  rainbow  in  the  cloud  ! 


THE  SUN. 
The  San  conies  forth ;  each  mountain  hei^ 


ir  dewy  leaves  unfold  ; 

A  flood  of  splendor  bursts  on  high, 
And  ocean's  breast  eiveB  back  a  slty 

All  sleep'd  in  molten  gold. 
Oh !  thou  art  glorious,  orb  of  day ; 
Exulting  nations  hail  thy  my, 
Creation  swells  a  choral  lay. 

To  welcome  thy  retuni ; 
Froni  thee  all  nature  draws  her  hues. 
Thy  beams  the  insect's  wing  saffuse. 

And  in  the  diamond  bum. 

thon  fads  ;~when  earth  ar.d  heaven 


Oh  Sun!  n _ _      . 

Another  heaven,  another  earth. 

New  power,  new  glory  ^all  have  bu-th. 

When  all  we  see  is  past. 
But  He  who  gave  the  word  of  might, 
"  Let  there  be  light,"— and  tliere  mas  lidi 
Who  bade  thee  chase  the  gloom  of  nighl. 

And  beam  the  world  to  bless  i 
For  ever  bright,  for  ever  pure. 
Alone  unchanging  shall  endure 

The  Sun    "'■■^ 


THE  RIVERS. 


JTGOCK^ 


That  draw  from  Atpine  heights  their  birlh, 

Deep  vale,  or  cavern  source. 
Some  hy  majealic  cities  ghde, 

Proud '■ ' 


Some  calmly  roll  o'er  golden  sandfl, 

Where  Afrio'B  deserts  lie ; 
Or  epreod,  lo  clothe  rejoicing  lands 

With  rich  fertility. 
These  bear  the  barii,  whose  slalely  sail 

Exulting  seems  lo  swell : 
While  these,  scarce  rippled  hy  a  gale, 

Sleep  in  tne  lonely  dell. 


>r  through  shades  mey  flow. 


its  ^d  is  Etiil  the  tomb. 
The  chief  whose  mighty  deeds  we  ha 

The  monarch  thronsd  on  high, 
The  psasant  in  his  native  vale — 

All  journey  on — lo  die! 
But  if  Thy  guardian  care,  my  God  1 

The  piMm'a  course  attend, 
I  will  not  tear  the  dark  abode, 

To  which  my  footsteps  bend. 
For  thence  tliine  all-redeeming  Son, 

Who  died  the  world  to  save. 
In  light,  in  triumph,  rose,  and  won 

The  victory  from  the  grave ! 


THE  STARS. 

No  cloud  obscures  the  summer  sky. 
The  moon  in  brightness  walks  oq  liig 

Shines,  a  pure  gem  of  heaven,  a&r ! 
Child  of  the  earth !  oh !  lift  Ihy  glanct 
To  yon  bright  firmament's  expanse  ; 
■Hie  glories  of  ila  renira  explore. 
And  gaze,  and  wondei,  and  adoie ! 


^-' 


HYMNS 

Doth  il  nol  spenk  (o  every  senfe, 
ThemarvelBofOninipolencel 
Seest  thou  not  Ihere  die  Almighty  name 
Jjiscribad  in  chmBeteta  of  flame? 
Coont  o'er  ihose  lamps  of  guenclilesa  tight, 
That  sparlde  thiougli  ihe  smadea  of  night ; 
Behold  Ihem ! — can  a  mortal  boast 
To  nuinbei'  lliat  celestial  liosti 
Mark  well  each  little  star,  whose  rays 
In  distant  Bplendor  meet  thy  gaze  : 
Each  ia  a  world,  by  him  suataui'd 
Wiio  Ironi  eternity  hath  reign'd. 
Each,  Miidled  not  for  earth  alone. 
Hath  circling  planela  of  its  own. 
And  beings,  whose  esistenee  spiingfl 
From  Him,  the  all-powerl'ul  King  <if  Kings. 
Ilanly,  thoae  glorious  tjeings  know 
No  Slain  of  guilt,  or  tear  oT  woe ; 
Bui,  laieing  still  the  adoring  voice, 
For  ever  in  their  God  rejoice. 
What  than  art  ikoa,  0  child  of  clay  I 
Amid  creation's  grandeur,  say  1 
E'en  as  an  insect  on  the  breeze, 
E'en  as  a  dew-drop,  lost  in  saoH ! 
Yet  fear  thou  not ! — the  sovereign  hand 
Which  spread  the  ocean  and  the  land, 
And  hung  the  rolling  apherea  in  air. 
Hath,  e'en  for  thee,  a  Father's  care ! 
Be  tliou  at  peace !  (he  all-seeing  eye, 
and  sky — 
ich  none  may  flee. 


THE  OCEAN. 


He  that  in  venturous  barks  hath  been 

A  wand'rer  on  the  deep. 
Can  tell  of  many  an  awful  scene, 

Where  storms  for  evei'  sweep. 
For  many  a  feir,  majestic  eight 

Halh  met  his  wBud'iing  eye, 
Beneath  the  streaming  northern  light. 

Or  blaze  ot  Indian  £y. 


i,Goo!:^ 


THE  Tinj«niat-STOiua. 

Go  !  ask  him  of  the  whirlpool's  roar. 

Whose  echoing  lliunder  peala 
Loud,  asifrash'd  along  the  shore 

An  anny'a  chariot  wheels  j 
Of  icebergs,  floating  o'er  the  main. 

Or  fii'd  npon  the  coast. 
Like  slitf riu^  citadel  or  fens, 

'Mi3  the  bn^t  realms  of  irost ; 
Of  coral  rocks,  ftotn  waves  below 

In  steep  ascent  that  tower. 
And  fraught  with  peril,  daily  grow, 

Form'abr  an  insect  s  power ; 
Of  fea-hres,  wliich  at  dead  of  night 

And  make  the  eKpanae  of  ocean  bright. 

As  heaven,  with  many  a  star. 
0  God  1  thy  name  tliey  well  may  praise. 

Who  to  the  deep  go  down, 
And  trace  the  wonders  of  thy  ways. 

Where  rocks  and  billows  Jrown ! 
If  glorious  be  that  awful  deep 

No  human  power  can  bind, 
What  then  art  TAcit,  who  bidd'al  it  keep 

Within  its  bounds  coulined ! 
Let  heaveb  and  eailh  in  praise  unite. 

Eternal  iiiaise  to  Thee, 
Whose  word  can  rouse  the  tempest's  might. 

Or  etill  the  raguig  sea ! 


THE  raUKDER-STORM. 

Oeep,  fiery  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Dead  sUlinesa  reigns  in  air, 
There  is  not  e'en  aTiteeze,  on  high 

The  gosamer  to  bear. 
The  woods  are  hush'd,  the  waves  at  rest 

The  lake  is  dark  and  slill. 
Reflecting  on  its  shadowy  breast 

Each  firm  of  rock  nnd  hill. 
The  lime-leaf  waves  not  in  the  grove. 

The  rose-treo  in  the  bower ; 
Tho  birds  have  ceased  their  song  of  love. 

Awed  by  the  threatening  hour. 
Tis  noon  f— yet  natnre's  calm  profound 

Seems  as  at  midnight  deep ; 


But  hark !  wlint  peal  of  awful  sound 

Breaks  on  orealion'a  Bleep ! 
The  Ihundet  bnrsls  '—its  rolling  might 

Seems  the  firm  hills  to  ahalts ; 
And  iu  terrific  splendor  bright, 

The  gather'd  lightninea  break. 
Yet  fear  not,  shrink  not  thon,  my  child ! 

Though  by  the  bolt's  descent 
Were  the  (all  cliffe  in  ruins  piled. 

And  the  wide  forest  rent 
Doth  not  thy  God  behold  thee  sUIl, 

With  all-eutveying  eye  ! 
Doth  not  his  power  aU  nature  fill, 

Around,  beneath,  on  high! 
Know,  hadst  thon  eagle-pinions  free, 

To  track  the  Tcalms  oi  air, 
Thon  could'at  not  reach  a  spot  where  He 

Would  not  be  with  thee  tlieie ! 
In  the  wide  city's  peopled  towers. 

On  the  vast  ocean's  plains, 
'Midst  the  deep  woodland's  loneliest  bowers. 

Alike  tba  Almighty  reigns ! 
Then  tear  not,  though  the  angry  sky 

A  thousand  darts  should  cast ; 
Why  should  we  tremble,  e" 


Andbewithffiiiiatfast 


Tribes  of  the  ab !  whose  favor'd  race 
May  wander  through  the  realma  of  space. 

Free  gneals  of  earth  and  sky  ; 
In  form,  in  plumage,  and  in  song. 
What  gilts  of  nature  mark  your  throng 

With  bright  variety ! 
Nor  differ  leas  your  forms,  your  flight, 
Your  dwellings  hid  from  hostile  sight. 

And  the  wffd  haunts  ye  love  ; 
Birds  of  the  gentle  beak  !*  how  dear 
Your  wood-note,  to  the  wand'rer'a  ear. 

In  shadowy  vale  or  grove ! 
Far  other  scenes,  remote,  sublime, 
Where  swain  or  hniiler  may  not  clbub. 


I  slneing 


C^oo^Te' 


JB  will  ffie  chai , 

Aecend  liis  Alpine  peaks. 
Others  Ihere  ore,  that  mflke  iheir  home 
Where  the  white  billows  roar  and  foaiii. 

Around  the  o'erhanging  rook ; 
Fearless  ihej;  skim  the  angry  wave. 
Or  shelter'd  in  theij  eea-beat  cave, 

The  tempest's  lory  moclc. 
Where  Afrio's  burning  realm  expands, 
The  ostrich  haanls  the  desert  sands, 

Parch'd  by  the  bloie  of  day  ; 
The  swan,  where  norlhem  rivers  glide, 
Through  the  tail  teeda  thiit  fringe  theit  tide. 

Floats  graceful  on  her  waj. 
The  condor,  where  the  Andes  tower. 
Spreads  hia  broad  wine  of  pride  and  power 

Blight  in  the  orient  realms  of  mom, 
All  beauty's  richest  hues  adorn 

The  bira  of  paradise. 
Some,  amidst  India's  groves  of  palm, 
Ajid  spicy  forests  breatliing  balm. 

Weave  soft  tlieir  pendant  nest ; 
Some  deep  in  Western  wilds,  display 
Their  ftirj'  form  and  plumage  gay, 

jii  rainbow  colors  drest. 
Others  no  varied  song  may  pour. 
May  boast  no  ea^le-plumf 

No  tinls  of  light  may  w 


For  each,  with  tenderest  co 
Sball  He  not  then  thy  guardian  be ' 
Will  not  his  aid  extend  to  thee  ? 

Oh !  safely  may's!  thou  rest  !— 
Trust  in  his  love,  and  e'en  should  p; 
Should  sorrow  tempi  thee  to  compli 

Know,  what  He  wills  is  best! 


THE  SKY -LARK 


'iiMP^hiGdogle 


And  violate  round  hk  nest  exhale 
Their  fragrance  on  ihe  esrly  m\e. 
To  tiie  iiist  Bunbeam  epreada  his  wingi^ 
Buoyant  with  joy,  and  soar^  aud  dnga. 


Mounts  in  triiunphrmt  fri 
And  awella,  when  neareat  to  the  sky. 
His  notes  of  sweetest  ecstasy. 
Thus,  my  Creator  ?  thus  Ihs  mora 
My  spirit's  wing  to  Thee  can  soar. 
The  more  ^e  tiiumphs  to  behold 
Thy  love  in  all  thy  woriis  unfold, 
And  bids  her  hymns  of  rapture  be 
Most  glad,  when  rising  moat  to  Thee ! 


THE  NIGHTINGALE. 

When  twiiight's  grey  and  pen^ve  hour 
Brinee  the  low  breeze,  and  shuts  the  flower. 
And  tiids  the  solilary  star 
Shine  in  pale  beautv  from  afar. 
When  gathering  shades  the  landscape  veil. 
And  peasants  seek  their  village-dale. 
And  mists  from  river-wave  adse, 
And  dew  in  every  bioaaom  lies. 
When  evening's  primrose  opfs  to  ehed 
Soft  fta^nce  round  iier  antfay  bed  ; 
When  glowwomiB  in  tlie  wood-walk  light 
Their  lamp,  to  cheer  the  tmvcUec'a  ^ghl ; 
At  that  calm  hour,  so  still,  so  pale, 
Awakes  the  lonely  nightingale ; 
And  from  a  hermitage  of  shade 
Fills  with  her  voice  ihe  foreat-glade ; 
And  sweeter  far  that  melting  voice. 
Than  all  which  through  the  day  rejoice ; 
And  still  shall  bard  and  wand'rer  leva 
The  twilight  music  of  the  grove- 
Father  in  heaven !  oh !  thus  when  day 
With  all  its  cares  hath  pBfs'd  away. 
And  alent  hours  waft  peace  on  earth, 
And  hush  the  louder  strains  ol  mirth ; 
Thus  may  sweet  songs  of  praise  and  prayer 
To  Thee  my  spiiii's  offering  bear ; 
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high. 

So  may  ihy  mercy  and  thy  power 
Protect  me  through  the  midiiight  hour ; 
And  balmy  sleep  and  vj^ons  blest 
Smile  on  ihy  servant's  bed  of  real. 


THE  NORTHERN  SPRING. 

When  the  soft  biBalh  of  Spiine  goes  forfii 
Par  o'er  the  monntuins  of  the  North, 
How  soon  those  wnstes  of  dnazling  snow 
With  life,  and  bloom,  and  beauty  glow ! 
Then  bntala  the  verdure  of  the  plnina. 
Then  break  the  atreiims  Com  icy  chains ; 
And  the  clad  reindeer  seeks  no  more 
Amidst  deep  snows  hla  mossy  store. 
Then  [he  dark  pine-wood's  boughs  are  seen 
Fringed  tenderly  with  living  green ; 
And  roses,  in  their  brightest  dyes, 
By  Lapland's  founts  and  lakes  arise. 
Thus,  in  a  moment,  from  the  gloom 
And  the  cold  fcttera  of  the  tomb, 
Thus  shall  the  blest  Redeemer's  voice 
Call  forth  his  servants  to  rejoice. 
For  He,  whose  word  is  tm^,  bath  Bsid, 
His  power  to  hie  *ali  wake  the  dead, 
And  summon  those  he  loves  on  high. 
To  "  put  on  immortality !" 
Then,  all  its  tmnaienl  sufferings  o'er, 
On  wings  of  light  the  eoul  shall  soar, 
Finlting,  to  that  blest  abode, 
Wheie  tears  of  sorrow  never  (low'd. 


PARAPHRASE  OF  PSALM  CXLVIH. 

"  Praise  ye  the  Lord.    Piaise  ye  tlie  Lord  from  the  hnavens 
Mm  In  the  he^lils." 

pHiiSE  ye  the  Lord  !  on  every  height 

Songs  to  his  glory  raise ! 
Yb  Bngel-hosta,  ye  stars  of  Eight, 

Join  in  immortal  praise ! 
Oh!  heaven  of  heavens  1  let  praise  far-swelling 

From  all  thine  orbs  be  sent ! 
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And  maieaL.  -  - =-    , 

Praise  to  the  Higheat  fi-om  the  earth. 

Aid  let  the  deeps  unile ! 
Oh!  fire  and  vapor,  hail  and  SI 


Monnlains  and  rodcs,  to  heaven  ihat  til 

Fair  cedars  of  the  wood ! 
Creatures  of  life  that  wing  the  akies. 

Or  (rack  the  plains  ibi-  food ; 
ofnaUons!  kings,  whost 
!S  tile  prond  sceptre  high ! 
u  ;  yontha  and  virgins  of  the  land, 

O!  Bge  and  infancy! 
Praise  ye  His  name,  to  whom  alone 

All  homage  ehould  be  given ; 
VVliose  gloiy,  from  the  eternal  throne 

Spreads  wide  o'er  eavlb  aiid  heaven  ! 


DE  CHATILLON;  on,  THE  CRUSAOERS 


RiiMEB  EE  CiUTJtLow,  A  Frenck  Saron. 

Aymeh,  jHis  Brother. 

Melecu.  a  Saracen  Emir. 

GastoH,  a  Vaasalof  Jiaima' 

Ukbam,  a  Priest. 

MoRAIMl, 


ACT! 

Scene  I.— Before  (Sa  gatee  of  a  City  in  Falestaie. 

(Jkbah,  Pkiests,  CtiiiEHS,  ai  the  gates.     Others  looking  frota 

the  walls  move. 

Uii.  (toaCvmEir  on  the  malls  aiowe.)  You  see  tliejr  lances 

glistening  1    You  can  tell 

The  way  they  take  1 
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at.  Not  yet.    Their  maich  is  alow  ; 

They  have  not  reoch'd  ihe  jntting  cliff;  where  first 
The  mounlain  path  divides. 

Vri.  And  now! 

Cit.  The  wood 

Shuts  o'er  tlieir  lisrji.    Now  apeais  are  flashing  out 
It  is  the  banner  of  De  Chalillon. 

(fejTI  slow  atid  mojcmfid  miUtaril  jiiusic  toitli 
This  way !  they  come  this  way ! 

Urb.  Allhoiysainffi 

Grant  that  they  pare  oa  not '.    Those  marcio]  sounds 

Proudlj;, 


ans:o  tone  ot'sudneSE !    Hark,  the;  Bwc 
etfulli' 


{Knights,  Soldiers,  i(c.,  enter  joiih  RaImeji  jje  CHiTiLLON.J 


Welcome,  knighta !  ' 
Ye  bring  us  timely  aid !  men's  hearts  weie  fall 
Of  doubt  and  terror.     Brave  De  Chalillon ! 
True  Boldier  of  the  Cross !  I  welcome  thee  ; 
lareel  thee  with  all  blesang !    Wliere  thou  art 
There  is  deliverance ! 

Sai.  (lending  to  receive  the  Priest's  blessing.) 
Holy  man,  I  come 
From  a  lost  bottle. 

Urb.  And  thou  bring'st  the  heart 

Whose  spirit  yields  not  to  defeat. 


My  &lh 
Urb. 


His  bier ! — 1  mnrve!  not 
your  brow  thnsdarken'd  ! — And  he  died 


As  he  Md  lived,  in 
Sai.  (glaomih 


loomily.)  Wot,  not  in  arms — 

jty  had  been  silenced.    Have  ye  place 

Amidst  your  andent  knightly  sepulchres 


(.  (with  sadden  exaltatioi 


A  gallant  name  !— how  heard  you  J 

Vrb.                                                Nay,  it  seem' 
As  if  tt  breeze  fii'st  bore  Ihe  rumor  in. 
I  know  not  how  it  rose ;  but  now  it  cornea 
Like  feai&l  troth,  and  we  were  sad,  thus  leti 
Hopeless  of  aid  or  counaal — till  we  saw 

Sai.  (.hastily.)  Ton  have  my  brother  here  ? 

Urb.  (witJi  einhiaraesineiit.)  We  hare— but  hi 


61B  DE  CHATELLON. 

Sai.  But  he — but  he! — Aymerde  Chatillon. 
The  fiery  knjght — ite  very  soul  o"  ihe  field — 
Rushing  on  ifinger  with  the  joyous  step 
Of  a  hmiler  o'er  the  hills !— is  thai  a  tone 
Wherewith  to  apeak  of  Aim.'— I  heard  a  tale— 
If  it  be  true— nay,  tell  me  ! 

Urb.  He  is  here  ; 

Ask  him  to  tell  tliee 

Bat.  — Jf  that  tale  be  fnic— 

(Ae  turjis  suddenly  to  his  campattions.'' 
— Follow  me ! — give  the  noble  dead  his  riles, 
And  we  will  have  our  day  of  vengeance  yet, 
Soldiers  and  fiienife  !  iExeant  omnes. 


AyMEB  DK  Cj1AIIU,0B — MoRilMA. 

Mar.  (Jeiiding  oner  a  couch  on  ibMcIi  her  hrother  is 
ing.)  He  sleeps  so  oalmly  now  ;  the  soft  wind  here 
Brings  in  such  laliing  Bounds! — Nay,  think  you  not 
This  slumber  will  restore  him  !    See  you  not 
His  cheek's  iaini  glow ! 

.^S^.  {ftarmng  tneay.)  It  was  lay  sword  which  gave  . 
The  wound  he  &ss  ftasa  ] 


,'e  deloj'd  l__  . — „.    , 

He  bade  me  Hree  the  prayer  he  would  not  speak. 
And  Ivrilhheldit! — Christian,  set  us  free  1 
You  have  been  getille  with  ns !  'tis  the  meighl, 
The  bitter  feehng,  of  captivily 
Which  preya  upon  \as  hfe ! 

Ama.  Yon  would  go  hence ! 

Miir,  For  Ms  sake  \ 

Aym.  You  would  leave  me !  'tis  too  lata . 

Yon  see  it  not — yon  know  not,  tlial  your  voiee 
Hath  power  in  its  low  moumfuhies  to  ahnke 
Mine  mmoat  soul  1 — That  yoa  but  look  on  me. 
With  the  soft  darkness  of  your  earnest  eyes, 
And  bid  the  world  iade  finni  me,  and  call  up 
A  thousand  passionate  dreams,  which  wrap  my  life 
As  with  a  troubled  cloud  1 — The  very  sound 
Of  your  light  step  hath  made  my  heart  o'erflow 
Even  unto  aching  vrith  the  sudden  gush 
Of  its  deep  tenderneaa !— Yon  know  it  not! 
— Moiwima !— speak  to  me ! 

Mar.  {eoaeriwa  heraelf  with  a  vtU.")  I  can  but  weep ! 
Is  it  even  so  1 — this  love  was  bom  for  tears ! 
Aymer !  I  can  but  weep !  (going  to  leave  him,  he  detaina  her.) 

Aijin.  Hear  me,  yet  hear  me !— I  was  rear'd  m  arms 
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DC 

And  the  proud  blast  ortrnmpelSj  and  Ihe  shouts 
Of  banner'd  armies,  these  were  joy  to  me. 
Enough  of  joy !    Till  you— I  look  d  on  you — 
We  met  where  swords  were  flaahine,  and  iha  light 
Of  bnraing  towera  glared  wildly  on  flie  alaiii— 

Mor.  ihirriedty.)  Yea !  then  you  saved  mo ! 

Aym.  Tlion  T  k 

At  once,  what  springs  of  deeper  ht , 

Lay  ftr  within  my  soul — and  they  bi 

Troubled  and  dash'd  with  fear— yet  sweet !— I  loved ! 
Motairaa  1  leave  me  not ! 

Mot.  For  us  to  love ! 

Oh !  is't  not  taking  sorrow  to  our  hearts, 
Bindine  her  there. — I  know  not  what  I  aay ! 
How  snail  I  look  upon  my  brother  ?    Hait ! 
Did  he  not  call  ?  (sAe  goes  vptoiJie  couch.) 

Aym.  Am  I  beloved!    She  wept 

Wiui  a  full  heart ! — I  am  I  and  each  deep  joy 
Is  found  on  earth !    If  I  ahonld  lose  her  now  I 

If  aught (aji  attendant  enters.) 

(.To  attendant.)  You  seek  me  !  whyialhisi 

Att.  My  Lord, 

Your  brother  and  hie  knights. 

Aym,  Here  I  are  they  hers  I 

The  knights— my  brother — aaid'sl  thou  T 

Att.  Yes,  my  Lord, 

And  he  would  speak  with  you. 

Aym.  I  see — I  know 

ITa  attendant.)  Leave  me!  I  know  why  he  is  come — 'tiav 
They  ahall  not  part  us  [  (looking  bach  on  Moraima  as  he  i 


Scene  HI. — A  square  of  ike  citij — a  church  h 
grauiui. 

£aibeh  he  Chatillon. 
Saimer  {viatkitig  to  and  fro  impatiently.) 
And  now,  too,  now  1    My  father  unavenged, 
Otu-  holy  places  threaten'd,  every  heart 
Task'd  to  its  Btrength  %    A  knight  of  Palestine 
Now  to  turn  dreamer,  to  melt  down  hia  soul 
In  love-lorn  aighs ;  and  for  on  infidel ! 
—Wm  he  lift  ap  his  eyes  to  look  on  mine  1 
Witlhenot— Imah! 
[Aymer  enters.     They  loak  on  each  other  far 

toithout  speaking.} 
Rai.    isuppresdng  his  emotion.)     So  brothers 
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^oi.  How !  you  hare  Jiol  heard  1 

(.tm-nms  from  MnQ 
He  hadi  sa  shut  the  woiid  oul  with  his  dreams. 
The  tidings  have  not  reaoh'd  him  L  or  percliBrca 


You  dare  noS  question  it. 

Sai.  A  jirinoe,  they  my. 

And  his  fair  a!ster — a  the  maid  so  nir  ? 

Agm.  naming  BitddeTd'yapon  him.)  What,  jou  would  se 

My  soul's  deep  yeamingB  I-  . 
— Boy,  boy !  recall  youiself ! — t  cums  m  yuu 
With  the  last  hieasing  of  our  lather ! 
Avm.  Last  1 

Hie  last !— how  mean  you  1 — Is  he 

Dead )— yea  I  dead. 

,  ie  deepest  emotion.')  And  I  was  here! 

Dead! — and  upon  yoitr  hreastU-Fou  closed  his  eyes — 
While  I— he  spoke  of  me  J 

Sai.  With  such  deep  loTe ! 

He  ever  loved  you  most ! — his  spirit  seem'd 
To  iuiger  for  your  coming. 

Aym.  What !  he  thought 

That  I  was  Oil  my  way !— He  loob'd  for  me  ? 
Audi 

Sai.       You  came  not ! — I  had  sent  to  you. 
And  told  you  ha  was  wounded. 

Aym.  Yes — but  noS — 

Not  mortally  ! 

Sai.  'Twas  not  that  outward  wound — 

That  might  have  closed  ;  and  yet  be  surely  thought 

ThiK  you  would  ooniB  to  him !    He  eall'd  or  — 


When  his  thoughts  wandei*d ! — Ay,  the  very  night. 
The  very  honrhe  died-^Bome  hasty  step 
Enter'd  his  chamber — and  he  raised  his  head. 


With  a  feint  li^tning  in  his  eyes,  and  at 

If  it  were  yoms ! — That  hope's  brief  momcui  po 

Ha  sank  then.— 

A^im.  ithratDing  himself  imm  hia  brother'a  r. 
Brother!  take  me  to  hia  gravi 
That  I  m»y  kneel  there,  till  my  bnnuEg  tears, 
With  the  strong  passion  of  re]KnlHnl  love. 
Wring  forth  a  voice  to  pardon  uie! 

rJ.  -  Y,.n  ween 

for  the  earlands  01 


-Tears  for  the  earlands  on 
ou  know  not  hoio  he  died ' 


iTCoo^le 


Nnt  of  hia  wound? 

-      ..  IE  the  silcM  spi til's  wound, 

t  reach  to  heal !— One  buining  thought 
Frey'd  on  his  heart. 

Aym.  Not-not— he  had  not  heard— 

Hebleas'dme,  Raimerl 


Wecann,, „ 

Prey'd  on  his  heart. 


And  died — he  died  of  sAame  / 
■i^;    r  ,     ^r  What  feverish  dresm— 

Sai.  Mem^tlv.)  Was  it  not  lost,  the  wai-iior's  latest  field. 

The  noble  citv  lield  for  FeJestine  ' 

Taken— the  Cross  laid  low?— I  came  too  Ule 

To  tarn  the  tide 'of  that  disastrous  %ht, 

ButnotloreHcuehini.    We  bore  him  thence 

Wounded,  upon  hia  shield — 
4.y^-„  And  I  «Bs  here  • 

^Sai.  He  cast  one  look  baoli  on  his  burning  towera, 

Then  threw  the  red  sword  of  a  hundred  fieli 

To  the  eardi— and  hid  his  &ce  !— I  knew,  I  knew 

His  heart  was  broken  !— Such  a  death  For  him .' 
ting— the  «ck  loathing  of  the  sun— 
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Aloiie  with  Heaven's  bright  slaiB.  I  took  that  vow 
For  loth  his  sous !— T%uik  of  it,  when  the  night 
Is  dark  around  you,  and  in  festive  halls 
Keep  yourBoulbttah'd,  and  thiiikofil! 
U  low   chant  of  female  voices,  heard  from  behind  thr 

Fall'n  is  the  flower  of  Islam's  race, 

Break  ye  the  lanoe  he  bore, 
And  loose  his  war-steed  from  its  place, 

{Single  ijoice.)  No  more! 

Weep  for  him  mother,  sister,  bride ! 
He  died,  with  all  his  tame— 
{Smglo  voice.)  He  died  ! 

jlSfm.  (PojHfijig  to  a  palace,  and  eagerly  speaking  to  his 
atten4lint,  mho  enters.) 
Came  it  not  tiienoe  ?— Rudolf,  what  sounds  are  these  ? 
Alt.  The  Moslem  Piince— your  cSptive— he  is  dead. 
It  IS  the  mourner's  wail  for  him. 

Aym.  And  she— 

His  aiatcr— heard  you— did  Ibey  say  she  wept ! 
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J3ECHAT1LL0.\. 

!i.  (ijidisnaidiy.)  All  the  deep-Eliiring  u 

In  a.  """^ 

fimeral  proeesaio.., , 

ffraimd  to  enter  the  chwch.} 
Eai.  (following  Askeb  ami  graspvns  his  ami.) 
Aymer  !  there,  look  there  ! 
It  IB  your  fa.thei's  bier ! 

Aim.  '.retuming,)  He  bksa'd  tne,  Rsimer  ? 
Yon  heBrd  himbleesine? — Yes  !  you  closed  hiaeyea, 
Helook'dformemvomr 

{He  goes  to  Hie  bier,  and  bends  over  it,  anieriiig  hiefacf- 

ACT  It. 

Scene  I. — A  room  in  the  citadel. 

Raiher,  Ayher,  Knights,  ttssemhled  in  Council. 

A  Knight.  What!  with  our  weaty  and  dislraeled  bands 
To  dare  another  field ! — Nay,  give  mem  rest. 

Bai.  iimpatiently.)   Rest !  and  Ihal  aleeplesa  thought — 

Knight.    Theae  -waUa  have  strength 
To  baifie  siege.    Let  the  foe  gird  U6  in— 
We  must  wait  aid ;  our  soldiers  must  forget 
That  last  disastrous  day,  [presa 

Bai.  icojiiing  fanDard.)  If  they  forget  it,  in  the  combat's 
May  their  apeaia  Ml  them  ! 

Knight.  Yet,  think  thee,  chief. 

Bai.  When /forget  it— how!  yousee  not,  kniehts  ! 
Whence  we  must  now  draw  strength.     SeiidT  down  your 

thoughts 
Into  the  yery  depths  rf  grief  and  shame. 
And  brine  back  courage  thence !    To  talk  of  res*  .' 
How  do  they  rest,  unbiiried  on  their  field, 
Our  brethren  alnin  by  Gaza  1    Had  we  time 
To  give  them  funeral  riles  1  and  ask  we  now 
Time  to  forget  their  fell !    My  father  died— 
Icannot  BpeBk  ofhim  !    What!  Rndforget 
The  infidel's  fierce  trampling  o'er  our  dead  1 
i%)vet  his  Bcomtiil  shout  t     Giive  battle  now, 
Wliue  the  thpnght  lives  as  fire  lives  !—iftere  lies  strength! 
Hold  the  dajk  mamoty  last !    Now,  now — this  hour '. 
Aymer,  you  do  not  speak . 

Aym.  (starting.)  Have  I  not  said  ? 

Battle !  yeB,  give  us  battle !— rooin  to  pour 
The  troubled  ^irit  forth  upon  the  winds, 
With  Ae  trumpet's  ringing  blast!    Way  for  remorse ! 
Free  way  for  vengeance ! 

Ml  the  Knighta.  Arm !  Heaven  wills  it  so  i 

Sai.  Gather  your  forces  to  the  wpslein  gate  ! 
Let  none  forget  that  day  !  Our  field  was  Tost, 
Our  city's  strength  loid  low— one  mighty  liearl 
Broken!    Let  none  forget  il !  [Exeunt. 
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DE  OHATILI.OS. 
Scene  II. — Garden  of  a  Palace. 

MOBAlMi. 

Mar,  Yes !  his  last  look — my  broliiet's  dying  look 
Reproach'd  me  as  it  faded  from  his  face. 
And  I  desfirved  it !    Had  I  not  given  way 
rolJie  wild  guilty  pleadings  of  my  heart, 
[  might  have  vi-onliis  freedom!    Now, 'tis  past. 

[Ayber  enters,  armed  as  for  bati 
Aymev !  you  look  so  dianged ! 

Awn,  Changed ! — it  may  be.    A  storm  o'  the  soui  j 
Not  like  a  breeze !    There's  such  a  fearful  grasp 
Fix'd  on  my  heart !    Speak  Jo  me — lull  remorse  ! 
Bid  me  fereviiell ! 

Mar.  VfB !  it  must  be  farewell ! 

No  other  word  but  that. 

Aym.  No  other  word  ! 

The  pasaonate,  bumiug  words  that  I  ctraid  pour 
From  my  heart's  depths!    'Tis  madness!    "'•— • ' — 


Is  gone~tiie  bright  mist  gone !    I  see  the  w 
The  ruin,  the  despair !    And  yet  I  love, 
Love  wildly,  fatally ! — "  ' 


Todowithiovel    t  see  il  nil— the  a 
ie~the  br! 
■uin,  the  di 
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re  with  reckloEB joy! 
1  nai  oieassa  vou:e  a^uui  i 

Mor.  Why,  why  ia  this ! 

Oh  !  send  me  to  my  father !    We  mast  part. 

Aym.  Part  I— yes,  I  know  it  all !    I  coKld  not  go 
Till  I  had  seen  you !— Give  me  one  fcrewell. 
The  last — parclraiice  the  last ! — but  one  fiirewell. 
Whose  moumfiil  music  I  may  take  with  me 
Throng  tumult,  horror,  death  ! 

[A  distant  smmd  of  trumpets. 

Mot.  (starting.)  Yoii  go  to  battle ! 

Aym.  Hear  you  not  that  sound  1 

Yes!  I  go  IJiere,  where  dark  and  stormy  thoughts 
Find  tiieir  free  path ! 

3IoT.  Aymer !  who  leads  the  foe ! 

Wonfused.)  I  meant— -i  mean — my  people  ! — Who  is  he. 
My  people's  leader  1  [—you  eeein— 

Aym.  Kaled.  (iooHng  at  !ier  suspicioush/.)  How ! 

The  name  distmbs  you ! 

Mor.  My  last  brother's  nsmc. 

Aym.  Fear  not  my  swnrd  for  him ! 

Mor.  (.turning  aiDay.)  If  thef  should  meet ! 
I  know  die  vow  he  made.    (1h  Aymer) 

Iffhou— iftft™ 
ShouId'stfaJI! 

Aym.  Mormma !  then  your  blessed  tears 

Wonld  flow  for  me  ?  then  you  would  weep  for  me  ? 

Mor.  I  must  weep  tears  of  very  sham&— and  yet— 


tfGt-?©^ 


If— if  your  words  have  been  love's  own  tme  words. 

Grant  ma  one  boon !  {Tnaiipet  sojcade  again. 

jjyin.  Hark  I  I  must  hence — a  boon ! 

Ask  it,  and  hold  ils  memorj'  to  vour  hearl, 
Ah  the  last  token,  it  may  be,  of  love 
So  deep  and  ead. 

Mor.  Pledge  me  your  knighlly  teilli ! 

Aym.  Myknightly  feith,  mylife,.niy  honoiv-all, 
I  pledge  thee  all  to  gract  it ! 

JUor.  Then,  to-day. 


Aym.  {tBildly.)    Have  I  flung  my  sword 
Dovm  to  diahonoi'  1        [Going  to  leave  Aei — she  detains  hint 

Mot.  Oh!  your  name  halh  alitr'd 

His  soul  amidst  his  tenia,  and  he  had  vow'd. 
Long  ere  we  met,  lo  cross  his  sword  with  youta. 
Till  one  or  both  shouid  fail.    There  hath  been  death 
Sbioe  then,  amongst  ua ;  he  will  seek  revenge. 
And  hia  revenge — forgive  mo  ! — oh !  forgive ! 
— I  cottid  not  bear  that  thought ! 

jjyin.  Now  must  the  glance 

(M  a  brave  man  strike  me  to  the  very  dust  I 
Ay,  tiiia  is  shame.  [Cmering  his  face. 

iTm^jig  wildiy  to  Mormma.)  rouararame  tool 

Away !— she  does  not  imow 
What  she  hath  done  !  [Mitskea  out. 

Scene  III. — Before  a  sateioay  within  the  city, 
RiiMEE,  HEBjHiS,  Knights,  Mm-at-OTms,  t(c. 
Her.  'Tis  past  the  hom\ 

Eai.  [JoBking  out  anxiously.)  Away  !  'tisnoi  (tie  hour! 
Not  yet!— When  was  the  battle's  hour  delny'd 
For  a  Chatillon !    We  must  have  come  too  soon  i 
All  are  iu)t  here. 
H^.  Yes,  Bll  ■ 


3." 


Iheyea..  . 
the  hagJits.)  Couei,  De  Foix,  Du  Morasy — here, 
at!— mwbrof   - '  ""-     ''-""     • 

'syourlordl 


m  brother ! 


( 7\iraing  away.)  Why  should  I  ask,  when  that  &ir  Infidel 

IAymeh  enters. 
■  The  Saracen  at  onr  gates — and  you  the  last ! 
Come  on,  remember  all  your  iame  I 

Aym.  (coming  foneara  in  great  agitation.)  My  fame  ! 
— Why  did  you  save  me  from  the  Paynim's  sword, 
In  my  first  battle  3 

Bat.  What  wild  words  are  tliese ! 

jljjjn.  You  ^onld  have  let  me  perM  then — yes  then ! 
Go  to  your  field  and  leave  me ! 

Knights,  'thronging  round  Mm.)  Leave  you ! 
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Eai.  Aymer! 

Was  it  sour  voice  I 

Aym.  ifojo  talk  to  me  of  ftme  ! 

Tell  me  of  all  my  warlike  aiiceators. 
And  of  IDF  lather's  death— that  hitler  death! 
Never  did  pilgrim  for  the  fbuntHira  thirst 
Aa  I  for  this  day's  vengeance ! — To  your  Held ! 
— I  may  not  go ! 

Bai.  {tunane  from  him.)  The  name  hia  race  halh  borne 
Throadi  a  thousand  banles— loat!  [Eetumi'iis  to  AVMER. 

AChfltillon! 
Will  you  line  and  wed  dishonor  ? 

Aytn.  icovETiitg  his  face.)        Let  the  grave 
Take  me  and  cover  me !— I  must  go  down 
To  its  rest  without  my  sword  ! 

Mai.  There's  some  dark  spell  upon  him !    Aymer,  brother  ! 
Let  ras  not  die  of  shame '. — He  that  died  so 
Tum'd  Hickening  from  the  sun ! 
Am.  Where  shODld  I  turn  1 

[Goijig  up  ahmptly  to  the  knights. 
Hennan,  Du  Momay '.  ye  have  stood  with  me 
r  the  batfle'H  fiont— ye  know  mo !— ye  have  seen 
The  fiery  joy  of  danger  bear  me  on. 

As  a  wind  the  arrow ! — Leave  me  now — 'tis  past !  ■  [smiled, 
Bai.  (witft  bitternesa.)  He  comes  from  her  .'—the  infidel  hath 
Doubtless  ibr  this. 

^!Wi.  I  should  have  been,  to-day 

Where  shalia  fly  Qiickest,  and  tlie  crossing  swords 
Cannot  flash  out  for  blood !— ^lark  I  you  are  calL'd '. 

iWUd  Turkish  mtmc  heard  without.    The  hackgroand 
of  the  scene  becomes  more  anil  more  craiBded  milli 
armed  men. 
Lay  lance  in  rest  I — wave,  noble  banners,  wave  !      • 

iThromiiig  ifoidn  Ms  sujord. 
Go  ftom  me ! — leave  the  fallen ! — 

Her.  Nay,  but  the  cause  ! 

Tell  us  the  cansB  '.  [ci'eated  helm 

Eai.  lamiroachiiig  Mm  iTidisnantly.)  Tout  sword — your 
And  yoar  knighfs  mantle — cast  them  down !  your  name. 
Is  in  the  dust  !~our  fether'a  name  I— the  cause  i 
-Tellilnot,tellitnol! 

[Tm-TtiTig  to  the  soldiers  and  teasing  his  hand. 
Sound,  trumpets,  sound! 

On,  lances,  ior  the  Cross !  [at  Ai^meh. 

IMHitary  mu^.  As  the  knights  march  ont,  he,  looks  back 
I  would  not  now 
Call  back  my  noble  tather  from  the  dead. 
If  I  could  with  but  a  breath !— Soufid,  trumpets,  sound ! 

[Exeurd  kai^hts  and  soldiers. 
Aym.  Why  should  Ihear  this  sliamc' -'*■■■"-'  '"-'-"i 
rEu^/ang  after  "    "      '     " 
My  faith  l-^ny  knighlly  fii 
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SclUE  W.— Before  a  Chltrch. 
Groups  of  citisem  passing  to  (md  fro.     Aymee  etanding 

against  one  of  the pUlare  of  the  Chmchinthe  backginuna, 

and  leaning  on  hig  sicord. 

1st  at.  ((0  ad.)  From  the  wollsJ— how  goes  the  battle! 

3d  at.  Well,  all  well. 
Praise  to  the  Saints ! — I  saw  De  Cliatilloii 
Fightitig,  as  if  upon  his  single  srm 
The  fete  o'  the  day  were  set. 

3d  Cit.  Shame  light  on  those 

That  strike  not  with  him  in  Iheii  place  I 

ie(  Cit.  You  mean 

His  brother!— Ay,  is'l  not  a  fearful  thing 
That  one  of  sucli  a  race—a  brave  one  too— 
Should  have  thus  fellan  1 

ad  Cit.  They  Bay  the  captive  girl 

Whom  hs  so  loTed,  hath  won  him  from  his  faith 
To  the  vile  Paynim  creed. 

Aym.  Isuddinly  earning  foriaard.)  Who  dates  say  that  ? 
Show  me  who  dares  say  that ! 

[tliey  eirmk  back — he  laug/'s  scontfally. 
Ha!  ha!  ye  thonght 
To  play  with  a  sleeper's  name  !— lo  make  yom  nmth 
As  fow-bom  men  sit  ly  a  tomb,  and  jest 
O'er  a  dead  watrior !  Where'a  the  slanderer  1  Speak! 
A  CiTiiEH  eittere  kaatUy. 

Cit.  Haate  to  the  walls !— De  Ghatillon  hath  slam 
The  Paynim  chief !  iTAey  aU  go  out. 

Aym.  Why  should  they  ehrhiliT — I,  I  shoiudask  the  night 
To  cover  me !— I  thathave  flung  my  name 
Away  to  gcori! '. — Hush  !  am  I  not  alone  1 

{Listenins  eagerly. 
There's  a  voice  ealluig  mo — a  voice  i'  the  air — 
My  father'a  !— 'Twas  my  father's  I    Are  the  dead 


Unseen,  yet  with  tis  1- 
iLtmd  shouts 


Is  'midst  the  lallen ! 


tBiihoui,  Ae  rushes  forjoard  exiiUinsli. 
""-  the  shout 

We  ! — my  place 


phant  march.  Emgit.  . 
ners,  torch-biorers.  djc.  The  giUes  of  the  ciareh  are 
thrown  opan, and  the  altar,  tmiibs,iic.,iiiithin,  areaeen 
iUamiTiatsd.  Smghts  pass  oner,  and  enter  the  church, 
Cku  of  them  takeg  o  torck.-and  liju  it  to  Amyer'sface  in 
passing.  He  strikes  it  aoam  with  a  smord;  theneee- 
ing  Raiuee  abroach,  drops  the  smord,  and  covers  his 
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Jlai.  isaddenly  dravnng  *■«  sicord,  iiTid  ahowins  tt  htm.) 
My  sword  is  ted 
With  victory  and  revenge ! — look — dyed  lo  the  hill ! 
— We  fonghl — and  where  were  you  3 
Affrn,  Foteake  me  not  L 

Eai.  'Minting  with  kia  saiord  to  the  tomhs  within  the 
church.)  Thoae  sre  proud  tomba! — the  dead,  the  glori- 
ous dead, 
Think  you  they  sleep,  and  know  not  of  their  Bona 
In  the  mysteriouB  grave  ?— We  laid  him,  there  I 
—^Before  the  aah^  of  your  father,  speak  1 
Have  you  abjured  your  faith  1 

Aym.  (iTidignaiitiy)  Your  name  is  mine—your  blood— and 

Wake  him  to  hear  me  answer  !~have  you — Nol 
—You  have  not  dared  to  think  it, 

[Breaks  frmi  him  and  goes  oat. 
Sai.  (entering  the  church,  and  bending  over  me  o/  the 
tomhs.)  m_._._.  ..„> 


Fraiee,  praiae  to  Heayen ; 
Sine  of  the  conquer'd  field,  the  Psynim  flying. 

Light  up  the  shrines,  and  bid  tile  banners  wave ! 
Sine  of  the  warrior,  for  the  red-eroas  dying, 
(Slant  a  proud  requiem  o'er  bia  holy  grave  '■ 
Praise,  praise  to  Heaven ! 
Praiaa ' — lift  the  song  duourfi  night's  resounding  sky ! 
Peate  to  the  vahant  for  the  Ci-oss  that  die  1 
Sleep  Boit,  ye  brave ! 

ACT  UI. 
ScERE  1.—A  platform  before  the  Citadel.— Knights  enterini 
Her.  (.to  one  of  the  Knights.)  You  would  plead  for  him  ! 
Knight,  Kay,  remember  all 

JJii-.  '  I  had  a  friend  in  yonlh- 

This  Ayniei's  (iilher  had  him  shamed  for  leas 
Than  his  son'e  fault— far  less  !— 
We  must  accuse  him — he  must  have  his  shield 
Iteversed— hk  name  degi-aded. 

Knight,  He  might  yet— 

Alt  the  Knights.  Must  hla  shame  cleave  to  us  ?— We  ca! 
him  forlh— 
We  will  not  bear  it. 

Raimeb  enJerg 

Sai.  KnighlB !  ye  speak  of  him — 

My  brother- wa^t  not  ao  ?— All  silent !— Nay, 
Give  your  thoughts  breath !— What  said  ye  J 
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Her.  That  his  name 

Must  be  degraded, 

Eai.  Salenon !  Te  disturb 

The  dead— thou  hear'at,  my  iather ! 

{Gmag  up  indignantly  to  tli«  Knights 
WMch  of  ye 
Shall  first  accuse  him  1    He  whose  bold  step  won 
The  breach  at  Ascalon  ere  Aymei's  step. 
Let  Mm  speak  first ! 

He  that  plunged  deeper  through  the  stormy  fight. 
Thence  lo  redeem  the  bamier  of  the  Cross, 
On  Cairo's  plain,  let  him  apeak  first !  or  ho 
Whose  BWord  buiBt  swifter  o'er  tlie  Saracen, 
1  the  rescue  of  our  Iting,  bj  Jordan's  waves. 
1  say,  let  him  apeak  first ! 

Her,  Is  ha  not  an  apostate  ? 

Rai.  No,  no,  no! 

ff  he  were  thai,  had  my  life's  blood  that  (tunt. 
This  hand  should  pout  it  out  i— he  is  not  tlutt. 

Her.  Not  yet. 

Mai.  Not  yet,  nor  ever !— Let  me  die 

In  a  lost  battle  first ! 

Her.  Hath  he  let  go 

Name— kindred— honor— for  an  infidel, 
Aiid  will  he  grasp  his  faith  ? 

Bai.  {after  a  gloomy  pause.')  That  which  bears  poisini— 
shonld  it  not  be  crush'd  1 


In  Languedoc 1 

Knight,  I  was  your  fetlier'a  friend — 

I  knew  them  well, 

Sai.  ISliatightfidly.)  The  weight  of  gloom  that  hanga— 
The  very  baniieis  seem  to  droop  with  it — ; 
O'er  some  of  those  old  rooms !— Were  we  tliere  now. 
With  a  dull  wind  heaving  the  pale  tapestries. 
Why,  I  could  tell  you — 

[earning  closer  to  the  Knig&t. 


&i»emindsa  deeper  ti:__. 

(To  HEsais.)                   If  jfdu  had  heard 
That  tale  i'  the  shadowy  lower 

Her.  Nay,  tell  it  no- 

Sai.  They  say  tne  place  is  haunted — moaning  at 
Come  thence  at  midnight— rounds  of  woman's  voLi 

Her.  And  yon  beUeve- 
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Bat.  I  but  believe  the  deed 

Done  there  of  old.    I  had  an  ancestor — 
Eertrand,  the  lion-chief— whose  son  went  forth 
(A  yoanget  son — I  am  not  of  hU  Ihie) 
To  the  ivais  of  Palestine.    He  fought  there  well- 
Ay,  all  his  race  were  brave ;  but  ho  relutii'd, 
And  witli  a  Faynim  biide. 

Her.  The  recreant ! — Bay, 

How  facre  yoar  ancestor! 

Bai.  Well  may  you  lliint 

It  chiifed  him— but  he  bore  it— for  the  love 
Of  tliat  feir  son,  the  child  of  hia  old  aae. 
He  pined  in  heart,  yet  gave  the  infideT 
A  place  in'hia  own  halls. 

Her.  But  did  this  last? 

Sai.  How  alumld  it  laetl    Again  the  trumpet  blew 
And  men  were  aummon'd  from  their  homes  to  guard 
The  oily  of  the  cross.    But  he  seem'd  cold— 
That  youth  1  he  shunn'd  his  father's  eye,  and  took 
No  armor  from  the  walla. 

Her.  Had  he  then  Sillen  1 

Was  hia  faith  wavering  1 

Sai.  So  tlie  father  fear'd. 

Ser.  If /had  been  that  father 

Rai. 
Of  an  honor'd  lineage. 

Her.  Nay,  what  did  Ss? 

Eai.  What  did  the  lion-chief? 

[Tiirniiig  to  Du  Mobnjy, 
Why,  thou  hast  seen  ihe  very  spot  of  blood 
On  the  dark  floor! — fie  slew  the  Paynim  bride  ; 
Was  it  not  well  ?  (ifc  looks  at  theiii  attentiitety,  and  as 
goes  out  exclaims — ) 

My  brother  must  not  fall ! 


. XEtef — Aymer's  step  ! 

The  thrilhng  soimd ! 

Brother !  oh,  pardon  me ! 

.Rflt.  (ejitering,  and  sZoioiy  looking  round.)  A  gloomy  scene ! 
A  place  for— la  die  not  on  infidel  1 
Who  shaU  dare  call  it  murder! 

[He  adsancee  to  her  slowly,  and  looks  at  her 


She  is  fair— 
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Tho  deeper  cauae !     Maid,  have  yon  thought  of  death 
'MidM  these  old  tombs  ^  [gravn 

JUor.  {ahrinking  from  him  fearfully.)  This  is  ray  brother'* 

Sai.  Tkg  brolher'a ! — that  a  warrior's  grave  had  closed 
O'ermiRB— the  lieB  and  noble  knight  he  waal — 
Ay,  that  tlie  desert-sanda  had  shrouded  him 
Before  he  look'd  on  thee  ! 

Mor.  If  you  are  his — 

If  Aymer's  brother— though  your  brow  be  dai*, 
I  may_  not  fear  you ! 

Sai.  No  t  wh^  thou  shouldet  fear 

The  very  duBt  o"  the  mouldering  sepnlohre, 
If  it  had  lived,  and  honie  bis  name  on  earth ! 
Hear'Bt  Ihiin  T— thai  dust  hath  adn'd,  and  found  a  voice. 
And  said  that  thou  must  die !  [Heaven 

(JHor  {clingiiig  to  thepllar  aa  Ae  approaches.)  Be  with  me, 
Ton  will  not  murder  me  7 

Soi.  Uanmig  amay.)     A  goodly  word 
To  join  with  a  warrior's  name  ! — a  sound  to  make 
Men's  flesli  creep.    What ! — for  Faynira  blood 
Did  he  stand  fiiltering  thus — my  ancestor — 
tn  that  oldtovrerJ 

[He  ogam  approaches  ter—she  falls  on  ha-  kaees. 

Mar.  So  young,  and  thus  to  die  ! 

Mercy — have  mercy!    In  your  ownfer  land 
£■  there  he  Love  that  weepa  and  watchea  for  you. 
And  fdlows  you  with  prayer — even  by  that  love 
Spare  me — for  it  is  woman's !    If  light  steps 
Have  bounded  there  to  meet  you,  clinging  arms 
Hung  on  your  neck,  fond  tears  o  crHow'd  your  cheek, 
TMnk  npon  those  that  loved  you  thus,  for  thns 
Doth  woman  love '.  and  spare  me  ! — think  on  them ; 
They,  too,  may  yet  need  mercy !    Aymer,  Aymer ! 
Wilt  thau  not  hear  and  aid  me  I 

Sai.  (flartine.)  There's  a  name 
To  brins  back  strength !  Shall  I  not  strike  lo  save 
£Ds  honor  and  hia  hfe  7    Were  his  ti/e  all 

ilior.  To  save  his  liie  and  honor ! — will  my  death 

[SAi  rises  and  stands  befoie  him,  covering  her  face  aur^ 
riedly. 
Do  it  with  one  stroke  !    I  may  not  live  for  hun '. 

Sai.  (toith  sui^ise.)  A  woman  meet  death  thus! 

Mm-,  (uncevertng  Aer  ej)e».)  Yet  one  thing  more — 
I  have  asters  and  a  Either.    Christian  knight ! 
Oh ',  by  your  mooter's  memory,  let  them  know 
'  died  with  a  na-=  .."='-i^'^ 

Sai.  (softeneo 

And  she  named  my  mother ! — Once  in  early  youth 

From  the  wild  waves  I  snatch'd  a  woman's  life ; 

My  mother  hteas'd  me  for  it  Islowly  drigipins  his  dagger,)-' 
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Slie  bles'd  me.    Slay,  are  there  no  other  me. 

(Suddeniy  reaHectins  himself.)  Follow  ir 
Fear  not  now. 

Mot.  But  he— 

Bui  Aymer— 

"-■■  [sieraT^.^  WoulJ'Etthounensh?— nni 

Aieaflodiake  and  Inm  i'  the  changing  wind! 

Follow  me,  and  beware  I  , 

[SAe  bends  oner  the  tomb  for  a  nuiment,  and  follows  him. 
Aymrs.  enters,  and  skiBbj  comes  forward  front  the  baek- 
grov,nd. 

Avm.  For  the  last  tim£^-yes !  it  must  be  the  last ! 
Eartliandhestensay— ^elastl     The  very  dead  . 
Rise  ap  to  part  uB^But  one  look— and  then 
She  must  go  hence  for  ever !    Will  she  weep  I 
It  had  been  liltie  to  have  died  for  her— 
I  have  botTie  shame. 

Slie  diail  know  all !— Moraima !— said  they  not 
She  wonld  be  found  here  at  her  brother'a  ^ve  1 

{Seeing  i/ie  ilitsger  lie  takes  it  up. 
Ha !  men  work 
Dark  deeds  with  things  like  this ! 

[Looking  wildla  and  anxiomly  around. 

[ioofting  at  the  dagger. 
Stam'd !— it  mav  be  from  battle-- ds  not— w«i- 
iLaohs  round  Mently  lislemng ;  thenar 
spot  and  suddenly  exclaims" 
Ha!--whatistlua1— another  step  in  the  gtsss!-- 
Ueta  and  another's  step !    [He  rushes  into  the  cyprcss-erone. 
Scene  III,--.A  HaU  in  the  Citadel,  hung  with  Arms  and 


Her.    (coming  fanuard  and  peaking    hurriedly.)     Is  it 
done  7~HavB  you  done  it ! 

Mai.  I.Toilh  disgiist.)  Whati  youthirat 

For  blood  so  dee^yt 

Her.  lindignantly.')  Have  you  struck,  and  saved 
The  honor  of  our  hoaae  ! 

Rai.  (thaughlfullil  to  himself.)  The  light  i'  the  soul 
laBuchawavennglhing'—HaveldoQe  Weill— [To  Hehmah. 
Aak  me  not !— Never  bHdII  they  meet  again. 

{Aynsr  enters  hmiiedly  with  the  dagger,  and  goes  Tip 
Viith  it  to  several  of  the  knights,  irio  begin  to  gather 
round  the  front. 
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Aym.  Whose  is  this  dagger ! 

jfffl!.  tcami'ng  forvtard  and  taking  it.)  MLje. 

Aym.  youts !  yours . — and  know  you  where 

Bai.  (oitnif  to  sheath  itj  but  staining,)  Oh !  you  do  weU 
So  to  remind  me ! — Yes  I  it  must  have  lain 
lu  the  luosLem  burial-graand—tiiiii  (hat  vile  dust- 
Hence  with  iti-'tis  defiled.  [Throws  a  from  Mm, 

Aym.  If  sach  a  deed— 

— Brother!  where  is  she  ! 

Bai.  Who  !--whiv(  knight  hathlost 

A  Ladye-love  ? 

Aym.  Could  he  speBls  thia,  nnd  wear 

Thnt  HCornful  calm,  if-no— he  is  not  calm- 
What  have  you  done ! 

JSai.  (aside.)  Yes !  she  shall  die  lo  him  ! 

Aym.  (grasping  hia  ana.)  What  have  you  done  !-- apeak ! 

Sai.  You  should  know  Iho  tale 

Of  our  daric  ancestor,  the  Lion-Chief, 
And  his  son's  bride. 

Aym.  Man !  man !  yon  mwrder'd  her .      [Sinkins  iack 
It  grows  so  darit  around  me !  She  is  dead ! 
(Wildly.)  I'll  not  believe  it  !-No!  ^e  never  look' d 
Lilce  what  could  die !  [Coming  up  to  his  hrother. 

If  you  have  done  (hat  deed— 

Sai.  (sternly.)  If  Ihove  done  it,  Ihave  flang  off  shame 
From  my  brave  father's  house  ! 

Aym.  (in  a  low  voice  to  himself.)  So  young,  nnd  dead  !— 
because  I  ioved  her — dead !  2b  Raihee. 

Where  is  she,  murderer!    Let  me  seo  her  face. 
You  think  to  bids  it  wilh  the  dust !— ha !  ha  ! 
The  duet  to  cover  her .'  We'll  mock  yon  stUl : 
IflcaUherbaek,  rfie'lloorae!    Where  is  she  ?— speak ! 
Now,  by  ray  fiither's  tomb,  but  I  am  calm. 

Bai.  Hever  more  hops  to  sea  her ! 

Aym.  Nerer  ino;-e ! 

[Sitting  doKn  on  the  groimd. 
I  loved  her,  so  she  perish' d.~  All  the  earth 
Hath  not  another  voice  to  reach  my  soul, 
Now  hers  is  silaul !— Never,  never  more ! 
Ifahe  had  but  said — farewell ! — IBeieUdered.)  It  grows  so  dark! 
This  is  some  feaiiiil  dream.    Wlien  the  morn  cornea,  1  shall 

—My  life's  bi^llt  hours  are  done ! 
Bai.  I  must  be  firm, 

[Takes  a  bamierfram  the  wall  and  brings  it  to  Atjieb. 
Have  you  fcrgollen  this  ?    We  ihought  it  lost, 

""""  " "      vavina;  o'er  Ihe  fight 

again  1 — Youis,  Aymet 

Aym.  Ipuilingit  from  him.)  The  worlhless  thing ! 
Fame  1 — sJie  is  dead '. — give  a  king's  robe  to  one 
Stretch'd  on  tlieraok!    Hence  wiUi  your  pageantrim 
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Shame  on  the  re . _,. 

Sai.  Boyt 

Degenerate  boy !  kir'.,  with  Ihe  trophies  won 
By  ihe  aainled  chief  of  old  in  Paynira  war 
Above  yoa  and  around  j  The  very  air, 
When  It  bat  shaliea  (heir  armor  on  the  wall, 
^Turmmiiur  oFslorious  deeds :  to  sit  and  ween 
Here  for  an  Infidel!    My  tkther's  son. 
Shame !  abame  I  deep  ahame ! 

Knights.  Ayincr  de  Chatiiton ! 

Go  ftora  119,  lea.YB  us ! 

Aym.  Istarting  up.)  Leave  yon !  wbal !  ye  thonght 
Thai  I  would  stay  to  breathe  the  air  you  In^nibo  i— 
And  fight  by  yon !     Murderera  1  I  bmal 

fT/troiBa  Ma  Heard  on  th.  „.  _ 
Ing  of  the  desert  half  so  free  !        [To  Eaihsr. 


fTkroiBB  Ms  eieord  nn  the  ground  hsfoTB  than, 
ing  of  Ihe  desert  halfso  free  !        [2s  Eaih   ~ 
I  ua  nave  no  Drother !    lave  to  need  the  love 
Of  a  human  heart,  and  steep  your  eonl  in  fnnis 
To  51111  its  realless  yearnings !    Die  alone  \ 
Midst  ail  your  pomps  and  trophies — die  nlone ! — 

[Going  out  he  suddenly  returiie. 
Did  she  not  call  on  me  to  puccoi-  herl 
Kneel  to  you — plead  for  life  1 — The  Voice  of  Blood 
Follow  you  to  your  grave ! —  lExit. 

Sai.  (aith  emotion.)  Alas !  my  brother ! 

The  lime  hath  been,  when  in  Ihe  face  of  Death 
[  have  bid  him  leave  me,  and  he  would  not  !— 

[TiH-ning  (u  tks  Knighta. 
Knights ! 
The  Soldan  marehf  s  for  Jerusalem— 
We'll  meet  him  on  the  way. 

ACT  IV. 

Scene  I. — Canip  of  Msleck,  the  Saracen  Bmir. 


, rideiB  o'er  the  mountains  forth, 

And  through  ^e  deseria,  lo  proiiaim  the  prict 

Before ;  _it  hath  been  done— ibev 


Thou  gav'st  the  word 

. ,  ^ en  done— ibey  are  gone  forth, 

Ulel.  Wonld  thatmyHonlcouldwingthem!  Didsl  thou  heei 

1  o  say  his  We  ?— I'll  have  my  own  revenge ! 

Yes !  1  would  save  him  from  another's  hand '. 

Thoi!  said'at  he  must  be  brought  al' 


Sadi  I  heard 

He  slew  my  son — 


Thy  will,  and  I  obey'd. 

mi 


^^^Go^gl? 


That  was  in  battlc—bm  to  Bhed  lior  lilootl ! 
My  child  Moraima's !    Could  he  see  and  strike  her  t 
A  Christian  see  her  face,  too !    From  my  houae 
The  crown  ia  gone !    Who  brought  Ihe  tale  1 

Sadi.  A  slave 

Of  vourlate  son's,  escnped. 

m.  Have  I  a  son 

Left  1  speak,  the  slave  of  whiohl    Kaled  is  gone— 
And  OetBt  gone — both,  both  are  fiilleii — 
Both  my  young  stately  treea,  and  she  my  flowsr— 
— No  band  but  mine  shall  be  upon  him,  none . — 

[A  sound  offestine  musk  witAant, 
What  mean  they  there !  [Ah  atteRdant  enters. 

Att.  Tidings  ofioy,  my  chief! 

3Isl.  Joy!— is  the  Chriauan  taken} 

fMoKAiMi  eaters,  and  throiaa  herself  into  Ms  arms. 

lHar.  Father !  Father ! 

[  did  not  thmk  this  world  had  yet  so  much 
Ofaught  like  happiness! 

Mel                           My  o^™  Sxir  child  ! 
Is  it  on  tliee  I  look  indeed, my  child  1    \Tm-mng  to  attendants. 
Away,  ijieie ! — gaze  not  on  us ! — Do  I  hold 
Thee  in  my  arms !— They  told  me  thon  wert  slain. 
Raimer  de  Chalillon,  they  said 

Mor.  (Aumei%.)  Oh,  no ! 

Twaa  he  that  sent  mee  back  thy  child,  my  fcther. 

3iel.  He!  why.his brother  Aymerstillrefuaed 
A  monarch's  ransom  for  thee  ! 

Mor.  {with  a  mameniary  deUght.)  Did  he  thus  1 

[Suddenly  ehecHng  herself. 
— Yes!  Iknewwell! — Oh!  do  not  apeak  of  him  !  [mach 

Mel.  What !  hath  he  wrong-d  thee !- Thou  hast  aufifer'd 
Amoi^t  these  Christians !    Thon  art  changed,  my  child. 
There's  a  dun  shadow  in  thine  eye,  where  onee^ 
— But  they  shall  pay  me  back  for  all  thy  teats 
With  their  best  blood 

Mor.  {alarmed.)     Father !  not  so,  not  so ! 


They  still  were  gentle  with  m 

And  watch'd  beside  my  dvino:bi 

'Through  many  days;  andTl  Save  weptanoe  then— 


■g  brother' 


,.  -Jtmuch. 

Md.      .Thy  dyin^  brother's  coach  ! — yes,  thou 
Wert  ever  true  and  kind 

Mar.  {covering  her  face.)  Oh!  praiBeraonot! 
Look  gently  on  me,  or  I  sink  to  earth ; 
Not  thus ! 

Mel.        No  praise !  thon'il  fiunt  my  child,  and  worj 
The  length  of  way  hath 

Mar.  (eagerly.)  Yes!  the  way  was  lona; 

The  desert's  wfnd  breathed  o'er  me.    Could  I  rest? 

Mel.  Yea!  thou  shall  rest  within  thy  fether's  tent. 
Follow  me,  gentle  child !     Thou  look'^  so  changed. 
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Think  thou  no  evil  of  tiiose  Clu'istians,  fiilliei'!- 
They  were  still  kind. 
ScebeII. — Before  a  fortress  mnoTigsl  thi  Socks,  with  a  Desert 
beyond. — Miiitcmj  Music. 
R AIMER  De  Ohatillos — JUMights — Soldiers. 

Rai.  The?  speak  of  truce ! 

T/te  Kidgkta.  Even  so.    Of  inioe  between 

The  Soldai\  and  our  King. 

Bai,  Iiet  him  who  fnara 

Lest  the  dose  helm  should  wBtit  Ilia  locks  nway, 


And  sit  at  feetivate.    Hail,  lances,  there  ! 

WmrioiH  and  brethren !  heat. — I  own  no  traise — 

I  hold  ray  life  but  aa  a  weabon  now 

Against  the  infidel !    He  shall  not  reap 

His  field,  nor  gather  of  his  vine,  nor  pray 

To  bis  felae  goda — No  !  save  by  trembling  eteslth. 

Whilst  I  can  grasp  a  sword !    Wherefore  noble  friends, 

Think  not  of  nuce  with  me !— but  think  to  quaff 

Your  wine  to  the  sound  of  trumpeK,  and  to  rest 

In  your  girt  hauberks,  and  lo  hold  your  steeds 

Barded  m  the  hall  beside  you.    Now  turn  back 

[He  thrOTDS  a  spear  on  the  gi-ound  before  fkeiD. 
Ye  that  are  weary  of  your  armor's  load. 
Pass  o'er  the  spear,  away ! 

Theg  aU  shoat.  A  Chatillon ! 

We'll  follow  thee,  all!  all! 

Rai.  A  soldier's  thanks ! 

{Tarns  aiBOy  from  IheM  agilaled. 
There's  one  face  gone,  and  that  a  brotber^s !  ( Jiuuii.)  War  !— 
War  to  (be  Poyuim— war !    March  and  set  up 
()<i  our  slronehold  the  banner  oi'  die  Cross, 
Never  to  sink ! — 

[Trumpets  sound.     They  march  on,  winding  tlirnugh 
the  rocks  with  military  miisic. 
Enter  GaStTOK,  an  aged  vassal  of  Raimeh's,  as  an  armed  fol- 
lower— Raimer  addresses  Kim. 
You  come  at  last  I — And  she — where  left  you  berf 
The  Paynim  maid  1 

(Jos.  I  found  her  guides,  my  lord. 

Of  her  own  race,  and  loft  her  ori  the  way 
To  reach  her  father's  tents. 

Sai.  Speak  low!— the  tale 

Must  real  with  us.    It  most  be  thought  she  died. 


iTCoo^fe" 


Bflc£  with  v( 

Gas.  Whom  m .  

Rai.  (impatiently.)  Ol3  man,  you  know  to  well — 
Aymef ,  my  brother. 

Oas.  I  IiavB  seeii  lum. 

Bai.  How ! 

Seen  him !    Speak  on. 

Gas.  Another  ihan  ray  chief 

Should  hare  my  life  before  the  shameful  lale ! 

Jiloi.  Speak  quickly. 

Gas.  Ill  the  deaert  aa  I  joniney'tt  back, 

A  band  of  Arabs  met  me  on  the  way, 
And  I  became  their  captive.    Till  last  night — 

Jlai.  Go  on  I— Last  night? 

Gas.                             They  domher'd  by  their  lire»— 
/  could  not  flieep,  when  one — I  thought  him  one 
O' thelribe i--    .      ..    .■_ 


Fothiddina  speech  to  me. 

Rai.  Tell  m 

Loal,  lost~fbr  ever  lost !— He  tl 
Under  my  fiither's  roof  with  mi 
Vp  by  my  side  to  gloty ! — loBl- 


Had  I  not  dealt  so  aterniy  with  hti  s 

In  ila  deep  anguish What '.  he  w 

In  the  [ace  of  Heaven  1    You  saw  tl 


I    And  yet, 
aternij  with  his  sonl 

he  wears  their  garb 

- - saw  tha  turban  on  him  t 

You  should  have  struck  him  to  the  earlh,  and  so 
Put  out  our  shame  forever ! 

Gas.  Lift  my  sword 

Against  yonr  father's  son ! 

liai.  My  father's  son! 

Ay,  and  so  loved !— that  yearning  love  for  him 
Was  tiie  last  thing  death  eonquer'd !  see'st  thou  there  1 

[The  banner  of  the  Croat  is  raised  on  the  fortress.] 
The  very  banner  he  rodeeni'd  for  us 
'■  the  iiaht  at  Ci  ■      ■     -    ■  ■ 


*rii,y  Google 


rii  lell  thoe  of  a  ihoaghl.  [Suddenly  stnpping  him. 

Take  heed,  old  mEn ! 
Thou  haat  o  fearful  secret  in  ihy  grasp : 
Let  me  not  sae  theeweac  mystorions  looks — 
Bui  no !  thou  lov'Ht  our  name  !~rU  traat  thee,  Gaalon ! 

{Exeitat. 
Scene  IIL    An  Arab  enccrrnpntent  round  a  few  pabn-tress 
in  the  Desert, —  Watcli-firee  ia  the  iaciground. — Night. 

Seeeral  Arabs  erUer  u?ith  Aymek  , 
Arai  Chief,  Thoa  hast  fought  bravely,  stranger ;  now  come  on 
To  share  the  spoil. 
Aym.  I  reck  not  of  it.    Go, 

Arab.  Wei!,  Ihou  haat  eatn'd  thy  reel 

With  a  red  anbre.    Be  it  us  than  wilt. 

[Tkeg  go  out. — He  throws  hhaseU  ander  a  pahs-iree. 

Aym.  Tlila  were  an  hour — if  ihey  would  answer  us. 
— They  from  whose  viewless  woild  no  answer  comes — 
To  bear  tlieir  whispering  voices.    Would  they  but 
Speak  once,  and  say  they  loved ! 
It  I  could  hear  thy  IhriUing  voice  once  mote, 
It  would  be  v<ell  with  me.    Moraima,  speak  ! 

[Raimeh  eittera  disguised  as  a  demist, 
Motauna,  speak ! — No!  the  dead  cannot  love  I 

Sai,  What  dotb  the  stranger  here! — is  there  not  inirlh 
Around  the  watch-Hres  yonder ! 

Aijm.  Mirth  ? — awoy ! 

I've  noaghl  to  do  with  miith — begone ! 

Jlai.  They  tell 

Wild  tales  by  that  red  light  ^would'sl  thou  not  hear 
Of  eastern  marvels ! 

Aym.  Hence ! — I  heed  them  not. 

Jlai,  Nay  then,  hear  me  ! 

Aym.  Thee ! 

Bai.  Yes,  I  know  a  tale 

Wilder  than  Iheua. 

Aym.  (raising  himself  in  surprise.)    Thou  Itnow'st  .'— 

Bai.  iicithmit  minding,  continues.)  A  tale  of  one. 
Who  flung  in  mndnes  to  the  reckleas  deep 


A  gem  beyond  all  price. 


__^....  Mj  day  is  closed. 

What  is  aught  human  unlo  me  I 

Bai.  Yet  mark! 

His  name  was  of  the  noblest— dost  ihou  heed  ? 
Even  in  a  land  of  princely  chivalry ; 
Brightness  was  on  it— but  he  cast  it  dovm. 

Aym.  I  will  not  hear — speak'sl  thoa  ol  ohivaliy '. 

Bai.  Yes !  I  have  been  upon  thy  native  hills — 
There's  a  grey  cliff  juts  proudly  from  their  woods, 
Crown'd  wi^  baronial  towecs. — Rememberest  thou ! 
And  there's  a  eliapel  by  the  moaning  sea— 
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Thou  know'et  it  well— lull  pines  wave  over  ii, 
Darlsening  tlie  heavy  bannsts,  and  Ihe  tombs— 
Ja  not  the  Cros  upon  thy  Others'  tombs  t— 
Christian !  what  dost  thou  here  1 

Aym.  Istartiiig  up  iadisnaaUi/.j  Man !  who  art  thou  I 
Thy  roice  disturbs  my  soiu.    Speiifc !  I  will  inow 
Thy  rigl^  to  queatinn  me.  . 

Sai.  {thrmeias  <lS  ii»  (^MguiM,  etatida  iefore  him  m  the 
full  dreaa  of  a  Ongader.)  My  biitliriglit !— -look ! 

J^pa.  ISetreatinsfivm  kim  with  hdrrer.)  Her  blood  is  on 
youi  hands !— keep  back !  [ing  mme— 

Eai,  IscorafuUy.)  Nay,  iteep  the  Paynim'a  garfi  from  tonoh- 
AcBwer  me  Ihenee  ! — wliat  dost  thou  here  ! 

Aym.  You  ahtinfe 

From  your  own  wotit  l — yon,  that  hove  made  me  thua ' 
Wherefore  are  yon  liere  'i     Are  you  not  afiaid 
To  stand  beneath  the  awful  midaight  sky, 
Ajid  you  a  murderer)    Leave  me. 

Eai.  I  hfl;  up 

No  murderer's  brow  to  Heaven ! 

jtifwi.  Yon  dare  speak  thi» ! — 
Do  not  the  bright  stms,  with  their  searching  rays, 
Strike  thtough  your  guilty  sonlJ    Oh,  n-  ■     ''' " 


Paesing  welT!    Mur&r  I    Miike  the  earth's  harresla  grow 

With  Paynun  blood  !— JTomwii  wills  it !— The  See  air, 

The  sundiioe— I  forgot— they  wei-e  not  made 

For  infidels.    Biot  oat  the  race  from  day  ! 

Who  talks  ofmuriier?    Murder!  whenyoudie 

Clnira  your  soul's  plaoe  and  happiness  i'  the  name 

Of  that  good  deed !  [/n  a  tons  of  deep  feelins. 

If  you  had  loved  a  flower 
1  would  not  have  deslroy'd  it ! 

Bai.  iaitk  emaiian.)  Brother '. 

Aym.  iin^etuousbi-i  No ! — 

No  brother  now ! — shs  knelt  to  yon  in  vain ; 
And  that  bath  set  a  gnlf—a  boundlera  gulf- 
Between  our  Bonis.     Y ont  very  &ioe  is  changed— 
There's  a  red  cloud  shadowkie  it :  your  foreTiead  wears 
The  marks  of  blood— Ser  blood !  [In  a  tnumi'kanl  tone. 

But  yon  prerail  not !    Ton  have  made  the  dead 
The  mighty— the  victorious !    Yes  !  you  thought 
To  dash  her  image  iuto  fragments  down. 
And  you  have  given  it  power — such  deep  ead  power 
I  see  nouglit  else  on  earth  I 

Bai.  (.aside.)  I  dare  not  say  she  lives. 

[To  AiinsBR  holding  tip  the  erase  of  his  sword. 

OnoB  !^  our  fiither's  grave  I  ask'd,  and  here, 
r  the  silence  of  ibe  waste,  I  aak  once  more 
Have  you  abjured  your  faifh  ? 

.lijmi.  Why  are  you  come 

To  torture  me!    No,  no,  I  have  not.    No! 
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And  by  their  deep  strong  ro 


Aymer!  jot 


Heaven  hath  not  closed „-. 

Be(bro  the  shadow  of  the  polm-Q-ee  lades 

r  the  wanjig  moonlight.    Heaven  gives  time.    Eelurn, 

My  brother  1    By  onr  early  days— Ihs  love 

That  nurtured  ua !— the  holy  dust  of  those 

That  sleep  i'  the  tomb ! — Sleep  !  no,  they  cannot  sleep  I 

Duth  ihe  night  biing  no  voices  from  the  deaJ 

Back  on  your  fnul  t 

s^ym.  {tumitig  from  Jam.)  Tes — Aers .' 

Eai.  (indigmcntljl  tununa  off.)  Why  ehonld  I  slrLve  1 
Why  doth  is  cost  me  tliese  deep  lliroea  to  flitig  [coine 

A  weed  offl — [ChecMng  himeelf.)  Brother,  &ith  the  Blriiiiger 
Between  our  hearlB  for  ever?    Yet  return-  ' 
Win  buck  your  fame,  my  brother  I 

Aym,  Fame  again  1 
Leave  me  the  desert! — leave  it  me  !    I  hate 
Your  false  worlS's  glittering  dtaperiai,  that  press  down 
The  overlabor'd  heart !    "Hiey  Mva  craah'd  mine.    Yourvoia 
And  hollow-sounding  words  are  wasted  now : 
You  should  adjure  roe  by  liie  name  of  him 
That  slew  his  son's  young  bride! — our  anceator — 
Tliat  were  a  spoE !    Fame !  feme !— your  hand  holh  rent 
The  veil  from  off  your  vi'orld !    To  speak  of  fame. 
When  the  soul  is  parch'd  like  mine  r   Away! 
I  hnvejoln'd  these  men  becaoBe  they  wni  with  man 
And  all  Ms  hollow  pomp !    Will  you  go  heiice  ? 
U-VereeivJ  Why  do  I  talk  thus  with  a  murda'cr  ?    Ay, 
This  iH  the  desert,  wiiere  ti-ue  words  may  rise 
JO  HeBTeiii'  the  stillness!    Jjcave  it  me  !— 

le  free  wild  desert !  lArah  Cliief  enters.) 

Stranger,  we  have  shared 

The  spoil,  forgetting  not A  Christian  here  I 

Ho !  sons  of  KedarT— 'da  De  Chatillon  I 

This  way  !— smrouud  bim !    There's  an  Emir's  wealth 

Het  on  his  life  1    Come  on  1 

[Several  Arabs  rush  m  imdsiimiund  RiiaKE,™So,  ajter 
vainly  endeoDoring  to  foece  Jaa  tcaw  thvagh  tkem,  is 
Toade  prisoner.  As  they  are  leading  hhn  away,  Aymeh, 
loha  has  stood  for  a  moment  as  ff  beiBildered,  rusJiei 
forward,  and  strikes  doatn  one  of  tin.  Arais. 

Hat,  And  he  stands  there 

To  see  me  bought  and  sold !    Death,  death  I— not  chains ! 

Aym.  Off  from  my  brother,  infidel ! 

[The  others  hurry  Kaimer  away. 
iSecollectina  himself.)  Why,  then.  Heaven 

Is  just !— So!  now  I  see  it !    Blood  for  blood  '. 

[Again  ntshing  foraard. 
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ACT  V. 
Scene  I, — A  Mall  in  the  Fnrlress  occupied  by  De  Chatii.* 

Kitights  UstBning  to  a  Troiiiadour. 
Hei*.  Noinore  softatrainB  of  love.    Good  Vidal,  sing 
The  imprison'd  warrior'a  lay.    There's  a  pioud  lone 
OiloftyEadneasinit. 

"  'Twaa  a  trumpet's  pealing  sound. 
And  the  knight  look'd  down  from  the  Pflynim'a  tower. 
And  a  Christian  hoal  in  its  pride  and  power, 

Tbrongh  the  pass  beneath  hhn  wound. 
Ceaee  awhile,  daiion !  elation,  wild  and  ahtill, 
Ceaae  !  let  them  hear  the  cBptive'a  voice — be  still. 

"  I  knew  'twas  a  trumpet's  note ! 
And  fee  my  brethren's  lanopB  gleam, 
And  their  pennons  wave  by  the  mountain  siteam. 

And  their  plumes  to  the  gfod  wind  float. 
Cease  awhile  clarion !  clarion,  wSd  and  ehiill. 
Cease  f-  let  them  hear  the  cnptive'e  voiec — be  still 

"  I  am  here  with  my  heavy  chain ! 
And  I  look  on  a  torrent  sweeping  by, 
And  an  eagle  rushing  to  the  sky, 

And  a  host  to  Its  battle-plain ! 
Cease  awhile,  clarion!  &c.,  &o. 

"  Must  I  pine  in  my  fettera  here  1 
With  llie  wild  wave's  fuam,  and  the  free  bird's  flight, 
And  the  tall  speaie  glancing  on  my  sight. 

And  the  tnimpel  in  mine  ear  ? 
Cease  awhile,  clarion !"  &o.,  &c. 

K  eaters  hurriull^. 


Jvm.  Silence,  thou  minstrel,  silence ! 

Her,  ' 

And  in  that  garb !  Seize  on  the  renegadi 
Knights,' -  "-' 


r.  (scomfiiliy.)  Die!  die !— the  feaiful  threat ! 
thnrst  out  of  fliis  same  blessed  world, 
Tour  world— all  youts!  i^iercely.)  But  I  will  noi  be  made 


jna  to  circle  with  joatpoiT^s  of  death, 


Toor  oTiains,  and  gnards,  and  scaffolds !    Back!  I'll  dio 

Aa  the  free  Jion  dies !—  [Diateing  his  sotre 

Ser.  What  seek'st  thou  here  1 

Aym.  Nought  but  to  ^ve  your  Christian  swords  a  deed 

Worthiei  than — where's yonr chief !  in  thePaynini's  bonds! 

Made  the  wild  Arabs'  prize  !— Ay,  Heaven  isjnsl! 
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Her,  Follow  thee! 

Recreant !  deserter  of  thy  house  and  feilh ! 
To  think  trae  knights  would  follow  thee  again ! 
'Tis  all  some  eiiare — away  ! 

Aym.  Some  snore !— Heaven  !  Heaven ! 

Ik  mj  name  sunk  to  this  t    Must  men  iurst  CTUsii 
Mv  soul,  then  spurn  the  ruin  thev  have  mode  3 
— Why,  let  him  perish ! — blood  tor  blood ! — must  earth  ciy  oul 
In  VBin  T— Wine,  wine,  we'll  revel  here  I 
On,  minslrel,  with  thy  song ! 

[Minstrel  continues  the  sang. 
"  They  are  gone,  tliey  have  all  paaa'd  by  ! 

They  m  whose  wars  I  liad  borae  my  part. 

They  that  I  loved  with  a  brollier's  heart, 
They  hove  left  me  here  to  die ! 

Sound  agiun,  clarion !  clarion,  pour  thy  blast  I 

Sound  for  the  captive's  drenm  of  hope  is  past !" 

Aym.  Istarting  «p.)  That  was  the  lay  he  loved  in  onr  boyirfi 

And  he  must  die  forssken !— No,  by  Heaven 

He  shall  not !— Follow  me !  I  say  your  chief 

Is  bought  and  sold  1 — le  there  no  generous  trust 

Left  in  your  eoola  1    Du  Foix,  I  saved  your  life 

At  Ascnlon !  Du  Momay,  you  and  I 

On  Jaife's  wall  together  eel  our  breasts 

Against  a  thouaaiM  speais  !    What !  have  I  foaglit 

Bailie  you,  shared  your  cup,  slept  in  yourtenls. 

And  ye  can  thinks  j_DasMng  qff  hia  turban. 

Look  on  my  burning  brow ! 
Read  if  there's  felsehood  branded  on  it — read 
The  marks  of  treachery  there  ! 

Knights  (gathering  round  him,  cry  out.)  No,  no,  come  on 
To  the  rescue !  lead  us  on !  we'll  ItHsi  thee  sUll ! 

Aym.  Follow,  then ! — this  way — If  I  die  for  him. 
There  will  be  vengeance !— He  ^11  diink  of  me 
To  his  last  honr !  [Ejieunt. 

SoEME  iI.-~A  FavUlion  in  the  Camp  of  Melech. 
Melech  and  SiDi. 
Mel.  It  must  be  that  these  sounds  and  sights  of  war 
Shake  her  too  gentle  nature.    Yes,  her  cheek 
Fades  houily  in  my  sight '.    What  other  cause- 
None,  none! — She  must  go  hence!    Choose  from  thy  band 
The  bravest,  Sadi !  and  tte  longest  tried, 
And  I  will  send  my  child — — 
Yoke  withaut.  Where  is  your  chiefl 

{Arab  and  Turkish  Soldiers  enter  with  De  Chj.tillom. 
Aridi  Chief.  The  sons  of  Kedai-'s  tribe  have  brought  to  the 
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Of  the  Pi'ijj' id's  house  a  pdsoner! 

Mel.  Viatf  drawing  7iis  sword.)  CliHimon ! 
That  Blew  my  hoy !    Thanks  for  the  avenger's  hour '. 
Sadi,  their  guerdon — give  it  them — the  golfl ! 
And  Me  the  rengeaiioe ! 

[Looka  at  Kaiber,  join  hcldi  tlie  upper  frasment  of  ki3 
-'■  In  thought.jfhia  is  he 


To  lie  entth  a  Paynim 

Mel.  {raising  his  voice.)  Christian !  thou  hast  been 
Our  nation's  deadlieat  foe  ! 

Sat.  (kokim  vp  and  smiling  proudly.)  'Tia  joy  to  hear 
1  have  not  lived  in  vain ! 

Mel.  Thou  bear'st  thyself 

With  a  conqueror's  mien !    What  is  thy  hope  from  me  ? 

Bat.  A  aoldiei'H  death. 

M^l.  Ikastiig.)  Then  thou  would'at  fear  a  akve's  I 

Sai.  Fear !— As  if  man's  own  acirit  had  not  power 
To  mnliB  his  death  a  triumph  !    Wnste  not  words ; 
Let  my  blood  bathe  ihme  own  sword.    Infidel  I 
I  Blew  thy  eon !  (Jiookine  at  his  brake-n  swoid.)  Ay,  there's 
(he  red  mark  here  : 

Mel.  (.appioacMng  him.)  Thon  dareat  to  tell  me  this  i 
[A  tumalt  heard  wimouLvBices  crying— A  Chatillon  ! 

Sai.  My  brother's  voice !    He  is  aaoed .' 

Mel  (coding.)  What,  ho  !  my  guards  ! 

[AyjiEa  enters  with  the  knights  fighting   their  viay 
thraagh  Melech's  soldiers,  who  Ore   driven   before 

Aym.  On  with  the  war-cry  of  our  ancient  house. 
For  the  Groaa— De  ChalUlon ! 
(Knights  shout.)    For  the  Cross— De  Cliotillon  1 
[RliMEK  atienmls  to  Jreoi  fiom  his  guards.    Sadi  enters 
with  more  soldiers  to  the  assistance  of  MetECTi.    Ay- 
MTiii  and  the  JSkights  are  oeerpawered.    AymBB  is 
tcounded  and  falls. 
Mel.  Bring  Jetlera— bind  the  captives ! 
Sai.  Lost-^lloEt! 

No '. — he  is  saved '. 

[Breaking  froin  his  guards,  he  goes  up  to  Aymek. 
Brother,  my  brother  \  hast  thoa  pardon'd  me 
That  which  I  did  to  save  thee  I    Spsait !— tor^ve  ! 
Aym.  (fuming  from  Mm.)  Thou  aee'at  1  die  for  thee ' — She 

is  avenged ! 
Sai.  I  am  no  muidercr ! — hear  mo  ! — turn  lo  me ! 
Wa  are  pnrting  by  the  grave ! 

[MonAiMA  enters  veiled,  and  goes  up  to  Meleoh. 
Mar.  Father ! — 0  !  look  not  sternly  on  thy  child, 
I  came  to  plead.    They  said  thou  hadat  coiidemitd 
A  ChrisUan  knight  to  die 
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Mel.  Hence— to  Jliy  tent  I 

Away — begone ! 

Aym.  (.attempting  to  rise.)  Morfcima ! — hath  her  spirit  coma 
To  make  death  beautiful  7    Moraima ! — speak. 

Mor.  It  was  his  voice  ! — Aymer '. 

[S/ie  rushes  io  kim,  throtoing  aside  her  ikU. 

Aym.  Tiiou  iivest— than  livest ' 

I  Isoew  thou  coald'st  not  die ! — Look  on  me  still. 
Thou  Lvest ! — and  inakesi  lliis  world  bo  liill  of  joy- 
But  I  depart! 

Mel.  tapproaehing  kee.)  Moraima !— hence !  is  ihia 
A  ploce  for  thee ! 

Mar.  Away  !  away  i 

There  is  no  place  but  this  for  ms  on  earth ! 
Where  should  I  CO  ?    There  is  no  place  but  this ! 
My  soul  is  bound  to  it ! 

Mel.  Ito  tlie  guards.)  fiack,  slaves,  and  look  not  on  her  ] 

{They  retreat  io  ike  backgrovnd. 
'Twos  tor  this 
She  droop' d  to  the  ear*. 

Ajpn.  Motaima,  fare  thee  well ! 

Thiiik  on  me  I— I  have  loved  thee  !    I  take  hence 
That  deep  love  with  my  soul  I  for  well  I  know 
It  must  be  deathless ! 

Mor.  0 !  thou  hast  not  known 

What  woman's  love  is !   Aymer,  Aymer,  Blay ! 
If  1  could  die  for  thee !    My  heart  3S  grown 
So  elTOng  in  its  despair ! 

Sai.  Uuminsfri'm  them.')  And  all  the  past 
Forgotten  ! — our  young  days ! — His  last  thouglifs  hers  ! 
Thelnfidel'e! 

Aym.  iwith  a  violent  eforl  iuming  Ms  head  roujtd.) 
Thou  art  no  murderer '.    Peace 
Between  us— peace,  my  brother ! — In  our  deaths 
We  shall  be  join'd  once  more ! 

Eai,  (holiHtig  tke  avss  of  ilie  svxird  lefore  Mia.'i 
Look  yet  on  Ibia! 

Aym,  If  tliou  hadst  only  told  me  tliat  she  lived '. 
—But  out  hearts  meet  at  last !      {Fresses  the  aoss  io  his  lips. 
Moiaima !  save  my  bro^r  I    Look  on  me ! 
Joy — there  is  joy  in  death !  [He  dies  on  Rsjiuai's  nrm. 

Mar,  Speaft--Bpeak  onca  more ! 
Aymer !  how  is  it  that  I  call  on  thee, 
And  that  thou  nnsweresi  not  J    Have  we  not  loved  ? 
Death!  death! — and  this  is— death ! 

Ssi.  So  thou  art  gone, 

Aymer !    I  never  thoDght  to  weep  agaui — 
Bnl  now — ferewell !— Thou  wert  lite  bravest  knight 
That  e'er  laid  lance  in  rest — and  thou  didst  wear 
The  noblest  form  thnt  ever  woman's  eye 
Dwelt  on  with  love ;  and  till  that  fttal  dream 
Came  o'er  thee !— Aymer !  Aymer ! — thou  wert  slill 
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'liio  most  true-hearted  brother! — ihers  thou  art 
Whose  breast  was  onoe  my  shield!— I  never  thought 
Thai  foes  ahoiild  see  me  weep !  but  there  thou  art, 
Aymer,  my  brother ! 

JUor.  isuddaily  rising.)  With  ha  last,  last  breath 
He  bade  me  save  his  brother !     iFalling  at  her  father's  feet. 

Father,  spare 
The  Chmtian — spate  hhn ! 

Mel  For  iky  aake  spare  him 

That  slew  thy  father's  son !— Shame  to  thy  race  ! 

ITo  tlie  Soldiers  in  tlie  hacheround. 
1  your  levcll'd  Speara ! 
Yet  nearer; — Gird  bimin! — my  boi^a  young  blood 
Ib  on  his  sword.— Chriatian,  abjure  thy  iai^. 
Or  die — thine  hour  is  come '. 
Bai.  (.TamiaiS  and  t/iroieing  Aimself  on  the  weapons  of  the 
Soldiers.)  Thou  bnist  mine  answer.  Infidel  1 

iCaUiiig  aloud  to  the  Knights  as  he  falls  back 
Knights  of  France '. 
Herman !  De  Foix  i  Du  Mornay !  be  ye  strong ! 
Your liour will  come! 

MviHt  the  old  war-cry  eease  ! 
[Half  raieiiig  himself ,  and  waoing  the  Cross  triumphantly. 
For  the  Cross — De  Chatilloii ! 

[He  dies. 
[The  CurtainfaUs.) 


ANNOTATIONS  ON  "DK  CHATILCON." 


la  not  onty  not  adapted  (bt  representation,  hut  on  tlie  contran-.  the 

onlr  rhetorical  Imt  dlffiue. 

"Fiom  the  prerloui  writings  of  the  same  antlior.  and  nniLt  the  ap- 
paannce  of  the  Vifcra  nf  Palenao,  \l  seemed  to  be  the  prevalent 

made  cast— thai  it  eipatialed  too  much  In  the  developeiuent  of  senli- 
meo^  too  muoh  in  the  luiuriancy  of  desuriplion.  to  be  ever  tnought 
under  the  Iraniniela  oasenUally  nGcessary  for  the  buccbss  of  stenle 


!  I>e  Olmlilleii  faltbough  that  poem  is  proJ«li!yDOI  quite 
which  It  wonld  hayahaensuliniitleri  to  the  world  liylts 
ere  aomewhet  Inlteted  irllh  Ibc  prevalttng  DtHnion,  that 
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IS.  which  niii^c  iinw  be  placed  nl  the  heed  of  hsr  dram&uc  effi>ns, 
wuuIlI  ill  ml  ]>ruba[)miy  have  been  emn  auEpBBaBd  ia  ojoBUeneo  by 

''  Mvs-  Heiiiang  haci  nt  IsqeLIi  struck  tlia  praper  Traya,    It  Ls  quite 
evident  [JiflL  she  hud  anccnoed  In  liablbing  new  and  moni  severe 

fiera  the  H'  tifru  '^rtnesjto SebajbMn  biiAtheftipge^ Faitmeia;  but 
Lhe  Vt^aper' "I  Fa' frmo  and  Se  GJutitiloacamHoab  be  eioA  to '06  hex 


MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

I  GO,  ^WEET  FEIENDS  ! 

I  eo  sweet  fiiends !  yel  think  of  me 
When  spring's  young  voice  awakea  the  flo' 

For  we  have  waiiilered  fai  and  free 
ia  those  bright  lioura,  the  violere  houiB. 
at  when  yoa  pause  lo  heal'. 


Trom  distant  liUls,  the  Sabbodi-ball 
On  aununer-winds  float  ailvety  clear, 

ITiink  on  me  then-^  loved  it  well ! 
■Pnr™t  me  not  aronnd  your  hearth, 

n  cheeily  smiles  the  raddy  blaze. 


And  oh!  whenmnsic'svoice 
To  melt  in  strams  of  parliiif 

When  hearts  to  love  and  griel 
Think  of  me  then !— I  go,  I 


ANGEL  VISITS. 


To  Eit  IndulgeDt,  unrl  with  blin  partake 


_.^  the  fountains  dried  ol. ^-., 

And  je — our  faded  eerth  beholds  you  not ! 
Yet,  by  youi'  shining  eyes  not  all  foraaken, 

Man  wander'd  from  his  ParHdise  away ; 
Te,  from  forgetfulnes  his  lieott  to  walten, 

Came  down,  high  gnesla  !  in  many  a  later  day. 
And  with  the  paliiareha,  tindet  vine  or  oak, 
'Midst  noontide  calm  or  huEh  of  evening,  epoka. 
From  you,  the  veil  of  midnight  darltness  rending 

Came  the  rich  myateiies  to  the  sleeper's  eye, 
That  eo-w  your  hosts  ascending  and  descending 

On  those  bright  steps  bel^veen  the  earth  andsky ; 


And  the  dreS  rasiuiM  of  your  wings  that  hour. 
Was  like  the  noise  ofwateta  in  thenr  power. 


.—Haply  of  those  that,  on  the  raooniit  plains, 

Wafted  good  tidings  unto  Syrian  swains. 

Yet  one  more  task  was  years !  your  heavenly  dwelling 

Ye  left,  and  by  th'  unseal'd  sepulchral  stone. 
In  glorious  raiment,  sat ;  the  weepere  telling, 

That  Se  they  sought  had  triumph'd,  and  was  gone ! 
Now  have  ye  lefl  us  Tor  the  brighter  shore, 


Your  presence  lightB  the  lonely  groves  n< 
But  inay  ye  not,  unseen,  around  m 


When,  'midst  tlie  palm- 
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When  love,  by  slrengtli,  o'ermaalera  agony  ! 
Are  ye  not  near  when  Borrow,  Tinrspimng, 

Yields  up  life's  treosiires  onlo  Him  wHo  gave  > 
When  m^tyta,  all  ihijiro  for.His  soke  resigning, 

Lead  on  ine  march  otdealh,  serenely  bnive  ? 
Dreams! — but  a  deeper  llioughl our  souls  may  iiLI- 

One,  One  ia  near — a  spirit  liolieratill! 


0 !  HOW  could  Fancy  crown  witli  thee 
In  sncient  days  the  God  of  Wine, 

And  bid  (hee  at  the  banquet  bs 
Companion  of  the  vine  ^ 

Thy  homB,  wild  plant,  ia  where  each  sound 
Of  revehy  hath  long  been 
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TriumpbiLinly  (hy  boughs  niigiil  wiiv'c, 
Belier  thou  lovesl  llic  silent  scene 

Around  the  victor's  grave. 
Where  deep  the  sons  of  Bges  flown, 

The  barcfe  and  heroes  oi  the  past ; 
Where,  through  the  hulls  of  glory  gone, 

Murmura  the  wintry  blast ; 
Where  years  are  hastening  to  effime 

Each  record  of  the  grand  and  fiiir ; 
Thon  in  thy  solitary  grace, 

Wreath  of  the  tonifa  1  ort  there. 
O !  many  a  temple,  once  sublime, 

Beneath  a  blue  Italian  sky, 
Hath  nought  of  heanty  left  by  time, 

Save  4y  wild  tapestry  ! 
And,  rear'd  "midst  crags  and  clouds,  'tis  Ihin 

To  wave  where  banners  waved  of  yore. 
O'er  towers  that  crest  the  noble  Rhine, 

Along  his  rooky  shore. 
Hi"b  from  the  fields  of  air  look  down 

'Those  eyries  of  a  vanish'd  race— 
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Homes  cf  the  mighty,  wlioas  renown 

Ilath  pass'd,  and  (eft  no  trace. 
Eut  there  thon  Ktt  i — thy  foliage  bright 

Uiichuiiged  the  mountBm  storm  can  brave  t 
Thou,  that  wilt  clinjb  the  loftieat  height, 

Or  deck  the  hnmblest  gtavo ! 
'Tie  slill  the  aarae !  where'er  wo  tread 

The  wrecks  of  human  power  we  see — 
The  marvels  of  all  ages  fled. 

Left  to  decay  and  thee  ! 
And  still  lei  man  hia  fabrira  rear, 

AnguBt  ill  beauty,  grace,  and  strength ; 
Days  pass — thou  ivy  never  sere  i* — 

And  all  iatliine  at  length  1 


>  ONE  OPTHB  AUTHOS'S  CIllLBREN  ON  HIS  BIETHDAT. 

Wheee  Hueka  the  beo  now  T— Summer  ia  flying. 

Leaves  round  the  elm-ti'ee  fiided  iii'e  lying ; 

Violets  are  gone  from  (heir  gra^j  dell, 

With  the  cowslip  cups,  where  the  feiries  dwell ; 

The  rose  from  the  garden  hath  pBsa'd  away — 

Yet  iiEppy,  fair  boy,  is  thy  natal  day ! 

for  love  bids  it  welcome,  the  lovo  which  hath  smiled 

Ever  around  thee,  my  gentle  child ! 

Watching  thy  fbotsttis,  and  guordmg  thy  bed. 

And  pouring  out  joy  on  thy  sumiy  head. 

Roses  may  vanidj,  but  (its  will  stay — 

Happy  and  bright  is  thy  notal  day ! 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

'I'hOO  wakest  from  Msy  sleep,  to  play 

Willi  bounding  heart,  my  boy ! 
Before  tliee  Ilea  a  long  briglit  day 

Of  saminer  and  of  joy, 
Thon  hast  no  heavy  thonght  or  dream 

To  cloud  thy  fearless  eye  ; 
Long  be  it  thus — life's  early  stream 

Should  still  reflect  the  sky. 
Yet,  ere  the  cai-es  of  Hfe  lie  dim 

tta  thy  young  spirit's  wings. 
Now  in  thy  morn  forget  notTlim 

From  whom  each  pure  thought  spiings '. 
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CHRIST  STILLING  THE  TEMPEST. 

Fear  waa  williin  the  tossing  bark 

When  stormy  winds  grew  load, 
And  waves  came  railing  high  and  dark, 

And  ihe  tall  mast  wna  bow'd. 
And  men  stood  breathless  in  tlieir  dreod, 

And  baffled  in  their  skill; 
But  One  was  there,  who  rose  and  said 

To  the  wild  sea—Je  3tiR .' 
And  tho  wind  ceased — it  ceased  '. — that  word 

Foss'd  ihraugh  the  eloomy  sky ; 
The  troubled  billows  knew  thek  Lord, 

And  feU  beiieadi  His  eye. 
And  alaniber  settled  on  the  deep. 

And  silence  on  the  blast ; 
They  sank,  B3  flowers  that  fold  to  sleep 

When  sultry  day  ia  past. 
O  Thou,  that  in  im  wildest  hour 

Didst  rule  the  tempest's  mood, 
Send  thy  meek  spirit  forth  in  power, 

Soft  on  our  souls  to  brood  ! 
Thou  thot  didst  bow  the  billow's  pride 

Thy  mandate  lo  fulfil  I 
Oh,  apeak  to  passion's  ragina  tide, 

Spealt,  and  say, "  Peace,  be  still .'" 


Taoir,  that  canst  gaze  npon  thine  own  (air  boy, 
And  hsEir  his  prayer'a  low  mnrmur  at  thy  knee. 

And  o'er  hia  alumber  bend  in  breathless  joy, 
Come  to  this  tomb  !  it  hath  a  voice  tor  thee  ! 

Pray ! — thou  art  blest ! — ask  strength  for  aorraw'a  li 

Love,  deep  as  thine,  lays  here  iffi  broken  flower. 

Thou  that  art  gatbeiing  fiom  the  senile  of  youth 
Thy  thousand  hopes ;  rejoicing  to  behold 


I^Goo^Ie 


All  the  hcQtt's  depths  before  liieo  bright  with  tiQth, 

All  ihe  mind's  trcaaares  silently  unfold ! 
Look  on  Ihiatomb! — for  thee,  too,  BpeEika  Ihe  grave. 
Where  God  hath  aeal'd  the  fount  oi^hops  he  gave. 


MONUMENTAL  INSCRIPTION. 
ElRTH '.  guard  what  here  we  lay  in  holy  [niBt, 

Thai  which  halh  lefl  out  home  a  dorkeii'd  place, 
WantiHg  the  form,  the  Smile,  now  veil'd  with  dusl ; 

Tiie  hghl  departed  with  oar  loveheat  face. 
Yet  Irom  thy  bonds  onr  sorrow's  hope  is  free — 
We  have  but  lent  the  beaiMiful  to  laee. 
But  thou,  O  Heaven !  keep,  keep  what  iAoa  hast  tak 

And  with  our  treasure  keep  our  hearts  on  high  ; 
The  spirit  uisek,  and  yet  by  pain  unshaken, 


THE  SOUND  OF  THE  SEA. 
Tnon  art  sounding  on,  thou  raighly  sea. 

For  ever  nnd  the  same  I 
The  ondent  rocks  yet  ring  to  thee  ; 

Those  thunders  nought  can  lame. 
Oh  I  many  a  ^orlous  voice  is  gone 

From  the  ncli  bowera  of  earth. 
And  huah'd  is  many  a  lovely  one 

Of  mouinfultiess  or  rairth. 
The  Dorian  flute  that  sigh'd  of  yore. 

Along  the  wBve.issdll; 
The  harp  of  Jodah  peals  no  more 

On  Zion'a  awful  hill. 
And  Memnon's  lyre  hath  lost  the  cliotd 

That  breathed  the  myalic  tone  ; 
And  the  songs  at  Rome's  high  triumphs  pour'd 

Are  with  iior  eagles  flown. 
And  mnla  the  Moorish  horn  that  rang 

O'er  stream  and  mountain  free ; 
And  the  hymn  the  leagued  Ciusaders  sane 

Hath  died  in  GaUIee. 
But  thou  art  sweUitig  on,  thou  deep, 

Through  many  an  olden  clinie. 
Thy  billowy  anthem  no'er  to  ^eep 

Until  the  close  of  time, 
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Thoa  litlesl  nti  thy  solemn  voice 

To  ever?  mud  and  Bfcy, 
And  all  our  eonh'e  green  shores  rejoice 

In  that  one  harmony. 
It  fills  the  noontide's  cflhn  piofound. 

The  Bunset's  heaven  of  gold  i 
And  tile  atjll  midnight  liesrs  the  sound, 

Even  as  firet  it  roll'd. 
Let  there  be  silence,  deep  and  alrange, 

Where  sceptred  cities  rose ! 
Thoa  speak'Bt  of  One  wlio  doth  not  chaiii 

So  may  mir  hearts  repose. 


THE  CHILD  AND  DOVE. 


Fait  £oim  1  on  each  image  of  childhood's  track. 

Thou  art  s  thing  to  recall  the  honrs 

When  the  love  of  our  souls  was  on  leaves  and  flowers ; 

When  a  world  wbs  onr  own  in  some  dun  sweet  grove. 

And  treasure  nntold  in  one  captive  dove. 

Are  fliey  gone  1  can  we  think  it,  while  (Sou  art  there. 

Thou  joyous  child  wi^  the  clustering  hair  t 

Is  it  not  ^ring  that  indeed  breatlisa  free 

And  ftesh  o'er  each  thought,  while  we  gaae  on  thee  i 

No !  never  more  may  we  smile  as  thou 

Slieddest  round  smiles  from  thy  aunuy  brow ; 

Vet  somethiiie  it  is,  iu  our  hearts  to  shiine 

A  memory  of  oeauty  uudimui'il  as  thine. 

To  have  met  the  joy  of  thy  sneoking  face, 

To  have  felt  ^e  spell  of  thy  oreezy  grace, 

To  Imve  tinger'd  before  (iiee,Bnd  tum'd,  and  bomo 

One  vision  away  of  the  cloudless  morn. 


Calk  on  the  bosom  of  thy  God, 

Young  spirit !  rest  thee  now, 

Even  while  witli  ns  thy  footstep  t 
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MISCELLANEOUS  PIECES. 

Duat,  10  il3  narrow  hovias  beneath ! 

Soul  to  ira  place  on  high '. — 
They  lliot  hove  Feeii  thyHook  in  death, 

No  more  may  fear  to  die. 
Lone  ore  the  pathH,  and  aad  the  bowers, 

Whence  lhy_  meek  amila  is  gone  ; 
But  oh  1— a  brighter  home  ihnn  ours, 

in  heaven  is  now  thine  own 


SCENE  IN  A  DALECARLIAPJ  MINE. 


"  Haste,  with  yout  torchea,  haats !  tnalte  firelight  round  '" 

They  speed,  they  press— what  iiath  the  miner  iouiid  ? 

Relic  or  treasure — giant  sword  of  old ! 

Gems  bedded  deep — rich  veins  of  burning  gold  ? 

— Not  so— the  dead,  the  dead '  Anawslruclcband, 


O'er  his  cold  In  j  i 

Had  tooch'd  thr      n     I — }Lthe«ore 

Amien  of  other  duvg  ngirliilynn- 
Who  could  unfold  that  myatery  i     from  the  throng 
A  woman  wiidly  broke ,  her  i^e  vras  dim, 
Aa  if  ihioQgh  m^uy  tears,  tluough  vmis  long, 
Thtoagh  weary  alrainuigs  — nil  had  been  for  him  ! 
Those  two  had  loved !    And  there  he  lay,  tho  dead, 
In  his  youth's- flower — and  she,  the  living,  stood 
With  her  grey  hair,  whence  hue  ond  gloss  had  fled — 
And  wasted  form,  and  cheek,  whose  flushing  blood 


_  _ .  .n  her  aeep  heart  the  spirit  of  the  post 
Gush'd  in  low  broken  tones :— "  And  there  thou  art ! 
And  thus  we  meet,  that  loved,  and  did  but  ^rt 
As  &r  a  few  brief  hours ! — My  friend,  my  fnend  I 
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Smiles— how  unchanged  !- 

And  ftded— oh !  thon  wotildst  bat  acuru  me  now, 

If  tljou,  eouldst  look  on  me ! — a  witlier'd  lei5f, 

Sear'd — though  for  thy  sake— by  the  blast  ofgiiei'l 

Better  to  see  thee  thus!    For  tliou  didst  go, 

Bearing  ray  image  on  thy  heart,  I  liiiow. 

Unto  the  dead.    My  Dlrio !  throngh  the  night 

How  have  I  eall'd  thee  I    With  the  morning  light 

How  base  I  wDtoh'd  for  thee!— wept,  wander' d,  ptay'd, 

Met  the  fierce  mountain-tempest,  nndiemay'd, 

In  search  of  thee  I — bound  my  worn  liie  to  one — 

One  tortm'ing  hope !    Now  let  me  die!    'TiBgone. 

Tdte  thy  betroth'd  1" — and  on  bis  breast  she  Sli, 

— Oh !  amee  their  youth's  last  pasaonale  ferewefl. 

How  changed  in  all  but  love! — the  Hue,  the  sli-ong, 

Joining  in  aealh  whom  life  had  parted  long ! 

— They  hod  one  grave — one  lonely  bridal  bed. 

No  friend,  no  kinsman  there  a  tear  to  ehcd  ! 

His  name  had  ceased — her  heart  ontiived  eacli  tie, 

Once  more  io  look  on  that  dead  iace,  and  die ! 


I  SONG  OF  MEMORY 


SwQ,  tjog  in  menioiy  of  the  brave  departed. 

Let  song  and  wine  ba  pout'd ! 
Fledge  to  (heir  fiime,  the  free  and  learleaa-hearted, 

Our  brethren  of  the  sword! 
Oft  at  the  feaat,  and  in  the  fight,  then:  voices 

Have  mingled  with  our  own  ; 
Rll  high  the  eup,  bnl  when  the  soul  rejoices, 

Forget  cot  who  are  gone  ! 
They  that  stood  with  us,  'midst  the  dead  and  dying. 

On  Albuera'e  plain ; 
They  that  beade  ns  cheerly  track'd  the  flyuig. 

Far  o'er  the  hille  of  Spam; 
They  that  amidst  ns,  when  the  shells  weie  showBring 

From  old  Rodfieo'B  wall. 
The  rampart  scaled,  through  clouds  of  battle  towering. 

First,  first  at  Victory's  oSl  1 
They  that  upheld  the  banners,  proudly  waving. 

In  Roncesvallea'  dell  j 
With  England's  blood  the  sonlhem  vineyards  iavinc 

Forget  not  how  they  ifell  I 
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Sing,  sing  in  memory  of  Ihe  hmve  departed, 

Let  song  and  wine  be  pour'd ! 
Pledge  lo  their  fiime,  tlie  free  and  fearleas-hearled, 

Onrbrelhrsn  oftlieswotd '. 


HAUKTED  GROUND, 


¥e3,  it  is  haunted,  this  quiet  Ecene, 
Fair  as  it  looks,  and  all  sofily  green  ; 
Yet  fear  lliou  not — &r  the  spelTiH  thrown, 
And  the  might  of  Ihe  shadow,  on  me  alone. 
Are  thj;  ihou^la  wandering  to  elves  and  fays. 
And  spirils  that  dwell  whero  the  water  plays  1 
Oh !  in  the  heart  there  are  sti-onger  pnlvers, 
That  Bway,  though  viewless,  tha  world  of  ours  ! 
Have  I  not  lived  'midst  riieee  lonely  dells. 
And  loved,  and  sorrow'd,  and  heard  tarewells. 
And  leam'd  in  my  own  deep  soul  to  look. 
And  tremble  before  that  mysterious  book  ) 
Have  I  not,  undcf  the£e  whispering  leaves. 
Woven  Bueh  dreams  as  the  ^oung  heart  weaven 
Shadows— yet  unto  which  hie  seem'd  bound ; 
And  is  it  not — is  it  not  haunted  ground  I 
Must  I  not  hear  what  tiiou  hearest  not, 
Troubling  tlie  air  uf  the  sunny  Bpot  7 
Is  there  not  something  to  loose  but  me. 
Told  by  the  rustling  OTevery  tree? 
Song  harfi  been  here — with  its  flow  of  thought. 
Love — whh  ila  passionate  visions  fraaght ; 
Deatli — breatliiiig  slilhiess  and  sadness  round— 
And  is  it  not — is  it  not  haunted  ground  7 
Are  there  no  phantoms,  but  such  as  come 
By  night  irom  the  dailtness  that  wraps  the  toniti 


Bat  I  may  not  linger  amidst  them  here ! 
Jjovely  ihey  are,  and  yet  things  to  fear ; 
FnKotig  and  leaving  a  weight  behind, 
Anda  thrill  on  the  chords  of  tiie  stricken  mind. 
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Donbt  it  nol — amile  nol — but  go  thou,  too, 
Look  on  the  Boenes  where  thy  childhood  grew — 
Where  thou  haw  pray'd  at  thy  mother's  knee, 
Where  thou  haat  roved  with  thy  hrathren  free ; 

Go  thoii,  when  life  onto  thee  ia  changed. 
Friends  thou  liaat  loved  as  thy  soul,  estranged  i 
When  from  the  idols  thy  heart  hath  made, 
Thou  haat  Been  the  colors  of  gloiy  fede  ; 

Oh !  painfully  then,  by  the  wind's  low  sigh. 

By  the  voice  of  the  stream,  by  the  flower-cup's  dye. 

By  a  thousand  tokens  of  sight  and  sound, 

Thou  wilt  feel  thou  art  treading  on  haunted  ground. 


E  CHILD  OP  THE  POIlIiS' 


Is  not  thy  heart  far  oif  amidst  the  woods. 
Where  the  red  Indian  lays  his  father's  dust, 

And  by  the  rushing  of  the  torrent  floods 
To  the  Great  Spirit,  hows  ui  silent  trust  1 

Doth  not  thy  sdqI  o'eiBweep  the  foaming  main. 

To  pour  itself  upon  the  wifds  again  ? 

They  are  gone  fortli,  the  desert's  wariior-race. 
By  stormy  Inkes  to  track  the  elk  and  roe  ; 

But  where  art  thou,  tlie  swill  one  in  the  chase. 
With  thy  free  footstep  and  unfiling  bow  1 

Their  singhig  aliUis  have  reach'd  the  panther's  lair, 


They  rest  bEside  their  streams— the  spoil  is  won— 
They  hong  theit  spears  upon  the  cypress  bough ; 

The  mglil-nres  blaze,  the  hunter's  wofli  is  done — 
They  hear  the  tales  of  old— but  where  art  thou  I 

The  mght-firea  hkze  beneath  the  giaut  pine, 

And  there  a  place  is  fill'd  that  once  was  tliine. 

For  thou  art  mingling  with  the  city's  throng, 
And  thou  hast  thrown  thine  Indjan  Iww  aside  ; 

Child  of  the  forests!  thou  art  borne  along 
E'en  as  ouraelves,  by  life's  tempestuous  tide. 

But  will  this  he  t  and  canst  thou  iere  find  rest  1 

Thou  hadst  thy  nature  on  the  desert's  breast. 
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Cornea  not  tlie  sound  of  Wrronts  to  thine  ear, 

From  llie  savannah-land,  the  land  ofBtreainal 
Hear'st  thou  not  murmura  which  none  else  ma;  heur  1 

la  not  the  fbreat's  shadow  on  thy  di»ani3  ? 
They  call— wild  voices  call  thes  o'er  the  main. 
Buck  to  thy  S^e  and  boundle^  woods  ag^. 
Hear  them  not !  hear  them  not ! — Ihon  canst  not  find 

In  fliB  far  wilderness  what  once  was  thine '. 
Thou  hast  qunfi'd  knowledge  from  the  founts  of  mind. 

And  gQther'd  loftier  aims  and  hopes  divine. 

Thou  know'st  the  soaring  tho"- '■•  •'•-  ■ '- 

Seek  not  llie  deserts  and  the  - 


STANZAS  TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  '  *  * 

Ih  the  fall  tide  of  melody  and  mirth — 
While  joy's  bright  spirit  beams  &om  every  eye, 

Forget  not  him,  whose  soul,  though  fled  from  earth, 
Seems  yet  to  speak  in  strains  tliat  cannot  die. 

jr  many  a  festal  hour, 
lEB  strains,  for  us  has  liahtly  flown, 
sions,  minghng  with  their  power, 
t's  thrill  at  eack  familiar  tone. 


Forget  hi 
Charm' 


His  the  dear  art  whcae  spells  awhile  renew 
Hope's  fitst  illoaiona  in  ^eir  tenderest  hloom — 

Oh '.  what  were  life,  without  sneh  moments  threw 
Bright  glenma, "  like  angel-viats,"  o'er  its  gloom 


THE  VAUDOIS  VALLEYS. 

tia,  thou  hast  met  the  emi's  last  smile 
From  the  haunted  hills  of  Rome; 

By  many  a  bright  .^gean  isle 
Thou  hast  seen  the  billows  fbatn. 

From  the  rilence  of  the  Fymmid, 
Thou  host  walch'd  the  solemn  flow 

Of  the  Nile,  that  with  its  waters  hid 
The  BJieient  realm  below. 
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VALLEYS, 
shepherds  sung 
proudly  rung 


Thoulu- 

With  a  sound  yet „—  — ,  — . 

Of  the  gioiy  ihat  is  gone. 

Bat  go  ihou  to  the  pnatoral  vales, 
Ofthe  Alpine  monntaina  old, 

If  thou  wonldat  hear  iiiimortal  tales 
By  Ihe  wind's  deep  whiapeiH  told  ! 

Go,  if  thou  lowest  the  eoil  to  tread 
Where  man  hath  nobly  etmen, 

And  IHbj  like  incense,  halb  heen  shed, 
An  offerins  unto  Heaven. 

For  o'er  the  anowa,  end  round  the  pinra, 

Halli  swept  a  noble  flood ; 
The  nurture  of  the  peasonf  a  vines 

Halh  been  the  martyr's  blood '. 


A  memory  olinga  to  eveiy  steep 

Of  long-endraing  faith, 
And  the  sounding  Btreams  glnd  record  keep 

Of  courage  unto  death. 


And  he  will  fell  thee,  oil  around, 
On  fbunl,  and  turf,  and  sloiie. 

Far  aa  the  chamois'  foot  can  bound, 
Their  Bshes  have  been  sown ! 

Go,  when  the  Sabbathrbell  is  heard,* 
Up  through  the  wilda  to  float, 

When  the  dark  old  woods  and  caves  t 
To  gladness  by  the  note. 
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